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BY    THE    ATLANTIC. 


SUMMER  AND   WINTER. 


Summer. 

LIKE  a  maiden  lightly  laden, 
Silken  Summer  sweet  and  fair, 
With  the  flowers  wreathed  by  hours 

In  her  flowing  golden  hair. 
Comes  in  shadows  o'er  the  meadows 
Strewing  sunshine  everywhere. 

Winds  are  blowing  bland  and  sowing 
Life  and  fragrance  on  the  breeze, 

Or  a-maying,  blithely  playing 

Hide  and  seek  me  through  the  trees. 

Or  are  skipping  light  and  tripping 
Winsome  dances  o'er  the  seas. 


Father,  mother,  sister,  brother. 
Youthful,  aged,  rich  and  poor. 

Merrily  wreaving  songs  are  leaving 
Gloomy  room  and  dusky  door. 

For  the  fountains  in  the  mountains 
With  their  gladness  running  o'er. 
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What  a  feeling  must  be  stealing 
Through  the  city's  panting  clay, 

As  the  singing  birds  are  flinging 
Hints  about  the  fields  away, 

Where  the  showers  clothe  the  flowers 
In  the  velvet  robe  and  gay. 

Day  resuming  life  is  pluming 

Giant  pinions  in  the  sky. 
So  that  slumber  shall  not  cumber 

Life  and  action  till  it  die ; 
Waking  ever  great  endeavor 

To  the  deed  sublime  and  high. 


Day  reclining  is  resigning 
Life  and  action  to  the  night, 

While  the  palling  gloom  is  falling 
O'er  the  valleys  sweet  and  light, 

So  the  spirit  cannot  hear  it. 

But  in  dream  land  takes  a  flight. 


Livid  moonlight,  pallid  moonlight. 
Spreads  a  sheet  upon  the  plain, 

\Vhile  the  cleaving  brooks  are  weaving 
Threads  of  silver,  with  a  strain 

Of  rich  laughter  babbling  after 
Lovers  happy  in  their  pain. 


Winter. 


Staring  boldly,  bleak  and  coldly. 
Bearded  Winter,  frosty,  pale, 

Stands  defiant  as  a  giant 

With  his  garments  on  the  gale. 

Which  are  cleaving  air  and  weaving 
In  the  darkness  many  a  wail. 
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Winds  are  prowling  and  are  howling 
Through  the  bare  and  phantom  trees ; 

And  are  making  horrid  quaking 
With  old  casements  in  the  breeze, 

And  are  turning  hearts  to  mourning 
Where  the  poor  in  hovels  freeze. 

What  appalling  pangs  are  crawling 

Through  the  chilled  and  aching  breast, 

As  the  rarity  of  charity 
In  the  city's  great  unrest, 

Like  the  chilling  winds  are  killing 
Faith  in  human  holiness. 

Steeds  are  prancing,  lights  are  glancing, 

Bells  and  voices  fill  the  air, 
Youth  and  maiden  all  unladen 

From  the  leaden  lead  of  care, 
Gaily  meeting,  give  their  greeting. 

At  the  marriage  of  the  fair. 

They  with  pleasures  maddest  measures 
Vocalize  the  night  with  song. 

Thinking  little  whether  brittle 
Is  the  thread  of  life  or  strong. 

If  they  only  are  not  lonely 
With  a  sorrow  in  the  throng. 

Time  is  flying,  years  are  dying. 
And  the  youthful  have  grown  old; 

Lives  of  gladness  drowned  in  sadness 
That  their  days  of  life  are  told ;  — 

Death  is  keeping  mourners  weeping. 
While  he  grasps  a  body  cold. 

Clouds  are  rolling,  bells  are  tolling. 
While  the  solemn  ones  in  woe, 

Bending  lowly,  treading  slowly. 
To  the  house  of  mourning  go. 

Whence  they  weeping  take  the  sleeping 
To  the  g^ave  so  cold  and  low. 
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A  SABBATH  SKETCH. 


THE  sunlight  is  gleaming  on  tree  and  on  flower, 
The  raindrops  are  glowing  like  diamonds  of  light, 
Besprinkling  the  earth  with  an  emerald  shower, 

As  the  stars  in  the  garments  of  solemn-browed  night. 

The  church-bell  is  tolling  the  hour  of  prayer, 
When  mortals  can  bow  with  a  holy  emotion. 

And  throw  down  their  burden  of  toil  and  of  care, 
Then  linger  awhile  at  the  shrine  of  devotion. 

The  thunder-cloud  passed  but  a  moment  ago, 
Dispensing  its  waters  in  fragrance  around, 

And  smiling  the  flowers  look  up  from  below, 

And  speak  a  sweet  language  from  the  blossoming  ground. 

The  zephyrs  are  playing  on  leaf  and  on  bough, 
And  laving  their  wings  in  the  cloud  fallen  dew ; 

I  see  them  spring  lightly  —  they  gaze  on  me  now. 
With  eyes  full  of  mirth,  and  of  witchery  too. 

The  locust  leaves  tremble  —  they're  dancing  away. 
Like  elfins  they  trip  it  —  see  now  they  arc  flying  ; 

Now  they  fade  like  the  shadowy  twilights  decay. 
In  chasing  the  echoes  from  the  Sabbath  bells  dying. 

A  robin  is  piping  its  musical  notes ; 

Who  doubts  that  a  pleasure  is  filling  that  breast.? 
Its  gay  little  trill  as  it  easily  floats, 

Falls  mellowly  sweetly  persuading  to  rest. 


A   SABBATH    SKETCH. 


That  heart  may  be  feeling  an  exquisite  pleasure, 

Though  birds  cannot  reason,  yet  God  hath  so  made  them, 

They  feel  an  enjoyment,  and  feel  life  a  treasure, 
So  living  intelligence  cannot  upbraid  them. 

If  they  never  have  loved,  so  they  never  have  hated. 
If  they  never  have  sinned,  so  they  never  can  mourn. 

Then  why  should  they  not  with  a  joy  be  elated, 

When  the  pleasures  of  life,  not  its  sorrows  are  borne? 

Thus  nature  will  speak  to  the  heart  of  a  man, 
In  language  of  wisdom  affection  and  truth  ;  — 

The  time  when  we  feel  it  the  deepest  we  can, 

Is  the  hour  of  reflection  —  the  spring-time  of  youth. 
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MORNING. 


ON   LAKE   WINNIPISEOGEE,    N.  H. 


"  The  gallant  child  where  e'er  he  came 
Threw  to  each  fact  a  tuneful  name." 


Emerson,  in  '*  The  Poet. 
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SIT  upon  the  emerald  tufted  slope, 
And  greet  the  smiling  morning  with  a  smile. 


Within  the  mazy  distance  rise  the  hills, 

And  bound  the  fading  landscape  with  a  wall 

Irregular  and  blue  as  the  fading  smoke 

Which  rolls  around  the  huge  volcano's  mouth. 

The  silver  lake  embosomed  in  the  vale, 

Is  smooth  and  tranquil  as  a  plate  of  glass ; 

Three  hundred  islands  on  its  surface  sleep, 

With  many  a  shadowy  copse  and  wild  wood  crowned. 

All  full  and  flowing  as  an  emerald  sea, 

Whose  dim  recesses  form  an  Eden- home. 

For  faun  and  zephyr  in  their  summer  time. 

The  "  Lady  **  winds  among  them  towards  the  south. 

As  smoothly  as  a  serpent  through  the  leaves  ; 

And  fades  upon  the  blue  and  stretching  tide, 

As  fades  the  cloudlet  in  the  upper  sky. 

The  jutting  headlands  wild  emboss  the  shore 
With  carvings  fit  for  nature's  architect, 
With  here  and  there  a  tall  and  shaggy  pine 
Upstanding  like  an  ancient  sentinel, 
And  watching  o'er  the  sylvan  bowers  below. 
O'er  moss-clad  rocks  a-sleeping  at  his  feet. 
And  giving  whisperings  to  the  silent  lake, 
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Where  unchained  brooks  come  laughing  down  the  gorge. 

Across  the  water,  on  its  margin  dim, 

The  birch,  the  maple,  oak,  lift  to  the  sky 

Their  bushy  lattice-work  of  braided  leaves; 

And  in  the  silver  mirror  at  their  feet. 

Inverted  faint,  their  shadowy  forms  appear, 

As  faint  as  the  memory  of  some  ancient  race. 

Or  as  though  melting  through  the  moss-grown  sod, 

And  like  the  columns  from  the  cavern's  roof 

Are  lost  in  dripping  to  the  nether  clouds. 

The  "Dover's"  bell  awakes  the  talking  wilds. 

Her  organ  pipe,  so  resonant  with  song, 

Is  spinning  towards  the  sky  a  jet  of  steam, 

Which  rises  like  a  column  white  and  fair. 

The  limber  top  a-swaying  to  the  breeze. 

Then  falling  oft'  to  silence  and  to  nought. 

From  out  the  iron-throated  chimney  comes, 

An  almost  sightless  wreath  of  thin  blue  smoke, 

Which  rises,  gently  fainting  on  the  air. 

The  sweltering  engine  groans  in  iron  chains. 

The  giant  wheels  are  turning  round  and  round. 

And  noisy  waters  foam  upon  their  track. 

As  yeast  white  clouds  which  lead  the  tempest  forth. 

She  moves  as  gracefully  from  off"  the  shore 

As  moves  the  swan  from  out  the  sedgy  brake ;  — 

The  milk-white  waters  curl  around  her  keel  — 

She  leaves  a  long  and  rippling  track  behind. 

Which  grows  the  dimmer  as  she  wears  away. 

Yet  plainly  traced  upon  that  mirror  smooth, 

As  one  faint  dreaming  cloud  across  the  sky. 

She  passes  'tween  me  and  the  rising  sun. 

And  flashing  waters  leap  within  her  wake. 

As  burning  diamonds  strewn  along  the  plain  ;  — 

And  yet  her  laboring  engine  toils  and  groans, 

In  weaving  out  the  giant  song  of  steam. 

Which  sinks  among  the  gorges  in  the  hills 

With  many  a  deep  and  agonizing  sigh  ; 

While  with  a  sharp  shrill  neigh  the  Iron  Horse 

Glides  through  the  mountains  like  a  fiery  snake. 

With  a  burning  river  in  his  sinuous  course. 

And  answers  to  the  Iron  Mermaid's  song. 

With  screams  that  startle  Nature  from  her  rest. 
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I  turn  my  eyes  to  meet  the  quiet  vale, 
The  white-walled  village  in  its  bosom  dropped. 
The  four  red  chimneys  rising  at  my  feet, 
The  rattling  carriage  *neath  the  stalwart  elms. 
The  white  church  steeple  pointing  up  to  God, 
The  robin  swinging  on  yon  beechcn  bough, 
Whose  throat  is  running  o'er  with  floods  of  song, 
The  thrumming  woodcock  on  yon  apple  tree, 
The  cawing  crow  upon  yon  shattered  oak, 
The  tinkling  of  the  far-off' shepherd  bell 
Which  comes  so  faintlv  o'er  the  fields  and  hill. 
The  crowing  of  the  distant  barnyard  cock, 
The  flocks  and  cattle  grazing  just  below, 
The  moss-grown  boulders  clinging  round  the  hill 
Like  beads  around  some  duskv  maiden's  brow. 
The  chirping  ground-bird  in  yon  bending  fern. 
The  croning  cricket  in  the  dew-wet  grass, 
The  homely  hum  of  the  buzzing  humble  bee, 
The  whizzing  of  the  house-fly  in  nly  ear, 
The  skipping  bugs  within  in  the  diy  oak  leaves, 
The  beaded  dew  drops  twinkling  on  the  grass. 
The  flood  of  sunshine  pouring  on  the  scene, — 
Are  stirring  notes  in  Nature's  morning  song. 
And  like  the  traveller,  afler  sweet  repose. 
They  bid  me  take  my  burden  up  and  go. 
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SWING  between  two  skies  in  my  light  canoe, 
While  dusky  shadows  gather  o*er  the  hills. 


The  waters  round  are  lulled  in  tranquil  sleep, 
The  air  is  redolent  with  sweet  perfume. 
From  wildwood,  flower-scented  pine  and  fern. 
Which  flow  and  glisten  in  a  brighter  green, 
Since  yonder  grumbling  thunder  cloud  has  passed. 
He  came  a-sweeping  down  yon  mountain  vale, 
And  led  the  advancing  column  dark  as  death, 
With  white  and  fluttering  banners  in  the  van, 
With  either  wing  on  either  mountain  top, 
With  angry  lightnings  gleaming  from  his  eyes. 
With  muttering  thunder  in  his  iron  chest. 
His  searching  scouts  came  querulous  ahead. 
Awaking  busy  whispers  'neath  the  eaves, 
A-whistling  sadly  round  the  chimney  tops. 
Or  plucking  faded  rose  leaves  froip  the  bush. 
And  catching  random  straws  within  the  street. 
They  flouted  them  in  anger  through  the  flelds. 
And  in  the  whirling,  fitful  clouds  of  dust. 
They  bustling  ran,  espying  everywhere. 
Then  came  the  headlong,  hollow-chested  Wind, 
And  sighed  and  roared  within  chaotic  clouds ; 
It  seized  the  forests  by  their  bushy  crowns. 
And  bent  their  aged  ranks  to  kiss  the  earth ; 
It  searched  each  corner  of  the  wildwood  glen, 
And  scared  the  inhabitants  sequestered  there. 
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His  long  and  trailing  robes  in  haste  went  by, 
In  rapid  billows  o'er  the  grain  and  corn. 
He  bore  upon  his  broad  and  sweeping  wing 
The  dews  which  sunbeam  kisses  bathed  them  with, 
Then  flung  them  o'er  the  lake  and  vales  and  hills. 
In  torrents  wild  of  sweet  refreshing  rain, 
And  trod  with  thunder  as  he  flung  them  down. 
But  he  has  passed,  and  in  the  distance  fades, 
And  leaves  behind  his  deepest  robes  of  green, 
Like  a  silken  mantle  fallen  o'er  the  fields. 
And  as  he  speeds  by  granite  mountain  tops, 
His  iron  hoofs  so  fiercely  on  them  glance. 
That  livid  streams  of  fire  shoot  below. 

A  beam  of  light  comes  out  far  up  the  vale, 
O'er  yonder  headland  sits  a  purple  cloud, 
And  on  her  bosom  full  this  beam  of  light 
Suspends  the  tinted  rainbow  bright  and  still. 
Some  magic  dwells  within  that  jewel  fair. 
For  it  does  hold  my  eyes  as  with  a  chain, 
And  holds  them  till  it  gently  fades  to  naught. 
Upon  yon  broad  and  massive  mountain  brow, 
O'er  which  the  sable  tresses  of  the  night 
Fall  carelessly,  and  half  obscure  its  form. 
There  sits  a  long  and  ragged  purple  cloud. 
Which  has  the  semblance  of  dismantled  ship, 
Dismantled  by  the  fierce  consuming  flame. 
Far  forward  from  her  dark  and  rising  prow, 
A  liquid  sheet  of  fire  licks  the  sky ; 
And  from  each  blackened  rib  a  spiral  flame 
Of  crimson  curls  and  twists  itself  aloft ; 
Their  faint  red  shadows  stream  across  the  heavens, 
And  down  beneath  the  waters,  dark  and  still, 
I  see  another  lone  dismantled  ship. 
Upon  another  mountain  dimmer  yet. 
Consumed  and  wasted  by  a  fainter  flame. 

Far  in  the  distance  rise  three  smoky  peaks, 
As  images  remembered  in  a  dream. 
And  just  beneath  them  in  the  mirror  smooth, 
Composed  and  grave  their  three  twin  brothers  stand. 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  silent  lake, 
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Full  many  an  emerald  island  calmly  sleeps, 

As  motionless  as  green  leaves  on  a  glass*. 

The  night-hawk  with  his  sudden  downward  swoop, 

Awakes  and  startles  all  the  crystal  air, 

As  an  angry  stroke  on  a  half-unstrung  guitar. 

In  yonder  copse  of  beech  and  maple  leaves. 

The  full-voiced  robin  leading  on  the  choir. 

Unnumbered  voices  tease  the  air  with  song. 

Far  through  the  fading  fields  and  dusky  hills 

The  tinkling  bells,  contentedly  and  sweet, 

Call  out  the  milkmaids  with  their  shining  pails; 

The  trudging  barefoot  boy  with  slouching  hat. 

Walks  slowly  homeward  through  the  mellowed  dust^ 

And  w^  hi  sties  happily  some  good  old  tune. 

His  older  friends  just  oft' the  sloping  shore. 

Are  supp'ly  gliding  through  the  yielding  wave. 

Or  with  a  loud  ha  !  ha  !  and  lusty  shout. 

They  spring  and  plunge  beneath  the  parting  tide, 

And  on  their  shoulders  bear  the  billows  off. 

Two  churches  stand  beneath  yon  rising  hill. 
Suspended  half-way  'tween  two  bending  skies. 
And  whose  white  walls  lie  out  against  the  night 
As  two  dim  sails  far-off'  upon  the  sea. 
Within  yon  hall  I  see  a  glimmering  light, 
But  faintly  streaming  through  the  lattice  leaves, 
And  from  some  witching  instrument  of  song 
Sweet  music  floats,  and  lulls  the  soul  to  rest. 
Two  silver  moons  within  two  bending  skies. 
With  two  pale  evening  stars  below  them  lit. 
Come  out,  a-heralding  the  twinkling  hosi:. 
And  pour  a  weird-like  magic  o'er  the  scene. 
Night  folds  her  raiment  closer  o'er  the  hills, 
The  silence  grows  the  deeper,  more  profound, 
And  Nature  sinks  in  slumber  and  repose. 
She  lulls  my  soul  in  sweet  tranquillity, 
And  frees  my  shoulders  of  this  load  of  life, 
As  the  traveller  lays  his  burden  at  his  feet. 

I  creep  away  from  the  dark  and  silent  lake, 
And  in  sweet  slumbers  dream  my  visions  o'er, 

C^n/re  //ardor,  July  '55. 


13  BY   THE   ATLANTIC. 


THE  SABBATH. 


^Sss* 


TO-DAY  the  still  air  yearns  with  thought, 
Which  gives  me  a  stronger  faith 
In  God,  and  firmer  hope  in  life 
Beyond  the  realms  of  death. 

The  silence  murmers,  "  God,"  —  it  is 

To  us  his  speaking  sign  ; 
He  whispers  through  its  depths  profound, 

"  There  is  a  life  divine." 

I  list  the  words,  and  feel  my  soul 

Expand,  until  the  day 
Of  my  unrest  and  conflict  time. 

Is  remembered  far  away. 

The  sound  of  strife,  and  earnest  hours 

Of  toil,  of  tears  and  woe. 
Retreating,  leave  peace  and  light  above, 

And  nothingness  below. 

I  have  more  faith  in  human  hearts, 

More  love  for  this  mankind. 
As  each  successive  Sabbath  comes, 

And  frees  the  eternal  mind. 

The  hours  make  me  strong  —  I  feel 

My  being  grow,  until 
I  have  a  giant  force  to  foil 

My  foes,  and  to  be  still. 

With  faith,  and  silence,  hope,  and  love, 

And  Sabbath  days.  Til  heed 
The  impulse  of  my  soul,  and  live 

To  higher  thought  and  deed. 
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OR  THE   SPIRIT    OF    LIBERTY. 


LIKE  a  falling  star,  by  night 
Lost  out  of  her  sable  crown, 
Uthale  fair  and  beautiful 

From  the  doming  sky  came  down. 

Within  her  roseate  tinted  hand 

She  held  an  urn  of  gold. 
Containing  nectared  sweets,  the  songs 

Of  the  poets  have  not  told. 

To  the  pleasant  Morning  Land  she  went — 
Where  Nature  was  dumb  and  wild. 

Where  the  Chaldean  watched  the  social  stars. 
With  the  glad  delight  of  a  child. 

High  thoughts  were  with  him  then  ;  —  he  felt 
The  creeping  dawn  of  a  day, 

Whose  light  would  tint  immortal  flowers. 
Blossoming  in  mortal  clay. 

A  river  of  light  flowed  out  of  her  urn  — 
New  cities  clustering  sprang 

Upon  the  hills,  and  joyous  peoples 
The  songs  of  gladness  sang. 

Then  Nature  oped  her  lips  so  dumb. 

Then  hearts  were  glad  and  warm, 

For  they  found  a  loving  brotherhood 
In  every  living  form. 
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She  turned  to  the  rolling  Nile,  when  Art 

Put  out  gigantic  Iiands, 
And  reared  high  piles,  whose  shadows  fell 

Within  a  thousand  lands. 

Then  flashed  the  Illissus  in  her  light ; 

When  in  that  mellow  clime, 
A  people  came  whose  deeds  were  rich 

With  the  daintiest  dust  of  time. 

On  the  Tiber  then  she  smiled,  —  a  Queen 

Barbaric,  with  iron  robe 
Arose,  and  proudly  bore  a  spear 

And  eagle  o'er  the  globe. 

A  cloud  came  out  of  the  north,  and  clothed 
The  earth  in  tears  and  night ; 

When  she  with  a  sealed  urn  and  sad, 
To  the  stars  betook  her  flight. 

After  a  weary  time  she  came 

Again,  when  in  her  smile 

The  darkness  fled,  and  ocean  blossomed 
With  a  great  luxuriant  Isle. 

Again  the  Old  World  moved,  and  broke 
The  titan  chains  of  Night, 

And  sentinel  to  watchman  cried 
From  citadels  of  light. 

On  bended  knee,  an  hundred  nations 

Worshipped  her  as  one ; 
And  as  they  bowed  one  anthem  sent 

Up  rolling  to  the  sun. 

And  then  she  sought  the  savage  Maid 
Of  the  western  wilderness. 

Where  they  as  sisters  twined  their  arms 
With  a  deep  and  fond  caress. 

But  in  her  bosom  did  the  Maid 
A  poisonous  serpent  hold. 

With  a  slow  uncoil,  it  bound  them  there, 
In  many  a  slimy  fold. 
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Her  golden  urn  was  dropped,  a  blight 
Was  on  the  hill  and  plain ; 

And  deep  in  a  million  hearts  were  struck 
The  serpent  pangs  of  pain. 

Uthale  only  smiled ;  —  the  Maid 

Felt  slowly  through  her  flow 

The  leaden  stream  of  death,  and  cried 
To  be  released  her  woe. 

But  soon  a  stalwart  arm  reached  out 

From  a  sable  cloud  that  came, 
And  loosed  the  serpent's  slimy  folds 

With  a  scathing  sword  of  flame. 
■ 
The  Maid  sank  low  in  strife,  but  from 

Her  golden  urn  there  fell 
First  peace,  then  light  —  she  rose  again 

In  strength,  and  all  was  well. 

Boston  Traveller,  June  9, 18^6, 
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THE   PHANTOM   SHIP. 


LOSS    OF   THE    ARCTIC. 


I 


N  a  window  lone  and  high 
That  overlooks  the  sea, 
There  sits  a  lady  fair  and  pale, 
And  an  aching  heart  has  she. 
With  a  troubled  look  and  lone ; 
For  with  a  straining  straining  eye. 
She  looks  upon  the  leaden  sky, 
As  steady  as  the  Sphinx, 
Would  look  upon  the  sea. 

She  has  a'  boding  fear ; 

For  the  Winds  do  howl  and  moan. 
Delighting  with  a  dark  delight 

To  pierce  her  with  a  groan ;  — 

She  has  a  boding  fear, 
A  fear  appalling  as  the  night. 
That  some  dread  evil  will  alight 

Upon  the  dearest  heart 

That  she  can  call  her  own. 

She  looks  upon  a  ship 

Go  out  upon  the  sea ; 
And  a  precious  freight  of  human  souls 

And  human  hearts  has  sne ; 

She  feels  the  ocean  move  — 
The  solid  earth  unsolid  seems 
And  sinks  beneath  her ;  —  or  she  dreams 

As  one  in  troubled  sleep, 

Or  something  dark  to  be. 
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She  sees  the  ocean  build 

A  wall  of  icy  forms ; 
She  sees  the  ocean  letting  loose 

The  furious  winged  storms ;  — 

Those  giants  beat  it  strong ; 
The  winds,  they  howl,  and  waves,  they  leap. 
That  death  may  have  and  ocean  reap 

A  harvest  of  human  souls, 

To  sleep  an  eternal  sleep. 

"  Oh  God  !  they  slowly  sink 

Beneath  the  sullen  wave. 
With  battling  giant  arms  around 

But  not  an  arm  to  save ;  — 

And  there  they  slowly  sail, 
Beneath  the  dark  and  angr^-  sea. 
And  still  they  sail  but  not  to  me, 

And  sail,  and  sail,  and  sail ! 

Deep  in  the  sullen  sea. 

''  It  is  a  phantom  ship 

Like  a  cloud  beneath  the  wave ; 
The  treasure  of  my  life  is  there. 

But  not  an  arm  to  save  — 

And  still  they  move  around 
And  sail,  but  do  not  sail  to  me, 
But  sail  and  sail  in  the  sullen  sea  ;  — 

Is  there  no  power  above 

Will  bring  him  back  to  me  ? 

"  I  see  the  silent  ship 

Down  deep  in  the  ocean  glide. 
And  phantom  forms  around  it  move 

That  live  within  the  tide ;  — 

The  winds  they  blow  away. 
Away,  away  through  the  solemn  sea. 
My  dear  loved  one  away  from  me ; 

They  blow  him  everywhere. 

But  blow  him  not  to  me. 
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''  He  stands  upon  the  deck, 

His  eves  !  — they  look  at  me, 
With  a  horrid,  horrid,  glassy  look ; 

And  lips  will  ever  be 

As  silent  as  the  grave ; 
As  pale  as  a  dead  man's  winding  shroud, 
As  cold  as  a  white  December  cloud ; 

He  is  sailing  everywhere. 

Why  sails  he  not  to  me? 

''  Down  deep  in  cavernous  halls 

As  spectres  they  do  seem, 
And  in  their  ship  they  move  around. 

As  shadows  in  a  dream  ;  — 

His  eyes —  thev  look  at  me  ! 
They  have  a  sorrow  dark  and  deep. 
The  sorrow  of  eternal  sleep  ;  — 

Oh  God  !  my  heart  is  stone 

My  sorrow  is  so  deep. 


"  They  move  upon  the  ship, 
In  the  great  and  glassy  sea  ;  — 
I  lift  my  eyes  and  in  the  clouds 
There  sail  they  too,  from  me ; 
As  silently  they  sail. 
In  the  upper,  deeper  sea  they  sail. 
As  summer  down  upon  the  gale ;  — 
Since  sail  they  hence  away, 
ril  sail  to  the  upper  sea." 

March  ^,  18^6, 
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he  sky  is  heavy  and  dark, 
And  the  clouds  are  falling  down ; 
And  on  the  forehead  of  the  day, 
There  is  an  angry  frown  ; 
The  cold  and  prowling  winds 
Speak  out  with  a  winter  tone. 
For  they  speak  to  me  the  chilling  words, 
"  Thou  art  alone  —  alone.*^ 


It  is  a  weary  load 

For  the  human  heart  to  bear, 
By  the  table  or  the  fireside 

To  see  an  empty  chair ; 

And  feel  that  one  is  gone 

From  an  old  accustomed  seat, 
The  one  it  was  a  heartfelt  joy. 

Each  night  and  morn  to  meet. 

But  a  form  glides  through  the  door. 
With  a  bright  and  laughing  eye, 

And  a  thrill  of  joy  runs  through  me  now. 
Like  a  sunbeam  through  the  sky ; 
I  turn  to  clasp  her  hand 
With  a  beating  heart  and  glad, 

And  clasping  there  a  phantom  hand, 
My  stilling  heart  is  sad. 
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And  memory  mocks  me  now, 
In  forming  this  vision  of  air, 

To  haunt  me  with  a  laughing  eye. 
Which  I  know  cannot  be  there ;  — 
1  bow  my  head  on  my  hands, 
And  letting  fall  a  tear, 

I  heave  a  sigh  and  cannot  tell. 
Why  friends  should  be  so  dear. 

But  an  old  familiar  tone 
Comes  quietly  to  me, 
I  turn  around  to  the  empty  chair, 
The  familiar  face  to  see ; 
And  there  she  sits  again 
In  the  old  accustomed  seat. 
But  when  I  gladly  speak  to  her, 
To  me  she  cannot  speak. 

The  hours  have  leaden  wings. 
And  the  clock  has  lazv  hands. 

The  moments  move  with  such  a  pace 
They  are  bound  with  iron  bands ; 
Each  drop  upon  the  roof, 
Of  the  heavily  falling  rain. 

Has  such  a  dull  oblivious  sound 
It  can  but  give  me  pain. 

The  saddest  pain  of  earth. 
That  ever  comes  to  me. 

Is  the  loss  of  an  old  familiar  friend 
'Twas  a  daily  joy  to  see  ;  — 
'Tis  sad  for  the  human  heart 
To  have  no  other  its  own. 

For  every  inanimate  thing  will  cry 
Alone  !  alone  !  alone  I 

April  20t  18^6, 
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MOAN  was  in  the  wind, 
And  a  chill  was  in  the  air, 
And  the  sky  was  cold,  and  the  earth  was  cold, 
And  the  trees  that  stood  so  strong  and  bold, 
Vaulting  the  sky  and  spurning  the  earth. 
Were  pierced  with  a  chill  and  struck  with  a  dearth. 
Till  the  emerald  leaves  were  turned  to  brown, 
When  the  icy  branches  shook  them  down. 

Falling,  falling  still. 

Then  trembled  cold  and  bare. 

The  morn  came  out  of  the  east, 

In  robes  of  purple  air. 
And  the  sun  came  up  in  a  cloud  of  snow. 
And  the  cloud  spread  a  sheet  on  the  earth  below, 
And  cold  as  a  glacier,  without  a  sound, 
The  earth  went  spinning  around  and  round, 
And  wingless  Time  had  ceased  his  flight, 
Struck  and  shrivelled  with  the  chilling  blight. 

With  broken  glass  and  scythe. 

Standing  shrivelled  there. 

A  moan  was  in  the  wind. 

And  a  chill  was  in  the  air. 
And  the  sky  was  cold  and  the  earth  was  cold. 
And  the  hearts  that  wrought,  so  strong  and  bold. 
Vaulting  the  sky  and  spurning  the  earth, 
Were  pierced  with  a  chill  and  struck  with  a  dearth. 
Till  hope  after  hope  was  blighted  and  torn. 
And  down  on  the  blasting  winds  were  born, 

Falling,  falling  still, 

Like  dead  leaves  lying  there. 
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The  morn  came  out  of  the  east, 

In  robes  of  purple  air,  * 

And  the  sun  came  up  in  a  cloud  of  snow. 
And  the  cloud  spread  a  sheet  on  the  earth  below, 
And  cold  as  a  glacier,  without  a  sound. 
The  earth  went  spinning  round  and  round. 
And  wingless  Time  had  ceased  his  flight. 
To  the  hearts  so  dumb  with  the  chilling  blight, 

To  the  hearts  in  breasts  of  stone, 

Lying  sepulchred  there. 
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THE  LESSON. 


Written  the  day  of  the  unveiling  of  the  Franklin  Statue  in  front  of 
ike  City  Hall,  Boston, 


SEE  yonder  banner  in  the  sun, 
And  list  the  belis  within  the  sky, 
And  hear  the  booming  minute  gim. 
Then  know  that  good  men  never  die. 

« ■ 

See  yonder  crowded  living  street, 

See  age  and  youth  with  beaming  eye. 

Together  throng  with  dancing  feet. 
Then  know  that  good  men  never  die. 

Look  on  that  spot  where  once  has  stood 
The  boy  with  questionings  so  high. 

The  man  who  loved  the  true  and  good. 
Then  know  that  good  men  never  die. 

Hear  acclamations  loud  and  long, 
And  see  the  tear  and  hear  the  sigh. 

As  high  thoughts  rise  within  that  throng, 
Then  know  that  good  men  never  die. 


Look  on  that  mute  yet  speaking  form, 

And  hear  those  words,  "  sublime  and  high," 

That  breathe  a  calm,  or  move  a  storm. 
Then  know  that  good  men  never  die. 
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The  Centuries  may  turn  their  wheel, 
The  Years  in  myriads  may  fly, 

Oblivion  may  deftly  steal, 

But  great  and  good  men  never  die. 


Then  young  man  faint  not  by  the  way, 
"  Take  heart  again,"  again  to  try, 

And  feel  the  Lesson  of  this  day. 
The  great  and  good  men  never  die. 


JLAST   NIGHT. 
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LAST  NIGHT, 


LAST  night  I  had  a  dream, 
A  sad  and  sorrowful  dream, 
Not  all  a  dream  to  me. 
It  came  as  come  the  shadows  of  eve, 
That  are  sad  to  come,  and  sad  to  leave ; 
It  came  as  comes  the  doubtful  gleam. 
Of  the  bright  and  beautiful  morning  beam, 

Through  the  mist  of  the  level  sea. 


My  youth  returned  again. 
With  the  sweetest  joy  of  pain. 

Returned  once  more  to  me. 
The  Vale  of  Avoca  with  its  hill 
Lifting  its  forehead  skyward  still ; 
The  dark  Conhocton,  on  whose  banks, 
I've  played  a  thousand  boyish  pranks. 
Once  more  returned  to  me. 


I  thought  to  be  light  and  glad, 
I  thought  with  joy  to  be  mad, 

But  a  sorrow  came  to  me ; 
For  the  hill  had  fallen  little  and  low. 
The  river  was  flowing  still  and  slow, 
The  sycamores  were  shrunken  and  small. 
The  elms  and  pines  were  not  half  so  tall. 
Or  grand  as  they  used  to  be. 
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But  darker  thoughts  than  these, 
Of  the  hill,  the  river,  and  trees. 

Like  a  giant  shadow  came  ;  — 
The  home  came  back  I  called  mv  own. 
From  whence  a  boy  I  journeyed  alone ; 
But  time  had  made  such  a  havoc  there, 
Decay  had  taken  such  a  busy  care. 

My  home  was  a  name,  a  name. 

The  gate  was  shaking  down, 
The  post  had  a  mossy  crown. 

And  the  yard  was  small  to  me ;  — 
The  lily  we  planted  by  the  walk. 
That  would  to  my  brothers  and  sisters  talk. 
The  rose  beneath  the  window  pane. 
That  blushed  in  the  summer  sun  and  rain, 
I  could  not,  could  not  see. 

I  pressed  the  sod  again 
Where  the  Summer's  robes  had  lain, 
A  silk  of  flowing  green  ; 
But  it  had  not  the  velvet  touch, 
That  wooed  my  boyish  feet  so  much. 
And  the  sun  kissed  not  the  bladed  tips 
Of  the  grass,  with  the  same  luxurious  lips 
That  1  before  had  seen. 

I  went  again  to  the  well, 
Where  the  moss-grown  bucket  fell 
A  thousand  times  for  me ; 
The  rickety  curb  lay  on  the  ground. 
The  bucket  was  broken  and  scattered  around, 
And  the  apple  tree  that  above  it  stood. 
Was  a  piece  of  decayed  and  leafless  wood. 
Which  brought  a  sigh  from  me. 

I  turned  to  the  house  my  eye. 
And  there  it  stood  awrv, 

And  twisted  out  of  form ; 
The  roof  was  sunken  for  the  want  of  care, 
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The  chimneys  leaned  against  the  air, 
And  the  elements  —  a  ruthless  crew  — 
Had  shattered  and  broken  the  windows  through, 
And  let  within  the  storm. 

I  turned  to  go  in  the  door, 
I  placed  my  foot  on  the  floor. 

And  sadness  came  to  me. 
For  through  the  dim  and  silent  years, 
It  hinted  to  me  of  other  tears, 
The  tears  that  flowed  when  I  a  child. 
Had  dim  suggestions  high  and  wild. 
Of  another  life  for  me. 

I  listened  to  hear  the  tune, 
The  homely  household  tune. 

My  mother  sang  so  well ; 
I  hearkened  to  hear  my  sister's  call, 
I  hearkened  to  hear  my  father's  foot-fall, 
I  hearkened  to  hear  my  brother's  glee, 
And  peered  around  their  forms  to  see. 
With  a  greed  I  cannot  tell. 

But  a  stranger  sat  at  the  hearth. 
And  in  the  room  was  a  dearth 

And  dreariness,  so  drear. 
That  the  beams  which  through  the  window  came. 
Were  loathsome  clouds  of  purple  flame ; 
And  the  shadows  lying  upon  the  wall. 
Like  hideous  things  would  creep  and  crawl. 

And  they  gave  me  a  nameless  fear. 

I  went  to  my  room  again. 
Where  years  of  sorrow  and  pain 
Had  laid  upon  my  heart ; 
For  there  young  mind  first  toiled  and  wrought, 
With  an  earnest  will  and  a  vaulting  thought; 
And  there  for  me  were  sights  and  sounds. 
That  were  not  for  others  within  its  bounds. 
Which  made  me  long  to  depart. 
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Here  was  the  window  and  door, 
But  not  the  charm  that  before 

Had  made  them  so  sacred  to  me. 
I  sighed  that  my  youth  would  come  again, 
But  in  my  heaviness  sighed  in  vain ; 
And  then  I  knew  that  not  any  more, 
My  youth  would  return  the  same  as  before, 
Would  never  return  to  me. 

Boston^  Sept,  28,  i8j6. 
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AUTUMN, 


I. 

THE  Autumn  comes  again,  the  sere 
And  yellow  leaf 
Hangs  out  upon  the  trees  the  banner 

Of  Death,  and  grief 
For  the  falling  year  goes  sadly  stealing 

Through  the  heart ;  — 
Like  a  smile  the  Summer  came,  like  a  shade 
It  will  depart. 


II. 

Yet  Autumn  has  a  sacred  beauty. 

All  its  own. 
Which  lifts  the  heart  to  God,  and  g^ves 

A  sweeter  tone 
To  the  memories  of  other  days. — 

The  heart  is  glad 
Sometimes  to  turn  aside  from  joy, 

And  to  be  sad. 


III. 

The  frosts  of  Autumn  blast  the  leaves, 

They  fall  and  lie 
Thick  carpeting  the  earth,  and  yet 

They  do  not  die  ; 
A  germ  within  them  sleeps 

And  lives,  that  will 
Spring  out  again,  and  all  the  woods 

With  fragrance  fill. 
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IV. 

The  trees,  laid  bare  by  Autumn  winds, 

Have  still  a  life 
Within,  and  when  the  Spring  returns 

Again,  to  strife, 
And  love,  and  joy,  it  will  come  forth 

Rejoicing,  while 
The  green  and  tender  buds  drink  in 

The  Summer's  smile. 


V. 

Our  days  may  bring  us  sorrow,  years 

Mav  be  as  sands 
Upon  the  desert  waste,  but  life 

Will  burst  the  bands 
Of  seeming  death  in  its  good  time. 

And  bloom  again. 
For  him  who  faints  not  by  the  way. 

Yields  not  to  pain. 


VI. 

'Tis  sorrow  teaches  us  of  joy ; 

And  not  a  soul 
Knows  all  the  sweetness  of  this  life, 

Its  highest  goal 
Of  pleasure  cannot  reach,  until 

The  shadows  fall, 
And  cluster  thick  around  it,  as 

A  closing  pall ;  — 


VII. 

And  then,  turned  in  upon  itself, 

There  sees  the  light. 
The  strength,  that  springs  eternal; — there 

Reside  the  white 
Winged  messengers  of  peace  to  man  ;  — 

We  see  them  not. 
Unless  the  eve  is  turned  within, 

Tlic  world,  forgot. 
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I  MUSED  among  the  chambers  of  the  dead, 
Whose  pale  inhabitants  were  garnered  there 
In  battle  storm  —  the  men  who  died  for  God 
And  Liberty  were  still ;  —  from  out  the  sod 
Which  lay  so  softly  on  the  hero  breast, 
There  breathed  an  incense  sweet,  a  spirit  cloud. 
That  bore  the  images  of  thousands  in 
Its  tender  bosom.     Thickly  crowding  came 
Those  faces  from  the  shadow  land,  and  in 
Their  lofty  bearing  I  saw  the  high  resolve, 
The  dignity  of  soul,  the  earnest  thought 
That  on  the  iron  frontal  of  their  time 
Wrote  names  which  are  the  nation's  opulence. 
In  every  countenance  there  beamed  a  spirit 
So  voluble  of  God  and  Truth,  so  full 
Of  inspiration,  the  moss-grown  stones  arose 
The  white  tall  porches  of  eternity. 
The  green  clad  mounds  were  palaces,  and  through 
Them  walked  in  pride,  and  yet  humility ; 
Heroes  who  died  upon  that  hard  fought  field, 
Remembered  of  their  land  forevermore. 

A  child  in  feebleness  Pd  entered  there, 
The  mortal  in  me  trembled  at  the  sight 
Of  this  the  ice-land  passageway  to  realms 
Unknown ;  —  here  paused,  I  thought,  the  stream  of  life. 
Broken  upon  this  narrow  bank,  and  still, 
Its  airy  tongue  was  voiceless  evermore  — 
And  here  I  saw  the  destiny  of  man  complete. 
But  as  the  shadow  faces  clustered  near 
Of  those  who'd  put  the  armor  on  no  more, 
I  saw  no  trace  of  mortal  agony. 
No  chilling  embers  from  a  scathing  fire, 
Saw  only  that  divinity  within, 
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Which  triumphs  on  the  battle  fields  of  life, 

Then  hovers  o'er  them  like  an  auriole ; 

And  in  its  lives  of  beauty  read  the  deeds 

Recorded,  musical  in  song  and  story, 

Jewels  in  the  nation's  diadem. 

And  each  spoke  sweet  encouragement  to  me, 

I  felt  supernal  fires  in  every  vein ; 

My  scattered  energies  were  gathered  up 

For  battle —  from  all  the  wastes  of  my  poor  life 

Sprang  marshalling  hosts,  and  on  forgotten  watch  towers 

With  moss  and  ivy  of  neglect  overgrown. 

Stood  sharp  eyed  sentinels,  to  herald  quick 

The  approach  of  foe. 

The  grave  was  nothing  then, 
No  more  a  dreary  ice-land  cold  and  chill, 
For  faith  leaped  over  to  the  after  life. 
Where  mortal  shadows  could  not  enter  in,  — 
With  these  there  came  resolve,  and  with  resolve. 
The  strength  to  meet  the  evils  of  my  land. 
The  stalwart  errors  battling  with  my  race. 
And  conquer  them.      From  the  cloud  a  voice  arose, 
"  I  tell  thee  Death  is  not  eternal  sleep. 
From  out  these  graves  live  hands  will  reach  and  move 
The  destinies  of  millions  vet  unborn." 

I  turned  me  to  my  home  again,  a  giant 
Strode ;  in  faith  alone  I  was  a  child  — 
These  martyr  graves  thick  peopling  the  earth, 
Had  taught  to  me  the  dignity  of  man. 

Boston  Posiy  Nov,  21  ^  i86j. 
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^T^IS  New  Year's  morn  to  every  loving  friend, 
1       A  glad  New  Year  of  hope  and  joy  we  send  ; 
And  may  the  winter's  wind  that  round  you  blows, 
Be  as  the  balmy  south  upon  the  rose. 
We  greet  the  new  born  year  with  welcome  hand. 
And  may  his  reign  bring  joy  to  all  the  land. 
The  old  year  gone,  its  sorrows  shall  not  last. 
To  load  the  present  with  the  burdening  past. 
Like  wild  young  children  bounding  out  of  school, 
'Tis  well  sometimes  to  wander  free  from  rule 
In  those  untrodden  ways,  where  frequent  feet 
Have  not  crushed  out  the  bloom  of  nature's  sweet. 
So  let  us  now  old  error  and  old  wrong 
Consign  to  oblivion  where  they  belong, 
And  turn  our  faces  towards  the  opening  view. 
Where  dwell  the  truthful,  noble  and  the  new. 

Though  winter's  in  the  trees,  and  o'er  the  earth 
A  winding  sheet  of  snow,  around  the  hearth 
Are  family  gatherings,  and  jests  and  smiles, 
And  merry  pranks  are  playing  their  busy  wiles ; 
And  Santa  Claus  with  golden  gifts  is  here. 
The  wildest  maddest  sprite  of  all  the  year ; 
And  Charity,  so  warmly  clothed  and  sweet 
In  temper,  daily  walks  the  frozen  street. 
And  carries  in  her  hand  a  beam  of  light 
And  summer,  to  cellar  gloom  and  attic  night ; 
And  Christian  Love,  from  India's  coral  strand 
Returned,  here  spreads  the  bounties  of  her  hand. 
The  blushing  girls  were  yielding  to  their  fates. 
And  smoothly  gliding  into  *'  Love  on  Skates ;  " 
And  thoughtless  boys,  attracted  with  the  glare 
Of  beauty,  fall  in  matrimonial  snare. 
We  blame  them  not  for  seeing  so  much  of  good 
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On  the  gliding  steel,  beneath  the  worsted  hood ; 

For  hearts  are  never  free  till  Cupid's  chains 

Have  bound  them  to  his  pleasures  and  his  pains. 

The  smiling  merchant,  dreaming  of  ten  per  cent, 

These  hours  find  o'er  massive  ledges  bent, 

To  read  within  their  magic  legerdemain. 

The  latest  Dickens,  in  ten  per  cent  of  grain. 

The  parsons  bland,  now  smooth  *'  the  narrow  way" 

We  pave  it  so  with  gold,  instead  of  clay ; 

And  give  us  sermons  from  melodious  throats. 

For  being  free  with  legal  tender  notes. 

Exultant  shoddy,  sated  with  SamueFs  dew, 

May  now  renounce  the  world  and  take  a  pew. 

And  printers  too,  from  Editor  to  Devil, 

Are  so  well  paid,  they  smile  and  can  be  civil; 

And  even  poets,  jobbing  with  their  rhyme. 

Find  paying  markets  for  their  senseless  chime. 

So  let  the  fairies  dance,  and  let  be  seen 

In  every  window,  wreaths  of  evergreen. 

To  Sixty -Three,  the  silver-bearded  year. 
We  turn  and  pay  the  tribute  of  a  tear. 
He  found  Rebellion,  Hydra-Headed,  strong, 
A  giant  struggling  to  throne  and  crown  the  wrong, 
That  Law  and  Union,  Liberty  and  Right 
Should  ruined  fall  beneath  barbaric  might. 
But  stidwart  men  arose  who  could  not  yield, 
W^ho  met  the  traitor  on  his  chosen  field, 
W^ho  bearded  him,  at  Vicksburg's  frowning  wall; 
And  at  Port  Hudson,  there  decreed  his  fall ; 
At  Gettysburg  turned  back  his  shattered  ranks. 
Humbled,  to  cross  again  Potomac's  banks ; 
At  Chattanooga,  with  Ulysses's  art, 
Thioist  deep  the  sword  into  Rebellion's  heart ;  — 
Who,  as  they  fought,  in  every  blow  they  dealt, 
Made  Law,  and  Bunker  Hill,  and  Concord  felt; 
Whose  every  drop  of  blood  shed  on  the  field. 
Arose  again  to  be  Achillean  shield. 
And  flit  an  armed  and  myriad  host,  to  guard 
Our  saCred  liberties  from  treason's  sword. 
And  fold  secure  within  a  wall  of  flame 
Our  Union,  Constitution  and  our  name. 
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And  so  the  old  year  came,  and  so  he  fouglit, 
And  his  Herculean  labors  bravely  wrought :  — 
With  firm  set  lip  he  poised  Ithuriel  spear, 
Resolved  that  he  would  live  an  honored  year ; 
Attacked  oppression's  fropt  in  every  form, 
Raiseii  granite  walls  against  Rebellion's  storm, 
And  on  them  wrote  in  words  of  flaming  fire, 
*'  Thy  days  are  numbered,  power  will  soon  expire." 
He  waLked  an  angel  on  that  desert  shore 
Strewn  with  the  wrecks  of  war  and  drenched  with  gore ; 
He  dying  heroes  gently  homeward  led ; 
In  golden  vases  garnered  the  glorious  dead, 
That  they  might  have  the  Christian's  crowning  art, 
Westminister  Abbey  in  a  nation's  heart. 
And  so  sweet  hymning  through  his  darkest  days. 
He  sent  a  still  small  voice  of  love  and  praise. 
And  on  the  cloud  far  o'er  our  people  rolled. 
Revealed  the  star  of  hope,  the  rim  of  gold. 
He  has  fought  his  battle  well,  and  on  our  land. 
Has  left  his  record  with  an  iron  hand ; 
Yet  in  these  fiery  lines  we  smiling  trace 
Such  noble  deeds  for  truth,  such  manly  grace 
Of  action,  poets  will  in  sweetest  song. 
His  memory  to  other  days  prolong. 
For  good  that  he  has  done  remembered  now. 
We  bind  the  laurel  chaplet  on  his  brow ; 
For  he  has  sent  us  in  these  solemn  hours. 
Fair  Summer  days  and  pleasing  Summer  flowers. 
The  ills  that  follow  in  his  circling  train, 
Remembered,  are  alone  for  wisdom's  gain. 
He's  dropped  his  spear,  and  ^ut  his  shield  away. 
For  night  has  fallen  on  his  glorious  day ; 
The  staff  and  sandal  of  immortal  life 
Must  now  displace  these  arms  of  mortal  strife; 
He  joins  the  ages  gone,  to  swell  that  throng. 
Remembered  well  in  history  and  song — 
In  the  dawning  east,  a  younger  king  appears  — 
We  swear  allegiance  to  the  coming  years. 

Now  let  us  friends,  as  with  the  past  we're  through. 
Give  warm  and  willing  heart  and  hand  to  you. 
And  with  all  gratitude  and  smiles,  we  ask 
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Your  heart  and  hand  to  aid  us  in  our  task, 

No  work  divine  is  ours,  (  the  solemn  truth 

This  time  at  least  Horatius  cries,  forsooth,) 

We  do  not  burn  the  midnight  oil  to  lend 

A  helping  hand  the  universe  to  mend ; 

Nor  toil  to  bring  the  comets  within  rules. 

Nor  against  their  pranks  to  issue  feeble  bulls. 

(*'  That's  treason,"  cried  Horatius,  who,  with  stint 

Of  brains,  sees  **  treason"  in  remotest  hint.) 

In  modesty,  perhaps,  we  now  may  say, 

We  would  conect  some  errors  in  our  day. 

Speak  out  some  words  and  do  some  deeds  to  trace 

A  higher  progress  for  the  human  race ; 

(Horatius  cries  again  "  you  talk  as  though 

Cpnservative  snails  had  nimble  feet  below.") 

We  are  for  Union,  stand  fast  by  the  flag. 

To  trail  in  dust  the  vile  Secession  rag ; 

And  ardently  we  duly  have  pursued 

Disorganizers  with  their  noisy  brood  ; 

Pursued  them  in  the  camp,  where  Don  Quixotes, 

With  hair  brained  proclamations  split  their  throats  ; 

Pursued  their  statesmen  who,  in  logical  fix. 

Drove  through  the  Constitution  coach  and  six  : 

Pursued  their  clergymen  who  had  no  '*  call," 

Yet  in  their  pulpits  held  their  (  weakly  )  bawl ; 

Pursued  their  Greeley s  who,  in  one  legged  chairs, 

Their  country  stabbed  to  split  sophistic  hairs ; 

Pursued  grave  senators  who  sought  to  graze 

In  literature,  and  earn  the  statesman's  bays ; 

Pursued  them  where,  in  sentimental  words. 

They  filled  our  books  with  fratricidal  swords ; 

Pursued  them  on  the  stump,  where  bile  and  hate 

Have  poured  themselves  in  filthy  Billingsgate ; 

Where  tawdry  dames  in  specs,  with  nasal  twang, 

Cast  out  conservatives  in  kitchen  slang ;  — 

If  in  sincerity  we  speak  one  word. 

On  which  shall  split  the  daring  traitor's  sword : 

If  we  one  heart  inspire,  can  nerve  one  arm. 

To  rescue  this  our  land  from  treason's  harm, 

We  shall  then  feel  we  have  not  lived  in  vain, 

That  to  have  lived  is  to  our  country  gain. 
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The  jester's  cap  and  jingling  bells  aside 
We  lay,  and  will  confess  a  manly  pride 
To  see  so  much  of  virtue  in  our  time, 
So  much  of  wisdom  and  so  little  of  crime. 
Let  monarchs  smile  as  by  this  tempest  tost. 
They  see  our  Ship  of  State  forever  lost ; 
And  let  them  plot  intrigue  and  do  their  worst, 
We  will  vet  show  the  *'  Bubble"  has  not  burst. 
For  in  the  east  the  quiet  morning  star. 
Proclaims  the  day  upon  this  night  of  war; 
And  in  that  day  our  garnered  strength  will  stand 
Colossus-like  and  guard  our  noble  land. 
Then  let  us  friends  of  every  caste  and  creed, 
United  toil  though  many  yet  must  bleed  ; 
For  with  united  hands,  the  time  will  come, 
When  we  shall  bring  the  wilful  wanderer  home ; 
When  Union  on  our  banners  writ,  will  be 
The  g^iide  and  hope  of  prosperous  millions  free ; 
And  then  with  words  of  kindness,  not  of  hate. 
We'll  bind  in  iron  bands  our  glorious  State, 
And  children's  children  round  their  family  fires. 
Will  nobler  grow  in  tales  of  honored  sires ; 
And  o'er  our  heroes'  graves,  the  Northern  son. 
Will  meet  the  children  of  the  South,  as  one, 
And  while  their  hearts  upon  each  other  lean. 
There  will  they  plant  the  rose  and  evergreen. 

Boston  Posit  Jan,  /,  1864, 
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THE  MOTHER. 


DURING    THE    REBELLION. 


A  YEAR  of  suffering,  a  year  of  blood 
Is  on  the  land,  am]  every  breeze  that  comes 
From  the  sunny  South  bears  tidings  on  its  wings 
Of  death,  and  scatters  sorrow  as  it  flies. 
Millions  by  northern  pine  clad  hills,  in  vales, 
In  the  solemn  country,  in  the  dim  and  roar 
Of  cities,  watch  the  slightest  whisperings 
Of  rumor,  fearing  hearts  that  loved  them  may 
Have  passed  the  bourne  from  whence  no  traveller 
Returns,  and  glad  to  hear  the  message  come, 
"  He  lives."     And  so  a  mijjhtv  sorrow  weisrhs 
A  nation,  bows  it  humblv  to  the  earth, 
And  prayers  go  up  to  God,  that  he  will  let 
His  smile  of  peace  once  more  upon  us  beam. 

Mary  by  the  window  sits  as  weary  days 
Go  by.     Her  son,  the  darling  boy  who  had 
To  her,  been  the  joy  and  pride  of  life,  is  gone 
To  meet  the  traitor  in  the  field,  and  teach 
Him  law.     Her  heart  has  followed  him,  and  no 
Sweet  duty  calling  from  the  household  need. 
No  pleasure  of  her  quiet  country  home. 
No  song  of  bird,  no  fragrance  from  the  field. 
Not  e'en  the  tempest  rending  stalwart  pines 
Upon  the  hills,  can  lighten  any  hour 
And  chase  the  image  of  her  boy  away. 
Her  fond  eyes  follow  him,  she  sees  him  sleep 
In  deadly  swamp,  on  snow  clad  earth ;  she  sees 
Him  footsore  march  and  march  the  weary  days, 
Or  struggling  in  the  shock  of  battle ;  sees 
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The  pale  rcnioiselcs.s  rider   Death   stamp  uut 
The  life  of  thousands ;  sees  her  own  dear  boy 
Whose  fair  round  cheek  it  was  a  joy  to  kiss, 
Trampled,  broken,  bleeding,  in  the  dust. 
His  life  gone  out  forever.     'Tis  all  a  dream, 
A  dream  that  knows  no  waking  —  every  sound 
Of  footsteps  drawing  near  her  humble  home. 
And  every  horseman  coming  up  the  road. 
But  makes  the  dreamer  start  lest  she  should  hear 
The  awful  message  come  ''  he  is  no  more." 

The  hearts  that  bleed  on  fiery  battle  fields, 
Are  not  the  only  hearts  that  bleed —  in  homes 
Where  peace  and  plenty  smile,  from  pine  clad  Maine 
To  Oregon,  unnumbered  mother's  hearts 
Do  bleed  in  dull  still  pain  that  eats  like  fire ; — 
The  anxious  step,  sad  eye,  and  paling  cheek. 
Bespeak  a  Gettysburg  fought  in  each  heart. 
Between  the  mother's  love  and  life's  fierce  foes;  — 
She  too  deserves  the  storied  monument. 
The  loving  laurel  crown  of  victory. 
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THE  SOLDIER'S   DREAM   OF  CHRISTMAS  EVE. 


ON  Christmas  Eve,  beneath  great  Georgian  pines 
A  weary  host  of  Northmen  lay ;  — they  slept 
Pillowed  upon  the  fragrant  bed  the  trees 
Had  shaken  down  and  spread  in  emerald. 
The  camp  fires,  glimmering  against  the  gloom, 
On  pallid  faces  spectral  shadows  threw ; 
And  faithful  sentinels,  who  watched  for  God 
And  Union,  went  on  their  silent  rounds. 
And  in  the  stillness  of  the  star-crowned  night 
They  felt  eternal  vigilance  to  be 
The  price  of  liberty. 

That  night,  of  home. 
Full  many  a  thousand  dreamed  ;   and  dreams  as  sweet 
As  people  beds  of  down,  played  merry  tricks 
With  warriors  grim  with  battle  and  with  march. 
They  dreamed  of  victories  and  of  honors  won ; 
Of  flowers  strewn  by  soft  white  hands  to  kiss 
Their  weary  and  returning  feet,  of  shouts 
Sent  up  by  welcoming  multitudes  who  gave 
The  laurel  only  to  the  brave ;   they  dreamed 
Of  home  and  peace,  and  saw  the  white  winged  dove 
Nestling  in  tlie  million  roof-trees  of  the  land. 

And  there  was  one,  a  stalwart  son  of  Maine, 
Who  thought  himself  beneath  his  native  pines. 
And  with  his  wife  and  children.      vShe  had  love 
For  him,  he  love  and  strength  for  her,  and  both 
Had  pleasure  in  the  children  round  their  fire. 
They  talked  of  him,  and  of  the  morrow  talked, 
The  merry  Christmas  day,  of  vSanta  Claus 
That  jolly  monarch  of  the  fairy  land. 
Who  leaves  his  kinjjdom  of  the  crvstal  snows 
And  brings  his  treasures  to  gladden  cliildren  with ; 
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And  there  was  music  in  their  merry  tongues. 
His  was  a  cheerful  heart  that  night— ^ his  sire, 
White  headed  as  the  winter  hills ;  his  dog 
The  fond  companion  of  many  a  sporting  time ; 
And  puss,  the  gentle  tiger  of  the  hearth, 
All  gathered  round  him  as  vines  around  the  tree. 
He  talked  of  war,  of  dangers  passed,  and  she 
Of  gratitude  to  God; — the  children  talked 
Of  stockings  in  the  chimney  corner  hung, 
Of  toys  bewitching  as  a  fairy's  wand. 
Of  frolic  and  of  game  wherein  young  hearts 
Delight. 

He  dreamed  of  Christmas  mom, 
And  as  the  gray  dawn  softened  in  the  east. 
He  saw  his  children,  mad  with  glee,  and  heard 
Their  merry  shouts  go  up  and  trill  along 
The  roof-like  songs  of  birds  in  June.     These  shouts 
Awoke  him. 

Chilled  and  low  the  fagots  burned, 
The. camp  fires  flickered  to  their  ashen  graves; 
And  thrice  he  looked,  and  once  again  he  looked. 
To  see  his  children  playing  round  the  hearth ;  — 
But  some  weird  spirit,  master  of  the  scene. 
Had  touched  Pandora's  box,  and  armed  men 
Rose  round  him  marshalled  in  the  pomp  of  war; 
And  slowly  upon  his  waking  senses  crept 
The  sound  of  battle  winged  and  borne  upon 
Rebellion's  brazen  front.     The  dreamer  put 
His  armor  on ;  —  the  foe,  that  day,  found  in 
His  steady  front  and  deadly  aim,  a  man, 
A  warrior  fighting  braver  for  his  dream  ; 
And  as  he  fought,  fought  with  him  by  his  side. 
His  sire  and  wife  and  children. 

When  that  night. 
No  more  to  battle  for  his  country's  cause. 
They  laid  him  in  his  warrior's  grave,  there  shone 
Upon  his  brow  the  eternal  peace  of  God. 

J864, 
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BE  BRAVE. 


BE  brave  —  though  dark  hours  almost  crush 
Thy  spirit  out,  the  light 
Will  come,  and  give  thy  heart  a  sweeter 
Joy,  for  the  pain  of  night. 

Yield  not  a  tithe  of  will,  for  with 

A  living  faith  sublime 
The  strong  man  only,  carves  a  name 

On  the  granite  front  of  time. 

The  good  once  done  can  never  die, — 

Upon  our  earth  no  flower 
Is  born  to  blush  unseen,  no  soul 

But  has  triumphal  hour. 

The  eye  of  Him  who  doeth  all 

Things  well  is  never  closed. 
And  is  a  constant  polar  star 

To  faith  in  Him  reposed. 

If  other  hearts  withhold  their  love, 

And  sympathy,  her  hand, 
Thou  hast  the  joy  of  knowing  thou 

Thyself,  canst  understand. 

Be  brave,  truth  needs  her  warriors  clad 

In  steel,  and  she  will  give 
To  him  desei^ving  it,  a  name 

Eternally  to  live. 

Who  will  not  sow  in  tears,  he  shall 

Not  reap  in  smiles,  for  pain 
Chastising,  softens  the  heart,  and  opens 

It  for  the  golden  grain. 


TO    JOllX     I..     Willi  111:1^.  .}^ 


TO  JOHN  G.  WHITTIER. 

AUTHOR    OF  "SONGS    IN   WAR    TIMES  AND  OTHER    POEMS." 


A  poet  art  thou  —  art  thou  endowed  with  vision 
And  faculty  divine?  —  and  canst  thou  see 
Clear  eyed,  the  beauty  and  the  truth  of  life  ? 
The  morning  sun  beam  lights  the  spider's  thread, 
And  glimmers  gold  upon  a  sightless  line  — 
And  canst  thou  run  the  line  of  nature's  deep, 
.  Aild  gild  thy  winding  course  with  fire 
Immortal  ?  —  plunge  thy  plummet  far  into 
The  human  breast  and  bring  its  secrets  up, 
Naked  and  quivering  in  the  light  of  day? 
And  canst  thou  see  the  motives  and  desires 
That  prompt  resolve,  and  give  the  birth  to  hope, 
The  delicate  tides  of  feeling  ebb  and  flow. 
And  weave  their  music  on  immortal  shores? 
Canst  thou,  when  care  or  disappointed  hope 
Hast  dulled  the  senses,  chilled  the  floods  of  life. 
By  one  seraphic  touch  set  them  on  fire, 
And  send  them  flowing  wide  and  pure  and  deep? 
Canst  thou  exalt  a  nation's  drooping  hope 
A  nation's  heart,  with  thy  idylic  power? 

These  are  the  poet's  gifts ;  thy  listeners  see 
These  royal  tokens  on  thy  brow,  and  bow 
To  thee,  and  thank  thee  for  thy  songs. 

Thou  art 
Not  mad,  and  yet  a  madness  seizes  thee. 
Else  why  this  bitterness  of  gall,  this  wild 
Impulse,  these  fiery  words  of  hate  that  fly 
Swift  pinioned  against  the  bleeding  South  ?     Will  He 
The  Infinite,  who  doeth  all  things  well. 
Forever  torture  them  with  tongue  of  flame? 
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Misfortune  and  not  crime  gave  them  the  slave 

Who  have  them  as  a  heritage  to-day ;  — 

And  would  you  sweep  their  land  with  fire  and  sword, 

And  pale  Famine,  to  right  a  wrong  before 

Its  time,  its  God  appointed  time  to  fall? 

Thy  words  are  bold,  and  there  is  music  too 
Within  them,  sounding  to  the  later  times. 
And  take  thee  care  they  do  not  sing  a  lie. 
The  gift  of  genius  is  the  gift  of  God, 
The  gift  of  genius  is  the  gift  of  Truth, 
And  songs  immortal  are  but  songs  of  love. 
They  are  thy  brothers  in  the  South  ;  — the  God 
Who  holds  them,  gave  to  thee  thy  harp,  and  wove 
The  idylic  music  in  its  strings  before 
Thy  touch  could  flood  it  on  the  world. 

With  all  their  crimes  upon  their  heads,  they  see 
Your  God,  and  worship  llim  ;  —  they  feel  the  love 
That  melts  in  unison  all  human  hearts ; 
They  know  the  solemn  truth  writ  in  the  Book 
Of  Life,  they  know  the  true  divinity 
Of  Right,  and  know  obedience  to  law 
Is  social  harmonv,  alone  sustains 
The  pillared  arches  of  the  state.     These  men 
Beneath  the  Southern  sky  have  tender  hearts 
Responsive  to  thy  songs ;  that  spring  with  quick 
Impulse  to  love  the  children  of  thy  brain. 
And  drink  the  music  of  thv  melodies. 
As  on  the  exultant  North,  God  smiles  on  them  ;  — 
To  them  he  sends  his  sunshine  and  his  flowers, 
His  orange  groves,  and  cotton  of  eider  down ; 
O'er  them  he  bends  his  canopy  of  heaven  ; 
O'er  them  he  bends  within  the  summer  rain 
His  bow  of  promise ;   millions  he  has  placed 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  stalwart  pines 
Standing  as  sentinels  o'er  rivers  broad 
And  deep  that  gather  to  the  Gulf  their  floods, 
And  all  conditions  of  mortal  happiness 
Has  folded  like  a  mantle  round  them.     Birds 
Of  richer  plumage  than  sing  in  Northern  shades 
Make  melody  in  garden  and  in  grove. 
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-Ami  \vea\cs  and  tills  his  cells  with   luscious  sweets; 

The  summer  butterfly  that  flits  across 

The  mellow  sun-beams  of  th  e  southern  meads, 

Has  delicate  velvet  bloom  upon  his  wings. 

The  southern  cotton  Held,  though  tilled  by  slave, 

By  golden  sun-beam  touched,  and  golden  rain, 

That  God  sends  down  in  spite  of  Statute  hiw, 

Will  bend  and  flow  with  a  sea  of  silver  wealth ;  — 

We  see  that  God,  at  least,  withholds  his  curse. 

The  poet,  with  faculty  divine,  is  rich 
In  untold  human  charities,  they  sit 
Upon  his  brow,  a  crown  of  gold  and  jewels, 
That  shine  resplendent  as  the  sun  at  noon ; 
That  shine  more  beautiful  than  stars  at  night  — 
They  crown  the  real  divinity  within. 
And  sign  that  high  divinity  to  man. 
The  harp  attuned  to  heavenly  harmonies. 
When  cold  eyed  Hate  sweeps  by,  with  lip  so  pale. 
And  breath  of  venom,  is  dumb  as  death,  and  yields 
No  music  at  the  fury's  touch  —  'tis  love 
Alone  can  bring  the  music  from  its  chords. 
And  when  she  touches  them,  the  smile  of  God 
Is  woven  like  a  fragrance  in  the  song. 

In  thee,  thy  brothers  see  the  dew  and  light 
Of  mornings  musical  in  June ;  they  love 
Thy  Mauds  in  meadows  sweet  with  hay,  and  lend 
Enraptured  ear  to  test  thy  brighter  songs. 
But  start  at  undertones  of  hate  for  them. 

Arise  and  wing  thee  to  the  higher  light ; 
Lift  up  thy  brow  and  let  the  sun  upon 
It  shine  —  the  beam  that  flashes  from  the  sword 
Which  strikes  to  crush  Rebellion,  not  a  race 
Of  Brothers,  flashes  gold  as  well  as  fire. 
Lift  up  thy  brow,  then  loyalty  to  God 
And  man  will  temper  all  thy  songs  with  love. 

Bottom  Posit  Jan,  14, 18(^4, 
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THE    POET. 


WHEN  the  falling  shadows  gather 
At  the  closing  of  the  day, 
Robing  hill  and  robing  valley 

In  the  sombre  light  and  gray ; 
When  the  stars  come  out  in  beauty, 

And  the  moon  goes  forth  in  pride. 
Spreading  o'er  the  face  of  nature 
Veiling  fit  for  any  bride  ;  — 

Then  can  hearts  that  love  each  other, 

Gather  close  in  warm  embrace ; 
Bid  the  warring  world  defiance. 

Feel  in  union  there  is  grace, 
Beauty,  pleasure,  and  a  power 

Which  can  lift  them  in  the  strife, 
Surging  round  them  every  moment. 

To  a  higher,  nobler  life. 

Then  the  poet  with  his  numbers. 

Singing  songs  of  love  and  truth. 
Comes  with  welcome,  as  a  spirit 

Smiling  in  immortal  youth  ; 
Fills  the  heart  with  words  of  beauty. 

Strengthens  it  with  songs  of  love, 
Lightens  it  of  care  and  sorrow, 

Lifts  it  to  the  light  above. 

Then  the  father,  calm  and  thankful. 

Sees  his  treasures  and  his  pride ; 
Then  the  mother  draws  her  children 

Closer,  closer  to  her  side  ; 
Then  the  brother  gathers  courage 

To  resist  the  serpent  wrong ; 
And  the  sister  folds  around  her 

Virtues  that  to  her  belong. 
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So  the  song  of  tuneful  poet, 

Sinking  deeply  in  the  mind, 
Wakes  a  fen-or  in  the  feeble, 

Wakes  a  vision  for  the  blind 
Power  linking  all  as  kindred 

In  a  golden  chain  of  light, 
Vision  which  will  make  us  stronger, 

Make  us  giants  for  the  right. 

Let  us  call  for  benediction 

On  the  poet  and  his  lay. 
Let  us  wreathe  his  harp  with  flowers, 

Scatter  them  along  his  way  ; 
For  his  genius  through  the  ages 

Will  ennoble  and  refine. 
With  a  harmony  immortal, 

With  a  melody  divine, 

Briton  Post^  March  /,  1864, 
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EDITH. 


BABY  Edith  lies  a-sleeping, 
In  a  Fairy's  watch  and  keeping, 

Sleeping  quiet,  sleeping  deep, 

In  her  little  baby  sleep ; 
What  a  treasure  and  a  pleasure, 

What  a  minikin  of  light, 
As  bent  o'er  her  to  adore  her 

Father  sees  her  fair  and  bright, 
Resting  stilly  as  a  lily 

On  the  water  pure  and  white. 

Baby  arms  as  smooth  as  marble, 
Baby  lips  so  full  of  warble. 

Baby  nose  and  baby  cheek, 

Cut  and  carved  bv  fairy  Greek ; 
Tinted  sweetly  and  completely 

With  a  touch  of  rosy  dawn  — 
What  has  made  you  and  conveyed  you 

Here  to  nestle  as  a  fawn. 
Or  a  shower  jewelled  flower 

In  the  center  of  a  lawn.'* 

Little  Edith,  thou  art  walking. 
And  the  merry  elves  are  taking 

Smiles  and  dimples  of  the  south, 

To  bespangle  cheek  and  mouth  ; 
Or  are  leaping  to  be  keeping 

Holiday  within  thine  eyes, 
Which  are  laughing,  laughing,  laughing, 

With  a  merry  glad  surprise. 
And  are  winking,  winking,  blinking. 

Like  the  stars  within  the  skies. 
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Dearest  treasure  God  hath  lent  me, 
Sweetest  pleasure  heaven  hath  sent  me, 

What  hath  made  you  such  a  charm 

Keeping  father's  heart  so  wann  ? 
Growing  dearer,  coming  nearer, 

In  thy  winning  baby  play, 
-Thou  art  stealing  into  feeling 

Deep  and  sacred  as  the  day, 
Which,  supernal  and  eternal. 

Waits  immortal  on  his  way. 

»l»n  Post,  Alarch  2^,  1864. 
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THE  UNION. 


I. 


WE  love  the  old  Union,  the  land  of  the  free, 
We  love  it  with  all  of  its  error  and  crime ; 
We  love  it  from  center  all  round  to  the  sea, 

From  frozen  north  mountains  to  soft  southern  clime. 


II. 


Be  blasted  the  tongue  and  be  palsied  the  arm, 
That  speaks  but  a  word,  or  that  aims  but  a  blow 

Against  Freedom's  temple,  a  refuge  and  charm, 
The  final,  the  greatest  the  nations  shall  know. 


III. 


No  matter  where  born,  in  the  north  or  the  south. 
Where  Puritan  bigot  self  righteous  and  blind. 

Condemns  every  word  not  so  sweet  in  his  mouth. 
As  words  only  spoken  by  the  meaner  mankind ; 


IV. 


Or  where  the  old  Roman's  tyrannical  blood, 
Exulting  in  power  sustained  by  the  rod. 

Enriches  his  fields  with  the  slave's  crimson  flood, 
And  in  his  small  might  is  forgetting  his  God. 


V. 


Each  hating  the  Union  shall  hate  it  in  vain. 

The  word  has  been  spoken,  the  oath  has  been  taken, 

By  millions  of  tnie  men  who  people  the  main, 
By  neither  reviler  shall  the  Union  be  shaken. 
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VI. 


That  Puritan  malice  shall  swallow  its  gall, 
That  Norman  rebellion  shall  sleep  in  a  grave 

So  deep  in  dishonor,  the  last  trumpet  call 
Shall  fail  to  find  in  it  a  spirit  to  save. 


VII. 


We  swear  it  again  that  the  Union  shall  be, 
Unshaken  in  strength  and  unsullied  in  name, 

And  from  the  broad  center  all  round  to  the  sea 
Shall  millions  inherit  her  power  and  fame. 

Dec.  ^j,  1864, 
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HE  DWELT  IN  A  FAR  OFF  LAND. 


BENEATH  the  elms,  there  lay  a  fair  haired  boy, 
Dreaming  the  fancies  of  a  summer  day, 
And  listening  to  the  babbling  river's  talk. 

The  boy  there  lived  within  a  far  oft'  land, 
Beyond  the  Indus  and  the  Amazon, 
Beyond  the  narrow  belt  of  his  poor  world, 
He  would  go  dreaming  on  imtravelled  shores, 
As  though  wMthin  these  solitudes  he  found 
Companionship,  and  sympathy,  and  truth. 

Visions  of  art  beset  him,  power  and  wealth ; 
He  walked,  environed  by  the  poet's  dreams, 
The  battlements  of  heaven,  and  burning  marl ; 
He  saw  the  beam  of  brave  Achilles'  shield, 
Glancing  the  morning  sun,  before  old  Troy  ; 
And  with  the  Corsican  he  rode  the  march 
Of  destiny,  and  played  with  thrones  and  kings; 
With  Locke  he  handled  analytic  steel, 
And  probed  the  bone  and  marrow  of  the  mind. 
Searching  to  fmd  the  throne,  whereon  there  sits 
The  sovereign  Intellect,  and  rules  the  world; 
In  fancy  threaded  London  streets,  with  rare 
Great  minds,  w  ho  w  ith  scant  bread,  kept  up  the  fires. 
Illuming,  enriching  human  thought, 
The  bright  illustrious  men  of  Briton's  fame;  — 
Perchance,  be-starred  and  gartered   for  great  deeds, 
He  strode  the  quarter  deck,  to  sweep  the  seas 
Of  old  Van  Tromp,  and  humble  Holland's  pride;  — 
Or  simpler  still,  he  with  the  thistle  down, 
Or  with  the  fragrance  of  the  rose,  woidd  flit 
And  fly,  and  fade  upon  the  summer  wind. 
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I'hc  Ncars  went  l>y,  lie  IcI't  liis  n;jti\c  cliiKs, 
And  travelled  far  into  the  outer  world, 
To  cane  realities  from  out  his  dreams ;  — 
But  ever  as  he  walked  amid  the  crowd 
That  swarmed  and  eddied  in  the  noisy  street, 
His  spirit  wandered  in  the  far  off  land  — 
And  ever  as  he  talked  with  common  men, 
Shadows  of  other  thoughts  would  come  and  go, 
Though  voiceless  as  dead  leaves  on  winter's  snow, 
They  led  him  in  a  wild  and  strange  pursuit, 
Following  their  fitful  wings,  and  purposeless, 
Away  from  care,  aw^ay  from  sympathy. 
Away  from  common  speech,  that  iills  all  ears 
And  makes  a  neighborhood,  and  brotherhood  — 
He  did  not  rest,  a  living  energy. 
Sweet  sleep  too  seldom  to  his  pillow  came; 
He  flew,  expectant  of  the  future's  prize. 
And  left  content  in  tears  at  the  cottage  gate. 

Companioned  with  these  visions  of  the  brain. 
He  climbed  the  hills,  he  wandered  through  the  woods 
Alone,  and  in  primeval  solitudes. 
By  the  sweet  brooks,  and  mid  the  rustling  leaves, 
A  myriad  throng  of  visions  followed  him  ; 
He  spoke  strange  words  with  whispering  lips,  and  lit 
Unwonted  fires  witiiin  his  eyes,  as  though 
Touched  with  live  coals,  or  with  Aurora's  beams. 

He  made  too  little  note  of  common  things,  the  things 
That  mould  the  life  and  comfort  of  the  man. 
Around  the  evening  lamp  his  children  came 
To  him,  and  prattled  of  their  play;   they  came 
With  greetings  of  the  earnest  youthful  mind, 
To  know  the  why  of  this  and  that,  to  steal 
Caresses  sweet  that  fold  and  warm  the  heart  — 
But  he,  absorbed,  and  dwelling  in  his  far 
OfT  land,  too  little  heed  gave  them,  and  gave 
Too  little  of  his  human  sympathy. 
To  bind  to  him  their  loving  hearts. 

He  loved 
The  children  of  his  brain,  and  looked  to  them 
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,    For  love  and  sympathy,  that  sympathy 

That  visions  give,  for  they,  to  him,  were  bright 
And  beautiful,  and  faithful  in  their  love ; 
Would  give  him  solace  in  declining  years. 
Would  twine  young  roses  in  his  silver  Hairs, 
And  sing  sweet  music  in  his  dulling  ears  ;  — 
He  toyed  with  them  through  all  his  days,  as  young 
And  buoyant  children  toy  with  flowers  plucked 
In  spring  and  weave  in  garlands  —  they  did  build, 
Imprison  every  motion  of  his  soul. 
And  spin  for  him,  his  thread  of  destiny. 

And  yet,  a  pause,  a  sudden  pause,  light  came 
And  flooded  his  far  off  land,  it  fell,  as  falls 
The  sudden  sunlight  on  a  stretching  plain. 
Then  Puck  and  Oberon,  Titan ia  too, 
Peas-Blossom,  all  the  fairy  herd  sunk  back 
Into  the  earth,  and  left  a  desert  plain. 
These  visions  had  not  brought  him  human  love. 
Departing,  he  was  in  Sahara  wastes. 
The  flowers  were  gone  —  enchantments,  there  were  none. 
Not  e'en  the  rock  in  desert  waste  rose  up 
For  friendly  shadowing  of  his  weary  brow  — 
Not  even  emerald  carpeting  for  the  feet. 
Moistened,  by  dews  distilling  in  the  night. 
The  freshening  fragrance  for  the  parched  lips. 

These  companions  of  his  idle  hours 
Had  fettered  him  with  adamantine  chain. 
And  carried  him  an  exile  from  his  race. 
Awakening,  he  would  break  the  spell,  and  turn 
His  feet  to  travel  in  the  common  paths. 
Or  the  lengthening  shadows  of  his  later  days 
Would  fall  around  him  with  a  wintry  chill, 
When  shrunken,  pale  as  any  moonlit  ghost, 
He*d  chide  the  fancies  of  his  dreaming  youth, 
As  bearing  him  away  from  human  love. 
And  then,  when  passion's  furnace  fires  were  dull, 
And  wrinkles,  creeping,  ploughed  the  marble  brow. 
They'd  flit  and  vanish  into  outer  night, 
And  leave  him  broken  and  alone  to  die. 
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A  REVERIE; 


THE  flowers  have  come  again,  again 
The  birds  their  carols  sing 
In  the  pendent  boughs,  but  my  sad  spirit 
Moves  with  a  weary  wing. 

There  is  young  beauty  in  the  world. 

And  music  in  the  air, 
And  smiles  on  every  countenance. 

And  gladness  everywhere. 

But  for  my  heart  there  is  no  smile, 

For  me  the  south  wind  blows 
Not  balmily  and  sweet,  but  with 

The  chill  of  winter  snows. 

My  soul  is  weighed  to  earth,  it  groans 

Beneath  an  unknown  care. 
And  sinks  within  me  like  a  wounded  bird 

Within  the  yielding  air. 

There  are  some  who  are  kissed  by  the  honeyed 
lips 

Of  Fame,  and  some  with  gold 
Live  out  sweet  days,  and  in  co;itent 

And  plenty,  grow  calmly  old  ;  — 

And  some  have  the  luxury  of  friends, 

To  whom  the  world  is  bright 
As  a  summer  morn  ;  who  sip  life's  cup 

With  the  daintiest  delight ;  — 
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But  there  is  one  whom  Fame  evades. 
Whom  gold  doth  never  bless, 

For  whom  there  is  no  friendly  smile, 
And  no  iieait-felt  caress. 

And  Spring,  like  a  great  luxurious  flc 

Upon  the  liitnd,  is  thrown 
Upon  his  soul  —  he  lives  within 

Himself — alone!  alone! 
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THE  SUNLIGHT 


ALL  hail  the  sunlight^  let  her  fall 
As  fall  the  apple  blossoms  down 
On  summer  winds,  from  the  emerald  crown 
Of  June.     No  king  in  palace  hall, 

With  golden  sceptre,  royal  robe, 
Surrounded  by  the  pomp  of  power. 
Nor  queen  adorned  in  bridal  hour, 

Has  majesty  to  fill  the  globe, 

As,  pausing  tip-toe  on  her  throne 

Of  mountain  peak,  the  sunlight  stands 
Adored  and  loved  in  a  thousand  lands, 

As  next  to  Deity  alone. 

All  hail  the  sunlight  —  as  the  sea 

Flows  round  the  earth,  so  flows  the  light 
Forever  coming  and  in  flight, 

Awaking  morning  minstrelsy. 

Her  beauty  on  perpetual  wing. 
Illumes  the  vales  and  floods  the  hills. 
And  flashes  silver  on  the  rills 

That  burst  their  cerements  in  Spring.- 

It  flushes  crimson  on  the  rose. 
And  lifts  the  acorn  to  the  oak. 
And  knits  it  strong  for  sea-wave  stroke 

In  tropic  h«at  or  polar  snows. 
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It  warms  the  winged  lioney  bee, 

Who  flits  and  sips  his  nectared  balm 
Of  a  thousand  flowers  in  summer's  calm, 

And  sings  his  humble  roundelay. 

It  sparkles  in  the  drop  of  dew, 
And  lives  along  the  spider's  line, 
And  dips  long  tresses  in  the  brine 

Which  frets  the  sands  in  billows  blue. 

As  faint  as  shadows  m  my  dreams. 
Far  up  the  sky  when  the  sinking  sun 
His  twilight  course  has  nearly  run. 

She  darts  her  slant  and  pencilled  beams. 

They  touch  the  night  with  a  silver  seal, 

They  glimmer  and 'flash  in  the  evening  mist 
With  ruby  gold  and  amethyst, 

Like  spokes  in  the  sun's  great  chariot  wheel. 

Her  charioteer  in  the  summer  rain. 

With  ribboned  beams  will  bend  his  bow 
Of  promise,  whose  arches  come  and  go, 

Flash  out  and  faint  in  a  crescent  train. 

An  Angelo  may  deftly  cham 

Madonna  with  her  child  to  stone. 
But  one  sweet  rose  in  the  wood  alone 

Has  more  of  pleasure  and  of  gain. 

In  the  marvellous  beauty  of  its  leaves, 
As,  shining  in  the  morning  dew. 
It  speaks  back  joy  to  the  arching  blue, 

And  from  the  light  its  beauty  receives. 

Night  falls  —  the  great  world  sleeps,  and  sweet 
Is  rest,  but  as  the  morning  beams. 
And  shoots  abroad  its  golden  streams. 

The  great  world  wakes  again,  to  greet 
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The  jocund  day,  and  lifl  its  wings 
To  giant  flights,  a  myriad  cloud 
Of  singing  witnesses,  whose  loud 

Hosannahs  greet  the  King  of  kings, 


From  whose  puissant  hand  there  came 
The  shining  stars,  resplendent  sun. 
All  light  and  life  since  time  begun. 

From  whence  eternal  mornings  flame. 
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FAITH  AND  PEACE. 


THE  Western  sun  is  wheeling  downward  —  dim 
And  purple  shadows  soften  into  red, 
Spreading  a  royal  robe  upon  the  hills ; 
And  clouds  along  the  sky,  rise  up  and  fall 
As  rise  and  fall  the  billows  on  the  sea, 
And  flow  far  outward  from  the  sinking  sun. 

There  is  a  sense  of  movement  in  the  air ; 
The  mountain  fringe,  and  rose  leaf  in  the  porch, 
Are  shaken  by  the  fitful  winds,  which  fly 
And  turn,  uncertain  as  a  maiden's  will. 
They  bend  the  trees,  and  bend  the  flowers  of  red 
And  gold,  as  bend  the  banners  of  a  host 
Of  manikins  upon  their  tented  field. 
A  film  of  cloud,  like  a  faint  suggestion,  comes 
And  hints  of  marshalling  armies  of  the  air;  — 
It  deepens  into  sable  ranks,  and  climbs 
The  west,  with  bending  pinions  stretching  thwart 
The  sky  —  like  broken  mists  on  the  morning  hills. 
Shaken  and  scattered  by  the  winds,  white  steeds 
Speed  out,  and  rattle  thunders  from  their  feet. 

These  squadrons  of  the  winds,  in  their  wild  march, 
Arouse  the  watchful  sentinels  of  peace. 
Arouse  the  fairy  in  the  bladed  field. 
The  skulking  toad  along  the  reedy  bank. 
The  wild  song  birds  within  the  woodland  shade. 
The  busy  ant  within  his  sandhill  home  ; 
Startles  the  swallow  from  her  nest,  and  sends 
The  heedless  house-fly  to  the  spider's  web  — 
Lurking,  each  seeks  the  shelter  of  his  home. 
To  find  asylum,  from  the  trailing  robes 
Of  wind  and  fire  that  fringe  the  coming  blast. 
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A  gray-haired  man  is  sitting  in  the  porch ; 
The  golden  autumn  of  his  days  upon 
Him  rests,  as  quiet,  rich,  as  rests  the  still 
October  sun  upon  a  hill  of  pines. 
He  sees  the  gathering  war  of  elements. 
And  knows  his  feeble  strength  before  their  ranks 
Is  but  the  reed  before  the  advancing  car. 
This  deep  unrest,  this  wild  uproar,  disturbs 
Him  not.     In  youth,  he  stood  as  calm  on  fields 
Where  gathered  nations  shook  with  wrath,  and  poured 
Their  passion  out  in  blood.     And  why  so  calm, 
With  peacefulness  upon  that  high-wrought  brow, 
W^ith  summer's  peace  within  that  eagle  eye. 
And  moral  majesty  in  all  his  mien.^ 
He's  done  his  work  as  one  of  simple  faith, 
The  measure  of  his  destiny  is  filled ; 
No  feeble,  fitful  passions  of  to-day, 
No  fury  of  the  mortal  elements 
Can  shake  that  faith  serene  sublimely  calm ; 
He  knows  the  hand  of  Him  who  rides  the  blast 
Will  guide  its  fury,  and,  with  fairy  touch. 
Will  turn  the  swift  red  bolt  aside  —  or  if 
The  little  handful  of  his  dust  is  swept 
Away  upon  the  bosom  of  the  winds. 
Dissolved  beneath  the  liquid  bolt,  he  knows 
He  will  be  gathered  to  the  land  of  Peace. 

Where  Faith  reposes  in  the  upper  land. 
No  warring  squadrons  clash  upon  the  field. 
And  crush  the  lilies,  crimson  them  with  blood ; 
No  sweeping  hosts  awake  the  inhabitants 
To  blind  confusion,  terror's  icy  chill ; 
For  Peace,  white-robed  and  queenly,  sits  supreme. 

I  kiss  the  star-lit  ruflile  of  her  robe, 
And  swear  allegiance  to  her  sister  Faith, 
And  sit  me  with  the  gray-haired  man  in  rest. 

Traveller i  June  ^^  1814* 
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ASPIRATIONS. 


A  BOY  again.     One  summer  afternoon, 
With  vague  unrest,  I  stole  to  the  river's  bank 
For  loved  companionship  in  solitude. 
To  let  a  crazy  fancy  spread  her  wings, 
And  flit  as  butterflies  zigzagging  in 
The  summer's  sun.     The  passing  clouds 
Sent  spirit-footed  shadows,  dancing  wild 
To  music  woven  on  the  wind  by  tall 
Broad-spreading  elms,  whose  slender  branches  rose 
And  fell  so  gently  on  the  air,  they  seemed 
The  graceful  spirits  of  the  woods  and  flelds, 
Clustering  as  one  to  whisper  social  sweets. 

Sleeping  I  dreamed,  and  dreaming  came  to  me 
The  visions  of  another  time.     They  came 
Unbidden,  forced  my  wandering  thoughts  to  rest 
Awhile  in  that  fair  vallev  of  the  hills, 
Avoca.     Murmuring,  with  a  lulling  sound. 
The  river  breathed  a  soft  voice  on  tlie  air. 
All  tongued  and  syllabled  with  speech,  which  had 
The  brilliant  promises  of  ardent  youth 
In  every  word,  the  enchanting  voice  of  fame. 
Far- falling  and  silvery,  to  the  fond  hoy's  ear. 
And  with  this  rhythm  of  the  river  came 
To  me  once  more,  across  the  tides  of  time, 
A  thread  of  silver  o'er  tumultuous  seas. 
The  music  of  the  blind  old  Grecian  bard 
To  fill  the  babbling  bubbles  of  the  stream 
With  airy  tongues.     Upon  that  bank  so  soft 
And  tufted  with  the  emerald  grass,  and  just 
A  little  sombred  with  the  impending  shade, 
Grave  Milton  sat,  and  for  my  boyish  eyes, 
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Tiie  white  tall  arches  of  his  song  far  up, 

Till  pinnacled  and  lost  within  the  sky ; 

And  my  pale  spirit,  unearthed  of  all  its  dross, 

Like  a  white  dove,  outspread  its  trembling  wings, 

And  leaped  and  soared  in  mimic  flights  amid 

The  maze  of  arch  and  pinnacle,  to  fall 

At  last,  a  fluttering,  feeble  thing,  outwinged 

Bv  the  monarch  bard  of  time. 

And  then  I  saw 
A  meadow  lark  start  up  and  shake  the  notes 
Golden  and  rich,  of  morning  songs  upoli 
The  air,  and  though  her  wings,  with  crimson  touched, 
Fluttered,  a  radiant  beauty  in  the  sun. 
And  hinted  flights  above  the  mountain  crest. 
They  stayed  with  the  common  shadows  of 
The  fields.     And  then  I  saw  an  eagle  start 
From  the  tall  pine  that  leans  athwart  the  stream. 
And  with  a  cry  exultant  spread  his  wings 
In  mazy  circles  to  the  upper  deep. 
Till  he  was  lost  within  its  shoreless  weaves ;  — 
The  meadow  lark,  confined  and  bound  within 
The  narrow  limits  of  her  destiny. 
Within  the  low-lined  measures  of  her  power. 
By  vague  impulse,  could  not  be  stung  to  rise 
And  champion  the  eagle  in  his  flight. 

The  blind  and  questioning  boy  then  asked  him  why 
This  vision,  glimpse  of  things  immortal,  why 
This  ear  attuned  to  harmonies  divine. 
This  keener,  clearer  sense  of  things  the  gods 
Alone  may  love,  if  they  but  start  a  vain 
Endeavor,  break  the  spirit's  wing  in  vain 
Assaults  upon  the  immortal  heights  ?     And  as 
Conhocton's  waters,  glancing  in  the  sun, 
Went  by,  so  silver-tongued  and  garrulous. 
The  dreaming  daring  boy,  his  soul  transfused 
With  woodland  melodies  and  classic  songs, 
His  spirit  wakened,  hand  in  hand  to  stride 
The  world  with  the  master  men  of  historv. 
And  grasp  and  wear  the  crown,  did  feel 
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The  God  who  gave  this  vision  could  but  give 
The  power  commensurate  with  the  sight,  and  meant 
The  blind  and  struggling  force  should  not  be  lost, 
That  on  some  mountain  peak  the  mom  should  dawn 
To  him,  and  wheel  his  chariot  up  the  day. 
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SOPHIA. 


TURN  back  the  wheel ;  —  she  was  a  village  girl ; 
The  airs  of  heaven  circled  her,  and  tall 
And  lithe,  she  floated  through  the  street  or  field 
With  tip-toe  touch,  and  dignity  and  g^ace. 
The  winged  sisters  of  the  sky  went  with 
Her  as  she  walked.     Her  flowing  hair,  in  waves 
Of  darkness  rivalling  the  raven's  wing. 
Fell  down.     She  glanced  upon  the  village  boy, 
Who,  timorous  and  glad,  returned  the  glance. 
And  by  some  witchery  he  could  not  solve. 
He  stood  Apollo  on  the  morning's  verge. 

Those  eyes  were  full  and  dark  and  lustrous,  lay 

Beneath  the  arches  of  her  brow  as  two 

Mild  orbs  beneath  the  brow  of  night ;  —  their  beams 

Upon  him  turned,  illumined  by  inward  fires. 

Kindled  his  soul,  and  set  it  all  aflame ;  — 

The  glory  of  these  eyes  surrounded  him 

As  seas  surround  the  shore. 

How  now  ?     His  beard 
Is  touched  with  silver  since  those  eyes  met  his, 
And  since  the  pale  ice-fingered  monarch  came 
And  fixed  them  in  the  darkness  of  the  grave. 
But  these  long  years  are  not  so  tinct  with  high 
Wrought  fantasies  of  youth,  nor  dark  with  all 
The  comet  wanderings  of  a  fevered  brain, 
Nor  filled  with  dreams  that  climbed  the  skies,  nor 

wrecked 
With  hopes  along  forgotten  shores ;  but  those 
Dark  eves  send  their  clear  beams  across  them  all. 
And  touch  him  with  a  tenderness  that  melts 
The  iron  in  his  blood,  and  softens  him. 
And  clothes  him  with  the  raiment  of  a  king. 
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And  so  he  sits  to-night,  with  heart  weighed  down, 
And  feet  encumbered  with  the  chain  and  ball 
Of  common  ills.     They  came  as  stealthily 
As  night-spun  spiders'  webs  to  tie  the  weeds ; 
They  tangled  him,  and  bound  his  wings  with  lines 
Of  gossamer,  they  blur  his  dimming  sight. 
And  scrawl  irriguous  lines  on  everything. 
They  bar  his  ear,  and  split  in  dissonance 
The  sweetest  music  from  the  reed  of  Pan ; 
And  rear  a  wall  about  him,  that  shuts  without 
The  rhythm  of  harmony  which  fills  the  w^orld, 
As  ocean  tones  forever  fill  the  shore. 

But  see,  his  eye  relights,  his  ear's  unwalled, 
That  graceful  vision  of  his  morning  life. 
The  village  girl  glides  by,  and  with  a  glance 
She  burns  the  gossamer  chains,  and  he  is  free 
To  wing  him  as  the  eagle  in  his  flight. 

Ye  sages  of  the  Church  and  crucible 
Who  boast  your  wondrous  wisdom,  can  you  tell 
The  mysteries  of  God?     Within  the  orbs 
That  pour  this  universe  of  light,  so  filled 
•With  forms  of  beauty  inexpressible. 
Upon  the  inner  vision  of  a  girl, 
He  may  erect  his  blazing  throne,  and  crown 
It  with  a  glory  which,  through  stretching  years,. 
Will  cheer  some  lonely  wanderer  on  his  way. 
And  beacon  him,  through  cloud  and  smoke,  to 

stand 
At  last,  firm  placed  upon  the  eternal  hilU. 
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THE  RAIN. 


THE  rain  comes  down  :  I  render  thanks  to  God 
For  benedictions  falling  in  each  drop, 
And  scattering  perfumes  on  the  leaves  and  flowers ; 
The  withered  grass  looks  up  and  smiles ;  the  birds 
Sing  out  their  morning  songs  again ;  a  breath 
Divine  is  on  the  wind,  a  spirit  breath, 
Softer  and  gentler  than  the  summer  down. 
An  opulence  of  life  that  makes  man  glad. 

1  render  thanks,  and  so  the  bending  corn. 
The  bowing  tree,  the  drooping  flowers  beneath 
The  shining  lances  of  the  sun,  so  rich 
In  coloring,  and  beautiful  in  form, 
Do  render  thanks.     The  dry-lipped  earth  sent  up 
A  cry  for  "  water,  water  from  the  clouds  or  sea, 
One  drop  of  dew  to  quench  my  burning  thirst. 
One  drop  of  rain  to  cool  my  burning  blood." 
And  it  has  come,  from  bending  summer  clouds, 
Soft  falling  as  the  dews  of  night,  in  great 
Round  drops,  then  fading  from  the  sight,  diflused 
In  sweetness  through  the  grass,  on  leaf  and  flower. 

And  let  us  render  thanks ;  the  God  above, 
Around,  beneath,  and  everywhere,  still  holds 
Loved  benedictions  in  his  hands ;   he  sends 
Them  golden  in  the  light  of  day ;   he  sends 
Them  silver  in  the  stars  at  night ;   he  sends 
Us  sleep  and  rest  in  the  velvet  gloom  of  night. 
And  pleasure  in  thistle-down  on  summer  winds, 
And  every  palm  outstretched  to  him  is  filled. 
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So  let  the  weary  brow  uplift  itself, 

Let  hope  and  faith  reaniinate  the  heart. 

And  a  crown  of  gold  will  rest,  where  sank  before 

The  thorn  of  pahi.     So  let  the  traveller 

Bending  weak  and  faint  upon  the  dusty  wav, 

Take  heart  again ;  an  angel  by  him  walks 

With  wings  outstretched,  and  helping  hands  to  lift 

The  load  where  faith  strives  stoutest  for  the  goal. 

In  God's  broad  fields  there  are  no  desert  wastes. 

No  pitfalls  for  unwary  feet.     The  sun 

O'er  them  bends  not  the  copper  sky  of  heat 

To  flame  and  burn,  the  whirlwind's  scornful  blast 

Therein  is  softened  to  an  airy  breeze  ; 

The  lightning's  vivid  shafts  as  harmless  fall. 

As  sun  beams  glinting  through  the  forest  leaves; 

Eternal  flowers  skirt  the  various  ways; 

And  songs  of  birds  forever  wake  the  woods. 

Let  him  who  will,  come  in ;  no  flaming  sword 
The  portals  guard,  but  these  sweet  words,  "  let  him 
Who  will  coine  in,"  are  woven  in  the  arch  ; 
And  faith,  with  brow  uplifted,  buoyant  step, 
Triumphant  enters  when  it  will.     I  know 
A  vein  of  sadness  shadows  every  life. 
That  sorrow  touches  every  cup  with  sighs ; 
But  new  life  freshens  every  breeze,  and  drops 
Of  comfort  come  like  summer  rain  to  him 
Who  turns  to  nature  for  a  kindly  word. 
Who  seeks  instruction  from  her  lips,  and  love 
Within  her  strong  and  all-embracing  arms. 
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FROM    AN   UNPUBLISHED    POEM 


APO  VERT  Y-STRICKEN  room  ?  But  wait  and  see  - 
The  night  is  come  —  the  curtain  down,  the  lamp 
Is  lit,  and  David  at  his  table  sits. 
The  spell  is  on  him  —  how  these  walls  expand 
To  Kremlin  palace  or  Tuilleries, 
Wherein  imperial  monarchs  tread  ;  or  lift 
To  Olympian  dome  filled  with  the  Grecian  gods ; 
And  he,  a  Ganymede  to  that  great  host, 
Is  dnmken  with  the  beaker's  foam  and  swears 
He  is  as  great  as  Jupiter.     Perchance 
There  gathers  in  that  room  a  Parliament 
Of  kings  in  thought,  which  gives  the  laws  to  States, 
And  bends  the  courses  of  the  centuries ; 
And  then  the  audacious  spirit  of  the  boy 
Rises  Websterian,  and  thunders  for 
The  right,  or  flashes  philosophies  the  State 
Approves  in  ages  of  experience. 
Perchance  his  room,  expanded  to  the  pole. 
Embraces  its  snows,  then  in  his  cunning  brain 
He  places,  outlines,  and  sails  that  polar  sea. 
The  unsolved  mystery  of  the  North,  and  shakes 
The  crystal  snows  and  pendent  ices  from 
His  bellying  sails,  as  eagles  shake  the  dews 
Of  morning  from  their  wings.     Perchance  he  sits 
In  darkness  in  his  room,  with  face  in  hand 
At  rest,  or  looks  out  on  the  sky,  and  sees 
The  stars,  when  his  quick  brain  sweeps  easy  wring 
The  fullest  circle  of  their  courses,  drinks 
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Their  meaning  and  their  music  at  a  quaff, 

And  deems,  in  the  wide  creation's  mysteries, 

Itself  the  peer  of  any  orb  that  rolls. 

But  chiefest  of  his  pleasures  there  is  mom, 

When  the  great  broad-faced  sun  comes  up,  looks  in. 

And  bids  the  sleeper  wake  to  glorious  day 

Flooding  the  green  wide  world,  and  making  it 

Fit  throne  of  Deity,  and  home  for  all 

His  worshippers.     A  night  of  study  first. 

And  then  the  tournament  of  dreams,  unfoiled 

By  garish  day,  will  lead  him  in  a  chase 

Among  the  apple  blossoms,  drunken  with 

Their  delicate  tints  and  drowsy  perfumes,  ope 

An  ear  fine  strung  as  young  Apollo's  lute, 

To  the  music  tangle  of  the  morning  birds. 

Alone  within  his  room,  and  looking  out 

Upon  the  distant  eastern  hill,  sun-crowned. 

And  wooded  from  the  base  to  peak  with  thick 

Deep  woods,  wherein  the  miracle  of  growth 

Beneath  the  cycle  of  the  elements 

Has  never  bent  itself  to  woodman's  axe. 

He  draws  the  strength  of  nature  to  his  soul. 

Becomes  great  nature's  child,  and  makes  her  powers 

Lifting  the  mountains,  blazing  in  the  sun, 

Rearing  the  trunks  of  pines,  and  spreading  branch 

And  leaf  to  catch  the  sun  and  dew  and  rain. 

The  elements  of  fire  within  his  veins. 

The  blood  of  his  rich  life,  the  aliment 

On  which  he  feeds  and  lives  —  and  thus  he  grows 

Subdued,  before  these  awful  forces  in 

The  hand  of  God,  to  reverence  and  awe;. 

And  in  deep  love  with  them,  a  purpose  rises 

On  his  soul,  as  the  clear  moon  upon 

The  sea,  to  give  his  life  to  nature's  laws, 

To  feel  the  brooding  spirit  of  her  days. 

Sunlit  and  quiet,  give  his  energies 

To  fighting  back  the  night,  let  in  the  day, 

That  the  small  circle  in  which  he  moves  may  be 

A  moving  sun-spot  in  surrounding  shade. 
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^T^WAS  fifty  years  ago  tonight, 
1       Two  souls  set  out  the  race  to  run, 
Tw^o  souls  set  out  as  two  in  one, 

With  eyes  uplifted  to  the  light. 

And  what  the  light  ?     It  was  not  gold 
Which  fathers  avarice  with  its  gains ; 
It  was  not  pow^er  with  its  pains 

To  plough  the  heart  and  make  it  cold ;  — 

It  was  not  palaces  nor  lands, 

Nor  eloquence  in  bar  or  State, 

Nor  fickle  muse,  to-day  elate, 
To-morrow  thrumming  broken  strands ;  — 

It  was  no  white  resistless  fire 

To  fijse  the  mountains,  burn  the  seas, 
To  learn  their  deepest  mysteries. 

And  rival  angels  in  desire  — 

To  see,  to  know,  and  comprehend. 
Lay  bare  the  law  that  God  hath  run 
Through  all  his  worlds  since  time  begun. 

On  which  all  harmonies  depend — 

But  it  was  love,  the  dearest  gift 

Of  God  to  man  ;  the  strongest  thing. 
And  sweetest  too,  that  life  can  bring 

To  cheer  the  drooping,  and  uplift  ;  — 


72  BY    THE   ATLANTIC, 

To  give  the  heart  companionship, 
A  sense  of  strength  in  good  or  ill, 
And  deepest  of  its  yearnings  fill  — 

Perpetual  nectar  to  the  lip. 

A  power  above  them  dropped  that  light 
From  out  the  depths  of  the  unknown, 
From  out  the  circle  of  His  throne, 

To  beacon  them  through  day  and  night. 

And  there  it  shines  in  pure  white  blaze  — 
Not  all  the  diamonds  of  Brazil, 
Not  all  the  dews  the  nights  distil, 

Can  match  the  lustre  of  its  rays. 

And  there  it  shines  low  in  the  west. 
As  bright  to-day  as  when  it  first 
Upon  their  young  horizon  burst, 

And  two  young  hearts  supremely  blest. 

What  though  misfortune's  baleful  breath 
May  blow  mildew  and  blast  the  vine 
Whose  tendrils  round  the  roof-tree  twine, 

And  blanch  it  with  the  face  of  death  ? 


And  what  though  riches  fly  away, 
And  public  honors  seldom  now 
Lay  laurel  leaf  upon  the  brow. 

And  other  monarchs  rule  the  day.? 

What  though  the  pillared  arches  shake, 
Erected  by  a  million  hands. 
Erected  by  the  king's  commands, 

To  be  the  glory  of  the  State  ? 

And  what  though  come  with  silver  hairs 
The  dulling  sense  for  outward  things. 
The  narrowing  vision  ;  yet  love  brings 

To  aged  hearts  the  heavenly  airs. 
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Two  hearts  in  love,  two  hearts  in  one, 
May  bear  the  burden  of  the  years  — 
May  bear  in  smiles,  and  not  in  tears, 

Through  all  the  day  to  setting  sun. 

Say  love  belongs  to  ardent  youth, 
And  not  to  feeble  wrinkled  age? 
T  tell  you  that  love's  golden  page 

Is  writ  by  trembling  hands  in  truth. 

And  still  there  hangs  low  in  the  west 
A  radiant  beam,  still  sure  and  clear; 
Though  seeming  far,  ydt  ever  near, 

To  soothe,  sustain,  and  lead  to  rest. 

*Tis  mutual  faith  and  mutual  trust. 
And  there  they  shine,  the  two  in  one ; 
And  there  will  shine  when  life  is  done. 

Soul  gone  to  soul  and  dust  to  dust  — 

And  be  a  beacon  for  the  few. 

The  friends,  who  only  speak  to  praise 
The  two  whose  lives  are  virtue's  ways. 

Who  to  themselves  are  always  true. 
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DREAMS  AND  CONFLICT. 


In  dreaming  youth  the  mountain  vales 
Were  temples  of  the  gods,  and  in  their  shades 
I  found  the  dim  religious  light  in  which 
The  spirit  of  devotion  dwells ;  the  streams 
Were  voluble  with  silver  tongues,  and  lakes 
Glassed  back  the  beauty  of  the  hills.     The  deep 
Pine  woods,  so  redolent  of  balm,  and  full 
Of  tuneful  whispering  solitudes,  reached  out  . 
Their  great  strong  arms  and  wooed  me  to  their 

sweets. 
The  lily  and  the  rose  that  Mary  loved, 
And  cherished  with  a  woman's  tenderness, 
More  radiant  for  her  love,  drew  me  to  them. 
The  apple  tree  by  the  garden  gate  was  filled 
With  fairy  whisperings  and  moonlight  tales ; 
The  whistling  robin  and  the  lark  who  poured 
Through  orchards  and  through  meadow  lands 

their  songs 
Of  morning  harmonies,  were  then,  to  me, 
Cathedral  organs ;  and  the  still  deep  hum 
Of  evening's  vespers  lulled  my  weary  heart 
To  restfulness  ; — the  deeply-wooded  hill, 
Whose  solemn  giandeur  lifted  me  beyond 
Its  top  to  that  vast  dome  which  spheres 
The  world,  I  folded  to  a  loving  heart. 
As  brother  of  one  birth. 

And  these  things  grew 
Into  my  life,  became  a  part  of  it. 
And  I  was  one  with  them. 
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And  then  the  Muse, 
The  spirit  breathing  o'er  this  brotherhood, 
Infused  my  soul,  and  made  the  hours  sing ; 
And  made  me  musical  as  nature  is, 
And  like  a  sweet  enchantress  bade  me  live, 
And  tune  my  songs  to  the  melodies  of  truth ;  — 
She  touched,  with  gentle  finger-tips,  the  strands 
Of  silver  beating  in  the  human  heart. 
And  their  divinity  awoke  in  me 
Responsive  strains;  — she  clothed  the  world  in  soft 
And  silken  lustres,  flowing  like  the  seas ; 
And  gave  to  me  the  vision  of  a  seer. 
And  prophet  tongue,  and  power  to  solve  the  doubts 
Of  life  by  keen  and  subtle  questionings;  — 
She  made  each  deed  heroic  as  the  deeds 
Of  old,  gnd  winged  my  thoughts  to  vault  the  stars. 
And  sweep  the  seas,  and  penetrate  the  gloom 
Of  mountain  shades,  to  satisfy  my  greed 
To  see,  and  know,  and  speak ;  —  she  was,  to  mc, 
Companion,  friend,  and  minister  to  my 
Heart's  need  of  love  and  power. 

But  now  she  flies, 
And  with  her  fly  the  thoughts  that  were  as  bright 
And  many-hued  as  rainbows  on  the  hills ; 
And  with  her  fly  those  wild  conceits  which  leaped 
Along  the  crags  and  juttings  of  the  mind, 
As  nimble  deer  the  shaggy  mountain  tops, 
And  led  me  fancy's  perilous  chase  —  she  filled 
The  world  with  pure  delights,  and  gave  dim  hints, 
Of  those  far  thoughts  of  God  who  framed  this  world, 
This  temple  and  its  bent  browed  worshippers. 
And  with  her  fly  fond  heart  and  growing  mind ; 
The  boy's  wild  mad  desires  to  climb  the  peaks 
Sun-lit,  and  pierce  the  sea  of  light  that  on 
Them  lies,  to  the  horizon's  fading  verge, 
And  limn  upon  his  soul  all  shapes  that  tell 
Of  earth's  magnificence  and  infinite  power. 
As  mountains  lie  in  shadows  on  the  sea. 


They  leave  me  to  the  solitude  of  strife, 
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Wherein  men  fight  for  bread,  and  strive  for  truth, 
To  throttle  jealousy  and  hate,  unmask 
Deceit,  unwing  false  hopes  that,  blind-eyed,  bear 
Their  victims  o'er  the  gulf  despair;  to  lift 
The  sinking  to  their  feet ;  to  plunge  in  dust 
And  heat  deep  in  chaotic  days,  to  do 
Or  die,  to  do  and  die  as  all  men  do, 
And  wear  such  crowns  as  I  may  win. 

Why  should  I  leave  deep  nature's  calm,  and  fret 
My  being  out  in  doing  naught  but  strive 
To  thwart  the  giant  errors  of  the  day. 
Who,  mastered,  lie  like  straws  along  my  path ; 
And  yet  rise  up  again  with  each  next  hour. 
To  master  me,  or  be  vanquished  as  before? 

The  boy's  young  heart,  a  Psyche  in  the  spring, 
Starts  out  and  flits  for  sunny  spots ;  and  yet 
Too  soon  is  past  the  summer's  day ;  then  comes 
Chill  winter  —  where  then  glitters  Psyche's  wing? 
The  liollow  voice  of  Winter  answers,  *'  Where  ?" 

Across  all  time,  youth  beams,  man  strives,  and  age 
With  whitened  hairs  and  trembling  steps,  goes  out 
In  tears  to  the  land  of  mysteries.     And  man 
May  strive  to  thwart  his  destiny  till  he 
Do  split ;  a  weightier  hand  than  his  is  at 
The  helm,  with  eye  fixed  on  the  port,  then  let 
Him  fill  the  sails  with  passion's  winds,  or  soft 
Desires  accumulating  force  with  time. 
As  best  he  may,  the  prow'll  swei*ve  not  its  course. 
Then  whv  not  float  and  let  the  stream  of  fate 
Bear  on?     We  cannot  stem  the  tide  with  all 
Our  bufietings.     In  vain,  we  think  to  shape 
The  world  to  our  fierce  wills,  and  leave  the  peace 
Of  tranquil  fields  for  the  city's  dust  and  noise, 
To  weave  within  its  tones  a  silver  thread, 
Or  pitch  its  harsh  discords  to  higher  keys; 
Its  wild  mad  waves  will  bear  us  down,  and  still 
Our  tuneful  reeds  in  its  great  roar,  as  the  bee's 
Soft  hum  at  morn  on  the  sounding  shore  is  stilled. 
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I  would  go  back  where  the  hills  look  up,  and  where 
The  meadows  bloom  in  golden  buttercups, 
Are  with  white  daisies  starred ;  there  would  I  climb 
Up  to  the  light  in  long  still  days,  and  clutch 
The  stars  at  night,  as  covetous  of  truth ;  — 
And  there  philosophy,  and  books,  and  best 
Good  words  of  earth's  best  men,  that  come  to  us 
In  weary  hours  as  honey  to  the  lips ; 
And  those  high  deeds  illumining  the  past 
As  stars  the  dark  blue  dome,  would  make  me  rich 
As  Autumn  gold,  and  ripe  I  then  would  fall 
Perfected  fruit  in  Mother  Nature's  lap. 


But  here  I  am  —  the  loud  world  shouts,  and  di*ums 
Its  myriad  victories  in  my  ear,  and  laughs 
Contempt  for  mountain  vales,  and  streams,  and  lakes. 
For  dimpled  Honeoye  between  two  hills, 
A  mirror  set  to  glass  back  God  to  earth ;  — 
It  laughs  at  the  whispered  mysteries  that  charm 
The  crude  boy's  ears,  and  flouts  the  summer  days 
And  winter's  robes  of  eider  down,  as  boys' 
Conceits,  as  only  fit  for  weariness. 


Beside  that  door  at  even,  upon  yon  slope. 
An  old  man  sits  beneath  the  elm,  the  winds 
Of  evening  lift  his  silver  hairs,  and  he 
Looks  out  beyond  the  hills  —  the  inner  light 
Illumines  him.     He  is  content.     The  fierce 
White  heats,  intenser  strifes,  ambition's  fires. 
And  social  enmities  that  vex  the  towns. 
And  make  their  life  a  witch's  caldron,  vejc 
Not  him  —  he  has  a  peace  they  know  not  of. 


Let  me  be  calm,  and  I  will  live  in  song; 
But  force  upon  me  strife,  and  I  will  drum. 
And  leap,  and  fret,  and  rave  my  narrow  day. 
And  like  all  noisy  fools  will  deem  I  guide 
The  stream  of  my  own  time ;  but  I  do  know 
That  it  will  grind  me  —  undistinguished  dust. 
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And  yet  I  have  no  choice  —  my  heart  may  yearn 
For  sylvan  voice  and  solitude,  and  still 
Calm  days,  and  shadows  sw^eet  with  sleep ;  the  law 
Is  writ  with  steel,  I  must  sweep  on  in  strong 
And  noisy  tides,  strike  out,  and  speed  for  truth ; 
Some  light  may  glimmer  on  my  track,  and  this 
May  guide  some  weaker  mariner  to  rest. 
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A   QUARREL. 


MY  crown,  said  he, 
What  is  my  crown,  the  wizard  faculty 
To  think,  and  conjure  images  to  please? 
But  they  do  torture  me  as  well  as  please ; 
Though  they  may  flash  bright  gold  upon  their  wings. 
They  bear  the  stings  of  scorpions  in  their  tips. 

There  is  no  crown  for  man  but  love,  that  sits, 
Though  thorned  and  tinged  with  flame,  most  royally 
Upon  his  brow.     Are  you  a  woman  ?  —  how 
Can  you  whose  woman's  heart  is  citadeled 
In  love,  the  fountain  wherein  God  has  vased 
All  moral  sweetness  and  lights  divine, 
Turn  traitor  to  yourself  and  abdicate 
Your  crown,  forsake  the  fortress  of  your  strength, 
Enclosing  you  as  bulwarks  of  the  gods, 
And  bid  me  make  no  sacriflce  for  love ; 
And  bid  me  turn  away  alone,  a-cold. 
From  her  warm  altar  fires ;  and  bid  me  turn 
And  never  look  for  heaven  in  woman's  eves ; 
And  give  myself  to  books  and  pale-hued  thought; 
To  sounding  great  sea-depths,  and  weighing  suns. 
And  measuring  art-lines  on  the  Parthenon  ; 
To  solving  astronomic  doubts  from  stones 
Deposited  in  the  hearts  of  Pyramids ; 
Or  with  most  delicate  sense  and  scalpel  blade 
Dissect,  to  And  the  essence  in  the  rose  ? 

No  woman,  true  to  herself,  will  tell  a  man 
There  is  a  higher  goal  for  him  than  love. 


So 
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To  bend  his  eyes  upon  the  crown  of  power 
As  though  beneath  its  stars  there  lay  repose, 
And  all  the  sweet  felicities  of  life. 

You  speak,  and  yet  it  is  to  hide  your  thoughts ; 
Your  words  are  onlv  light  clouds  in  your  sky  — 
That  sky,  your  rounded  perfect  womanhood, 
Is  flushed  and  roseate  with  your  human  soul  — 
A  woman's  nature  will  proclaim  itself 
In  tones  and  flashes  she  can  never  hide. 
Speak  as  she  will,  the  glance  of  woman's  eye, 
The  motion  of  her  hand,  her  step  of  grace. 
Her  very  tones  of  speech  declare  her  set 
To  man,  as  music  to  perfect  words,  —  let  him 
But  gently  touch  the  chords,  and  she  will  breathe 
The  tones  allying  her  to  him,  as  strings 
-^olian  breathe  upon  the  evening  wind. 


c()Lka(;e.  5 1 


COURAGE. 


WHEN  Fate,  against  our  feeble  force,  whips  out 
The  lights,  and  leaves  us  standing  in  the  gloom, 
VV'hy  curse  our  stars,  or  helpless  sink?     The  lamp 
That  beams  in  every  heart  will  burn  and  shine 
Forever  to  the  eye  that  looks  within, 
And  sees  the  image  of  his  God  lives  there. 

Man  is  one  link  in  that  great  chain  that  biVids 
The  earth,  and  all  its  emerald  radiance 
And  flowering  beauty,  to  the  Deity  ;  — 
It  will  not  break  though  demons  of  the  pit 
Combine  their  strength  and  tug  to  snap  in  twain. 

Faith  is  bold-eyed  and  looks  beyond  the  cloud ; 
The  great  world  swings  in  light  surrounding  it. 
The  storms  that  sweep  its  face  pass  by  ;  the  clouds 
Curtaining  the  sun  depart  ;  the  caves  that  yawn 
To  catch  our  wandering  feet  are  paved  with  rock ; 
We  toiling  climb  —  the  day  comes  back  with  new 
And  marv'ellous  beauty  in  its  golden  beams ;  — 
The  round  earth  sleeps  embraced  in  ice,  the  warm 
Sun  comes,  dissolves  the  crystal  chains  and  wraps 
The  world  in  emerald  robes,  and  broiders  them 
With  myriad  flowers  odorous  as  June. 

Then  let  us  hope — despair  is  cowardice. 
Relying  on  themselves  strong  shoulders  lift 
The  world  to  higher  altitudes  —  the  State 
Is  built  by  men  of  faith  and  hope,  who,  when 
They  trip  and  fall,  restrengthen  for  the  race. 
Their  trumpets  ring  new  blasts,  the  spirit's  voice 
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Recalls  the  scattered  forces  to  fight  again 
And  win  triumphs  from  the  iron  jaws  of  death. 

No  temple  ever  rose  from  base  to  dome, 

A  dream  embalmed  in  stone,  without  slow  toil 

And  patient  hand ;  —  behind  the  dull  hard  blows 

Shaping  the  rude  rock  lives  a  toiling  dream, 

A  master  thought  impalpable  as  air ; 

Yet  it  will  seize  the  stones  within  the  hills, 

And  with  them  rear  the  columns,  curve  the  roof. 

Lift  up  the  dome  to  fill  the  sky,  till  glow 

Blazing  cathedral  beauties,  joy  and  praise 

Forever  to  the  sons  of  men. 

To  rear 
TJieir  work,  the  toiler's  yoke  must  gall  the  neck. 
Great  chains  may  break  and  moulded  stones  fall  down 
To  ruin;  — war  may  come  and  hurtle  shells 
Of  iron  to  crash  against  the  walls ;  —  decay 
May  bite  with  venomed  tooth  the  carven  vine 
And  acanthus  leaf  that  nods  her  stony  plume ;  — 
But  faith  endures  the  yoke,  remoulds  the  stone. 
Repairs  the  crash  of  war,  outwits  decay. 
Still  builds  in  mastership  of  all  its  foes. 

Despair  is  cowardice;  with  life  lives  hope; 

We  are  not  here  for  ease ;  the  sybarite 

Can  find  no  bed  of  roses  in  this  age. 

When  lightning  speeds  the  thought,  and  hissing  steam 

Forces  the  iron  wheel  and  hammer  stroke 

To  do  all  work,  and  shape  the  mother  earth's 

Crude  elements  to  sweet  utilities. 

If  all  our  days  were  flowery  June,  and  full 

Of  odors  like  the  clover  fields,  and  we 

Were  lulled  with  the  slumberous  hum  of  bees,  the  fire 

Of  passion's  force  that  in  us  lies,  of  strength 

To  thwart  the  very  gods  in  their  decrees. 

Would  die,  and  we  would  never  know  ourselves. 

Nor  feel  our  power. 

The  hooded  witch  of  black 


COURAGE. 


83 


And  adverse  Destiny,  who  dogs  our  steps 
And  twists  the  very  air  to  tangling  nets, 
Who'd  make  us  think  the  seal  of  fate  was  struck, 
And  we  were  lost,  will  fly  before  a  firm 
Set  eye  and  daring  arm.     Divinity 
Has  set  its  seal  upon  brave  souls,  ''  free  will," 
That  means  they  may  achieve,  create,  subdue. 
And  stand  preeminent,  the  arbiters 
Of  Fate  and  not  her  slave. 


Look  up,  the  sun 
Clambers  the  steep  sky,  to  crown  the  glorious  day. 
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W.  F.  W.  WHAT  THE  OLD  MAN  SAID. 


THE  winter  wind  swept  by.     A  cold  white  face, 
Upturned  and  furrowed  with  the  iron  tracks 
Of  years,  did  plead  in  pity  to  the  sun 
To  send  to  it  again  the  saffron  dawn, 
Relight  the  eyes,  and  put  in  them  the  sweet 
Mysterious  ecstasies  of  life.     He  lay 
Dressed  in  black  robes,  as  still  as  though  the  cold 
Potential  finger  of  eternity 
Had  touched  and  frozen  him.     His  dream 
Of  life  was  closed  ;  —  the  crowding  images 
That  swept  across  his  vision  then  were  not — 
The  blank  white  space  that  fills  the  sky  had  less 
Of  painful  emptiness  than  his  closed  eyes  — 
The  changing  colors  in  his  glass  of  time 
Were  fixed,  henceforth  to  know  no  change. 

I  mused  — 
His  race  is  run.     Where  is  the  laurel  crown  ? 
Has  this  poor  soul  come  forth,  fought  well,  and  passed 
Away,  to  be  unhonored  and  unsung? 
I  lay  this  crown  upon  his  brow. 

For  me 
He  lives,  and  still  must  live  in  memory 
Of  deeds  well  done  and  fitly  spoken  words, 
At  which  I  grasped  as  jewels  of  the  mine. 
What  though  he  sinks  behind  the  hills  of  life 
As  sinks  the  sun  within  a  sea  of  mist, 
A  soft  light  fading  gently  to  the  night, 
With  no  ambitious  splendors  in  his  robes 
Trailing  departing  glories  to  the  world? 
This  ancient  clay,  who  has  not  won  loud  blasts 
From  the  brazen  trump  of  Fame,  nor  the  gii'ts  of  wealth. 
Nor  crowding  troops  of  friends,  who  trod  the  vales 
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Of  life,  had  silver  scattered  in  his  path. 
And  gold  to  glitter  daily  at  his  feet. 


And  whence  this  wealth  ?     'Twas  doing  well  that  which 

His  God  sent  him  to  do  —  an  honest  man, 

Devoted  to  the  truth  within  the  sphere 

Allotted  him,  he  did  his  best  each  day  — 

No  angel  in  the  white-walled  cities  could 

Do  more. 

The  linnet  pipes  her  song,  and  pipes 
It  well,  but  He  who  gave  her  gift  to  cheer 
The  daisies  in  the  common  ways  demands 
Of  her  no  songs  of  nightingales ;  He  wills 
The  gift  of  giant  strength  shall  do  for  Him 
The  giant  deed  —  wills  that  the  odorous  rose 
Shall  shed  its  odors  on  the  summer  winds, 
And  in  this  equipoise  life  is  fulfilled. 


The  old  man  sleeps  the  eternal  sleep  :  I  feel 

Still  shadows  creeping  in  the  vales  of  life. 

Claiming  their  kingdom  of  oblivion ; 

But  they  must  pause.     Battalions  rise  along 

His  path,  full  armed,  of  words  and  deeds  that  will 

Not  die,  but  hold  dominion  for  his  name ; 

I  join  their  ranks  and  render  him  the  praise 

His  due,  for  his  love  made  my  heart  grow  strong, 

And  lifted  fainting  Hope  to  stalwart  steps, 

And  she  looked  up  and  smiled. 

It  was  his  wont 
To  talk  with  me,  and  fill  my  mind  with  strong 
Deep  thoughts,  expressed  in  sweetness  and  in  light. 
I  chafing  at  life's  ills,  flashed  out  hot  words. 
While  he,  more  g^ave  and  just,  in  equipoise, 
Looking  before  and  after  as  wiser  minds 
Will  look,  with  his  broad  vision  saw  the  truth, 
A  round  clear  star  upon  the  brow  of  night. 


Said  he,  one  day,  "  The  silver  on  my  beard 
Thickens  as  soft  snows  falling  on  the  pine  ; 
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Ere  long  I  go,  and  you  remain  to  do 

Your  task  allotted  in  the  fields  of  life ; 

Fortune,  the  fickle  jade,  may  play  you  pranks 

So  full  of  contradictions  you  will  think 

The  Witch  of  Endor  strides  the  winds,  but  3'ou, 

Self-centred  in  defeat,  must  rise  again; 

Must  learn  to  labor  and  to  wait,  go  forth 

In  sorrow  and  return  with  precious  sheaves  — 

Lifl  up  the  cross,  then  wear  the  golden  crown. 

*Tis  not  in  wealth,  nor  in  renown,  nor  troops 

Of  friends,  nor  in  the  creeds,  nor  in  fair  words 

Flattering  the  ear,  the  heart  finds  peace,  but  in 

The  doing  all  things  well  thy  hands  may  find 

To  do. 

The  peasant  between  his  garden  walls. 
Tilling  his  soil  with  hard  and  patient  hand 
To  earn  his  daily  bread,  may  find  therein 
A  kingdom  wide  as  all  this  world  to  him  — 
A  Caesar  crowned  in  Rome  could  find  no  more. 


'*  Those  loved  as  friends  may  turn,  and  hate  pursue, 
And  laggard -footed  love  be  slow  to  come ; 
Wealth  may  elude,  and  hope  wrench  out  thy  heart 
In  agony ;  and  slander  follow  thee 
As  scorpions  tongued  with  fire ;  and  envy  dog 
Thy  steps,  and  enemies  whisper  each  to  each 
Of  the  mark  of  Cain  upon  thy  branded  brow 
Though  thy  poor  heart  be  white  as  driven  snow;  — 
And  thy  own  ficsh  and  blood  may  turn  and  rend 
Thee  twain  —  Ingratitude,  the  marble  fiend  I  — 
Possess  thy  soul  in  peace,  stand  up,  be  strong, 
Lifl  up  thy  hand  and  grasp  the  golden  chaih ; 
Remember  justice  will  prevail; — though  foOls 
Treading  their  ways  with  but  a  flickering  light 
Exalt  tiiemselves,  the  clouds  will  pass,  and  they, 
Dazed  by  the  truth,  will  tumble  to  the  dust. 


"  A  IIuss,  surrounded  by  the  regal  pomp 
Of  pope  and  kings,  burned  at  the  stake,  will  rise 
And  stand  sun-crowned  for  centuries,  while  they. 
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The  vile  accusing  crowd,  leave  names  to  rot 
In  infamy. 

Remember  justice  will 
Prevail,  so  let  thy  heart  be  right,  then  winds 
Adverse  will  soften  to  the  calm  of  peace, 
And  rock  thee  gently  as  a  child  to  sleep." 
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FROM  AN  UNPUBLISHED  MANUSCRIF1\ 


THE  genuine  love  of  one  poor  heart  has  more 
Of  power  to  build  another  to  the  skies, 
Adorned  with  virtue's  fairest  ornaments, 
A  monument  of  calm  delight,  than  all 
The  gold  of  Ind.     Ancestral  pride  may  hedge 
Divinity,  but  time  demands  that  truth 
Shall  flow  forever  on,  to  give  new  life. 
Freshen  impulse,  to  meet  new  men,  new  things, 
That  strive  for  full  development,  and  grope. 
Or  fight  for  that  sweet  air  God  meant  for  them. 
And  yet  old  men,  who  should  be  wise,  are  dulled. 
Are  narrowed  by  their  baser  sense  ;  — they  live 
For  food,  for  clothes,  for  house,  for  lands,  as  though 
The  world  was  toned  and  keyed  to  vulgar  use, 
And  Love's  young  cry,  to  them,  is  feebleness; 
The  trumpet  of  a  winged  dream,  which  comes 
And  goes  with  silly  sorrowings  in  its  path. 
But  it  may  come,  a  messenger  of  peace, 
A  new-made  force ;  an  abiding  strength  ;  a  voice 
Mellowed  to  sing  sweet  songs ;  an  arm  sinewed 
To  cut  and  car\e  out  freedom  for  the  oppressed  ; 
An  eve  to  see  those  far  decrees  in  which 
Are  writ  the  nation's  destinies ;  a  tongue 
To  guide  the  unwary  in  the  paths  of  peace. 
And  speak  the  hallowed  sympathy  which  lifts 
The  stricken  one  to  life,  and  love,  and  hope. 
Love  is,  in  man's  strange  destinies,  a  force. 
However  checked  or  turned,  that  will  come  back, 
Take  up  its  course,  trend  on,  and  bear  the  heait 
To  its  final  peace. 
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THE  DEAD  EARL. 


THE  earl  is  dead  !     The  earl  can  never  die. 
He  was  a  Jew,  you  say,  and  curl  in  scorn 
Your  lip,  proud  England  !     Don't  forget  that  eye 

In  whose  dark  orbs  the  Jewish  fires  were  born. 
Those  lips  that  in  your  Commons  would  be  lieard. 

You  rose  to  throttle  him,  and  spurned  his  race. 
But  with  the  power  of  truth  in  each  strong  word 

He  did  o'ertop  your  might,  and  seize  his  place 
By  a  title  older  than  your  parchment  Lord  — 

The  might  of  mind,  which  seas  cannot  restrain. 
That  can't  be  baffled  by  the  monarch's  sword. 

In  that  dead  presence  pause,  and  sing  refrain 
Of  music  deep  and  solemn.     Though  a  Jew, 
He  forced  the  sceptre  from  your  hand,  and  ruled  o'er  you. 
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FEAR  not,  the  years  will  bring  thee  love,  and  crown 
Thy  failing  life  with  gold.     The  heart  that  gives 
lis  sympathy  will  find  that  sympathy 
Returned.     If  we  but  seek  to  bless,  each  smile, 
Each  kindly  deed  and  word  that  thrills  with  joy 
Another  heart,  is  held  in  ti*ust  for  thee. 
And  will  return  some  day  a  drop  of  dew 
To  the  parched  tongue,  a  note  of  dulcet  sound 
Amid  discord.     Fear  not,  the  broad  blank  waste 
Of  this  thy  solitude  will  yet  start  springs 
And  flowers  from  the  sands.     The  black  night  falls> 
It  is  the  herald  of  the  coming  morn ; 
Clouds  rise,  but  change  beneath  the  passing  glance 
And  disappear  within  the  upper  sea. 
The  pansy  droops  —  the  chance  dew  kisses  it, 
And  mai^vellous  purples  soften  in  its  leaves. 
The  measure  of  thy  life  was  made  to  fill, 
And  what  of  love  and  happiness  thy  heart 
Can  bear,  in  the  future  lies  in  store  for  thee, 
And  at  the  appointed  time  it  will  be  thine. 
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A    MILTON  in  his  Cambridge  shade, 
Il-PenseroRo  music  made ; 
But  sweet  L'Allegro  ^ings  as  well, 
In  village  street  and  rustic  dell ; — 
Will  schoolmen  say  that  all  his  art 
Came  from  his  school,  not  from  his  heart; 
I  tell  them  true  Promethean  flame 
From  College  altar  never  came. 

Though  Trinity,  with  windows  dight 
With  many  a  softly  chequered  light. 
With  storied  hall  and  curfew  bell 
To  sing  the  day's  departing  knell. 
Inspired  Wordsworth  to  express 
In  song  their  cultured  loveliness ; — 
The  shepherds  on  the  Cumbrian  hills, 
With  deeper  tone  his  music  fills ; 
And  wakes  within  profounder  thought, 
Than  Cambridge  ever  in  him  wrought ; 
And  made  him  master  over  all 
The  sages  in  the  classic  hall. 

The  impulse  was  divine  that  made 
The  poet  turn  from  classic  shade 
And  give  his  heart  and  song  to  bless 
Abiding  nature's  loveliness ; 
Exalt  the  shepherd  and  the  life 
Away  from  mad  ambition's  strife ; — 
The  life  they  lived  on  Roman  hill. 
Before  her  temples,  lives  there  still, 
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The  life  that  comes  when  columns  fall, 

And  temples  lie  beneath  a  pall, 

Communing  with  the  grass  and  flower, 

That  noften  arch  and  ruined  tower ; 

And  dreams  the  dreams  of  peaceful  days 

O'er  buried  nations*  silent  ways; — 

The  poet,  simple,  grand  of  soul, 

To  Nature's  inner  temple  stole. 

And  made  companion  of  the  rain. 

And  of  the  river  in  the  plain  ; 

Of  morning  dews  and  evening  mist 

That  touched  the  hills  with  amethyst; 

And  of  the  brood  of  summer  flies 

That  flash  and  weave  before  the  eyes; — 

So  Nature  used  him  as  her  voice. 

To  sing,  and  make  the  world  rejoice ; 

Not  with  the  blare  of  trump  and  drum, 

As  when  returning  legions  come  ; 

But  with  the  spirit  lifted  high 

To  that  still  joy  when  God  is  nigh. 

The  art  may  be  of  any  school 

To  mould  and  shape  the  rythmic  rule; 

But  Nature's  essence  is  the  soul 

That  gives  the  fragrance  to  the  whole. 

An  untaught  Burns  in  daisy  field. 

And  busy  Shakespeare  in  the  street. 

The  sceptre  of  the  master  wield 

And  bring  the  whole  world  to  their  feet; — 

Though  like  June  mornings  full  and  clear, 

Their  bursting  rhymes  fall  on  the  ear, 

A  tangle  of  melodious  sound, 

They  fill  with  magic  earth  around ; — 

They  charm  the  peasant  at  his  plow. 

And  charm  the  princess  with  the  glow. 

Of  finest  feeling  she  can  know. 

And  charm  philosopher  and  king 

To  hear  the  untaught  poets  sing. 
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OUR  poet  dead  ?   ah  no !    he  lives,  will  live 
In  all  the  world  where  songs  are  sweet  and  hearts 
Are  kind  ;  where  love  intelligence  and  toil 
Lift  up  our  lives  to  that  content  which  comes 
To  bless  the  dutiful  and  just. 

Around 
Our  fires  at  eve  —  calm  privacy  of  home  — 
This  poet  steals  into  our  midst,  and  breathes 
Such  melodies  all  hearts  forget  their  griefs. 
And  then,  if  ever  feel  the  home  to  be 
The  vessel  fashioned  by  the  hand  divine, 
Wherein  life's  treasures  can  be  kept  all  pure 
And  sanctified.     His  name  at  such  an  hour 
Will  smooth  the  wrinkled  brow  of  care,  and  light 
New  fires  in  children's  eyes  to  hear  his  songs. 
And  teach  the  youth  and  maid  of  that  pure  love, 
The  man's  security  and  woman's  crown. 

Let  other  poets  sound  the  trump  of  war, 
And  stir  ambition  in  the  blood  ;  he  calls, 
With  mellow  lute,  the  social  virtues  home ;  — 
Inspired  by  him,  the  violet  and  rose 
Breathe  fragrance  opulent,  so  rare  and  sweet 
The  spices  of  the  East  dull  on  the  sense ; 
And  when  he  sings  within  our  common  ways. 
An  Eden  lies  about  us  everywhere. 

Not  only  this,  the  poet  of  the  home. 
But  kings,  in  whom  the  right  and  law 
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Incarnate,  rule  the  millions  for  their  peace, 
May  lend  an  ear  to  him,  and  learn  to  serve 
That  nations  may  be  free. 

Not  filled  with  power 
Half  wild,  companioned  with  the  winds  that  fly 
Their  pinions  'mid  the  mountain  peaks,  nor  yet 
Of  those  who  love  the  sea's  vast  solitude, 
Who  find  in  nature's  silence  busy  tongues 
To  lure  them  out  in  trackless  wastes,  he  like 
The  dove,  forever  hovers  round  our  homes. 
And  tells  his  love,  and  teaches  we  have  hearts 
To  feel  and  hands  to  do ;  that  solitude 
Is  selfishness,  however  luminous 
The  gifls  of  genius  make  its  haunts;  that  man 
Is  linked  to  brother  man  in  endless  chains ; 
That  maid  and  matron,  beggar  king,  and  youth 
And  age  are  fellow  voyagers ;  let  love 
Or  hate,  ambition  or  humility 
Unfurl  the  sails,  God  will  control  the  helm. 

Then  grateful,  let  us  render  thanks  that  he 
Was  sent  to  this  rough  w.orld  to  soften  it. 
And  teach  the  millions  listening  to  his  songs. 
So  charmed  they  can  but  list,  that  down  beneath 
The  harsh  discords  of  daily  care  and  toil, 
There  are  bright  seas  of  peace  on  which  to  sail 
Our  shallow  barks  to  the  latest  shores  of  time ; 
That  clouds  may  come,  and  yet  behind  them  lie 
The  promise  and  the  hope,  and  not  despair ; 
That  in  his  life  we  see  how  man  can  live 
Void  of  offence,  and  just  to  all  the  world. 

The  master  spirits  of  the  world,  that  point 
The  way  and  mould  the  heart  for  millions,  come 
As  come  the  sunbeams  from  the  primal  fount, 
And  kiss  the  earth  to  burgeon  into  truth 
And  faith  and  bliss. 

Ambitious  Caesar  treads 
Out  myriad  lives  beneath  the  hoof  of  war. 
Napoleon  marshals  men  to  fight  for  power. 
And  shallow  statesmen  crown  the  expedient 
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As  God's  own  law ;  —  they  fill  the  world  with  noise 
Not  truth,  and  when  the  fabrics  thev  have  built 
Have  crumbled  in  the  dust,  with  Silence 
Brooding  the  cars  their  names  have  ruled,  this  bard, 
Like  the  morning  lark  above  some  ruined  tower, 
Will  rise  and  sing,  and  cheer  the  myriads  on 
Their  way,  who  bear  tried  truths,  sure  hopes. 
Real  riches,  to  the  ages  waiting  them. 
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I. 

THE  nations  come  and  go,  a  stream 
Perpetual,  and  leave  faint  trace 
Of  law,  of  art,  religion,  place  — 
Dim  figures  of  a  passing  dream. 

The  eye  is  keen,  and  still  the  ear, 

The  instinct  subtle,  which  can  find 
The  rarest  jewels  of  the  mind, 

Left  by  the  poet  and  the  seer; 

And  find  the  trailing  threads  of  light 

The  nations  weave,  as  on  thev  move 
In  stately  column,  bound  bv  love. 

Or  by  hate  broken  into  night. 

The  people  at  the  morning's  gate 

Assembled  watch  the  rising  ray, 
To  hail  the  prophet  of  the  day, 

For  whom  all  ages  stand  and  wait. 

And  when  one  comes,  unselfish,  calm, 
With  kindling  eye  and  love  for  truth, 
He  gives  to  them  immortal  youth, 

And  to  their  sorrows  healing  balm. 


Yet  every  people  finds  its  priest. 
Its  myth,  philosophy  and  law. 
But  never  yet  the  age  that  saw 

Communion  table  where  could  feast 
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The  soul  of  Gentile  and  of  Jew, 

The  Brahmin  and  Mohammedan, 
The  Christian  and  a  Genghis  Khan, 

Platonic  Greek  and  Vandal  crew. 


II. 


Upon  the  Nile  the  Pharaohs  reared 

Colossal  temples  to  their  gods ; 

And  millions  kissed  the  tyrant  rods 
Of  learned  priests  those  millions  feared. 

We  wander  dimlv,  seek  to  find 

In  ruined  Thebes  and  Pyramid, 

The  force  of  thought  within  them  hid, 

The  spirit  of  the  Egyptian  mind. 

In  her  Osiris,  Isis,  see 

Her  symbols  of  religious  thought ; 

See  gods  she  worshipped,  faiths  she  taught, 
In  cats  embalmed  and  scarabse. 

In  Manu's  code,  lawgiver,  priest, 

Chained  India  in  a  slave's  control. 
They  did  not  feed  the  Hindoo's  soul, 

Nor  speak  for  freedom  in  the  East. 

Confucius  lived,  the  Chinese  sage, 

And  twenty  centuries  he  has  wrought 
Idolatry  in  human  thought, 

In  history  the  blackest  page. 

The  Grecians  peopled  earth  and  air 
With  Deities  born  of  the  mind. 
So  human  quest  can  never  find 

Another  land  more  rich  and  fair. 

The  Persian  sought  within  the  sun 

The  symbol  of  his  sovereign  god; 
His  land  is  bowed  beneath  the  rod. 

What  he  has  lost  Mahomet  won. 
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But  what  the  lesson  all  have  left? 

That  man  cannot  from  nature's  laws 
Discover  Him,  the  great  First  Cause, 

Nor  climb  to  light  of  Him  bereft. 

III. 

Then  came  the  One  of  Galilee, 
A  very  God  serene  and  high, 
Who  bore  his  forehead  in  the  sky, 

With  love  for  every  land  and  sea. 

Before  his  face  the  ancient  lands, 

With  myth,  philosophy  and  creed, 
Fade  out  of  sight ;  he  holds  the  need 

Of  all  the  nations  in  his  hands. 

Then  came,  as  from  the  Asian  hills, 

Our  herald  of  a  new-born  day ; 

New  Elngland's  Moses  leads  the  way 
To  promised  lands,  and  strikes  the  rills 

Of  sweeter  truths  from  hearts  of  stone ; 
From  pulpit  school  and  field  and  mart. 
From  Churchman's  creed  and  statesman's  art. 

Drives  out  old  faiths  to  die  alone. 

He  ranges  lands  and  sails  the  sea, 
And  searches  heathen  altar  fires ; 
There  finds  devotion  that  expires  — 

Finds  in  the  Christ  the  truth  to  be. 

He  wanders  through  the  ancient  East, 

And  brings  with  him  the  Brahmin's  lore, 
And  brings  with  him  of  Plato's  store. 

The  daintiest  food  for  godly  feast. 

And  like  a  wise  man  from  the  West, 
He  delves  the  East's  colossal  calm. 
And  finds  pale  death  beneath  the  palm. 

That  life's  in  action,  not  in  rest. 
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From  Chinese  sage,  and  Manu's  law, 
And  from  the  temples  of  the  Nile, 
And  from  the  Christ  who  could  not  smile. 

So  deep  the  human  woe  he  saw ; 

Our  prophet  culls  the  richest  thought, 

With  each  stands  on  his  Pisgah's  height. 
With  each  divines  his  purest  light. 

And  in  our  hearts  that  light  has  wrought. 

He  lays  his  ear  close  to  the  lips 

Of  silent  Sphinx  and  hears  her  speak, 
To  wise  Egyptian's,  learned  Greek, 

And  takes  her  words  on  finger  tips, 

And  traces  them  on  granite  shore 

Of  cold  New  England,  so  may  read 

Her  scholars  for  the  scholars*  need. 
Her  peoples  for  the  people's  lore. 

With  Pythian  priestess,  gold  tripod, 
He  will  ascend  Parnassus'  height. 
And  sit  to  learn  whence  came  hc;r  light. 

And  whence  the  power  of  Grecian  God. 

With  Zoroaster  bows  the  sun. 

Not  that  he  loves  sun-worshipping. 

But  that  in  bowing  he  may  bring 
The  Persian's  jewels,  lightly  won. 

• 

From  stoic  Cato  learns  to  love 

His  Roman  virtues,  and  to  fight 

The  selfish,  sensual  Sybarite, 
And  act  on  impulse  from  above. 

Not  India's  Vishnu  holds  the  earth 

In  stronger  arms  of  love's  embrace, 
Than  this  calm  man,  who  sets  his  face 

To  truth  and  beauty  from  his  birth. 
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As  Noah's  dove,  o'er  gloomy  waste 
He  seeks  a  promise  for  the  heart, 
A  resting  place  for  song  and  art, 

And  for  the  truth  a  sweeter  taste ;  — 

He  steals  Promethean  fires  to  warm 

Our  chilling  hearts,  and  light  the  glow 
Of  charity  in  all  below, 

Bind  all  in  one  fraternal  arm  ;  — 

Bind  Briton  and  American 
•     As  brothers  in  a  strong  embrace, 
To  silence  strife  for  power  and  place, 
And  build  the  unity  of  man. 

So  leaving  cold  New  England  soil 
He  flitteth  as  a  mystery. 
Through  every  land  and  history, 

And  of  their  wisdom  gathers  spoil. 

And  of  their  music  gathers  song, 
As  fine  as  any  human  ear 
Attuned  to  harmony  can  hear. 

As  high  as  to  the  gods  belong. 

Large  is  his  heart  and  calm  his  eye, 
And  subtle  too,  his  finer  sense. 
To  see  for  ill  its  recompense. 

That  time  will  never  crown  a  lie ; 

That  Liberty  must  ever  be 

The  end  and  aim  of  every  law. 
And  nations  bend  the  brow  in  awe 

To  Him  who  rules  the  land  and  sea. 

Slave  to  no  creed,  he  builds  no  plan. 

He  seeks  the  truth  for  truth's  own  sake, 
And  never  martvr  at  the  stake 

Holds  firmer  faith  in  God  and  man.  — 
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And  with  an  instinct  keen  and  clear. 
He  hears  the  music  of  the  wood, 
The  field  and  sea,  and  sees  its  good. 

And  wins  a  million  ears  to  hear. 

Why  mourn  him  dead?     We  should  not  mourn, 
For  he  has  lived  the  fruitful  years. 
As  live  the  poets  and  the  seers, 

And  lighter  is  the  burden  borne 

By  all  the  race,  since  he  has  given 

Philosophy  with  clearer  eye, 

And  wider  wing  for  Poesy, 
To  lift  mankind  the  nearer  heaven. 

MH€  to,  1882, 
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MY   SOLITUDE. 


CRCESUS  the  rich  man  glittering  on  the  hill, 
And  Croesus  glittering  in  the  vale,  both  think 
Me  poor,  and  shed  their  pity  on  my  head. 
Tlicy  ride  in  carriages,  I  walk ;  they  drink 
Cliampagne  and  I  Cochituate  ;  they  lounge 
On  damask,  I  beneath  the  trees  lie  down 
On  the  green  earth  for  rest  and  dreams.     They  throng 
Their  perfumed  rooms  with  chattering  magpies,  who. 
In  calm  complacency,  do  feel  themselves 
Superior,  sublime,  supreme ;  they  talk 
Of  what?     The  little  shallow  this  and  that. 
That  sparkles  on  the  stream  of  their  thin  lives, 
As  bubbles  on  the  meadow  rivulet. 
My  poverty  to  them  is  criminal. 
And  they  would  clap  me  in  the  cell,  because 
1  cannot  swim  a  goldfish  in  their  globe. 

How  little  know  they  of  my  wealth,  still  less 
Of  my  companionship.     I  walk  the  street. 
Or  in  the  wood  I  wind  a  devious  path. 
But  not  alone. 

Last  eve,  to  Sunset  Rock 
I  climbed,  and  called  around  my  company. 
Tom  Hood,  pale-faced  and  thin,  with  fantasies 
Grotesque  and  mellow,  with  the  love  for  earth's 

:  :8ad  ones,,  caipcf  languidly,  and  sat  with  me ; 
:Antl  we  tMd'kiaeh  and  sing  and  make  fine  sport 
Of  poor  Miss  Kilmansegg,  so  rich  in  gold 

J    An^t  poor  in  soul ;  and  shed  some  tender  tears 

:  -Of  geruinc  sympathy  for  that  fair  one 

Still  more  unfortunate  ;  and  while  we  wept, 
Irhjfeard.the.cUtter  of  a  hoof,  turned  round. 
There  r(»de'tKe- Giant  of  the  Commonwealth, 
With  Charles'  head  upon  his  sword.     Avaunt! 
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r  cricil,  when  11(^x1  aiul  1  launched  at  his  hrea>t 
An  epigram,  and  flung  him  out  of  sight. 
An  odor  came  as  of  sweet  violets, 
Or  roses  of  the  perfumed  June,  as  dull 
And  slumbrous  as  of  bleeding  grapes:     I  looked, 
And  young  Will  Shakespeare,  covered  o*er  with  flowers 
Came  dancing  to  us  from  a  copse  of  trees. 
Touching,  from  a  harp  he  held,  such  wild-wood  notes. 
Such  ravishing,  confusing  melodies. 
With  transports  we  were  mad,  and  sprang,  anon, 
To  horse,  and  ran  a  tilt  at  Agincourt, 
Or  with  the  Moor  we  burst  with  jealous  rage. 
Or  with  poor  Woolsey  swam  upon  his  sea 
Of  bubbles  ;  or  with  agile  sprite  Sir  Puck 
We  clogged  the  world's  great  wheels  with  cobwebs  thin. 

The  ecstasy  no  more,  a  grave  old  man 
Stood  by  my  side,  and  lifted  to  the  west 
His  eyes,  and  pointed  to  the  sinking  sun. 
To  trailing  glories  flaming  up ;  he  spoke ; 
Day's  axle  then  stood  still,  and  fixed  were  all 
The  crimson  grandeurs  of  the  firmament 
To  let  me  see,  and  read,  as  he  did  read. 
Adding  to  Nature's  loveliness  the  calm 
Sweet  elevation,  lustre  of  his  mind. 
In  words  like  manna  falling  from  the  sky, 
To  feed  my  hungry  soul  and  make  it  full. 
And  he  did  lift  me  with  his  spirit's  force 
Until  I  felt  me  pendent  as  an  orb. 
Full  in  the  midst  of  sunset's  crimson  arch 
Ethereal ;  —  thus  Wordsworth  was  my  friend. 

My  neighbor  Croesus  came,  I  turned  to  him 
With  deferential  mien,  and  pointed  west ; 
He  looked  :     "  What  see  you  there?  "    lie  said,  and  I, 
Exulting  and  expansive,  burst  in  praise 
Of  cloud,  of  sky,  of  rich  rare  coloring, 
Of  Nature  lavish  of  her  wealth,  as  though 
Elach  pencil  of  the  sun  shot  'thwart  my  soul 
Enraptured  it  with  ecstasy  of  pure 

Delight.     The  cold  and  gray-eyed  saint  said  "  Fudge !" 
And  disappeared  within  his  gold-fish  globe. 
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I  turned  me  home,  slow  walked,  but  such  a  troop 
Kept  compaity  !     And  lo !  the  ancient  kings 
With  sceptre  sovereign  for  an  hour  came  up ; 
Their  ermines  rustled  on  the  evening  wind. 
And  stirred  them  languidly ;  and  princesses, 
Young  phantoms  of  delight,  in  circles  danced ; 
And  Plato  left  his  porch,  and  verily  sang 
His  musical  philosophy  to  me ; 
Diogenes,  plump  in  my  path,  would  have 
His  jest  ere  he  would  move ;  and  e'en  Voltaire 
The  Scoffer,  hobbling  with  me,  thrust  his  crutch 
Clean  through  a  church  door  as  for  liberty, 
Then  set  all  Europe  in  a  roar  with  wit  — 
In  fine,  the  great  men  of  the  past,  their  deeds. 
Their  pregnant  words,  and  faces  wreathed  in  smiles 
For  me  enpeopled  all  the  air,  and  winged 
It  with  the  lustres  of  all  history, 
A  cloud  of  golden  dust,  to  close  me  in. 
And  arch  me  to  my  door  —  I  was  not  poor ; 
My  regal  company  to  me  was  peace. 

yune  ijj  1882, 


WEBSTER.  105 


WEBSTER. 

CENTENARY    CELEBRATION    OF    HIS    BIRTH    AT 

MARSHFIELD,     1 882. 


YE  sons  of  Massachusetts  gather  now 
In  sackcloth  and  in  ashes  —  come  as  one 
In  deep  repentance  —  shed  your  tears  and  hiy 
Your  hiurels  on  the  grave  by  tlie  sounding  sea, 
Where  lies  the  dust  of  him  you  stung  to  death, 
As  bees  may  sting  the  lion  till  he  dies. 

He  honored  you  in  faith,  in  deed,  in  speech. 
As  never  man  before  had  honored  you ;  — 
No  earl  of  England  in  his  haughtiest  pride 
Could  reach  his  simple  Saxon  strength  of  speech. 
Which,  tethered  to  his  passion's  force,  swept  pavSt 
Like  deep-toned  thunders  through  the  sky  ;  —  there  shone 
Electric  lightnings  in  his  eye,  whose  glance 
Could  shock  and  thrill  the  hosts  of  Faneuil  Hall 
And  Bunker  Hill ;  —  and  when  the  sombre  brow 
Of  Revolution  sought,  with  stealthy  tread. 
With  lies  disguised  in  the  honeyed  words  of  truth, 
With  daggers*  points  the  Union's  arteries, 
His  clarion  voice  sent  terrors  through  the  land. 
And  the  monster  quailed  before  his  angry  front. 

He  looked  upon  your  barren  rock-bound  hills, 
Then  gave  to  you  a  myriad  iron  hands 
To  multiply  your  wealth  and  make  you  great 
lie  strode  among  your  hills  and  city  streets 
A  Jupiter,  unrivalled  in  his  port 
And  mien,  beneath  whose  shaggy  brows  you  sxuv 
The  beetling  caverns  of  the  gods ;  he  thought. 
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And  in  his  brain  the  great  republic  took 

New  shape  and  mould,  to  grow  through  all  its  years, 

As  he  conceived,  in  policy  and  law. 

He  was  too  big  for  your  small  shores —  his  great 
Thought  grasped  the  total  land,  and  great  heart  beat 
Along  Atlantic  and  Pacific  seas,  along 
The  Northern  lakes,  thence  to  the  sunny  Gulf — 
But  you,  all  pinched  and  narrowed  by  your  cold 
March  winds,  provincial  prejudice,  and  eyes 
Visioned  alone  for  spelling-books,  and  faults 
That  spot  and  mar  the  best  of  men,  saw  not 
His  wide  horizon  sweep,  and  so  you  strove 
Like  Liliputs  to  bind  this  Hrobdignag 
With  pegs  and  strings  of  venom. 

"  False  he  was 
To  God  and  Liberty,"  you  cry ;   no  you 
Were  false  not  he ;   for  he  had  faith  that  in 
Good  time  the  Cancer  feeding  on  itself 
Must  die  ;  for  God  and  Liberty  in  press. 
In  pulpit,  school,  in  book  and  song,  and  at 
The  family  altars  of  the  land,  did  reign 
Supreme  in  vast  majority  of  power ; 
And  these  in  time  must  have  their  perfect  work  — 
God*s  chosen  weapon  is  the  truth,  and  not 
The  sword ;  and  madmen  onlv  seek  its  aid. 

But  he  has  shed  your  threads  as  spiders*  webs, 
And  now,  colossal  and  alone,  his  shade 
Rises  above  the  grave  down  by  the  sea. 
While  gathering  at  his  feet  from  all  the  land. 
Come  dignity,  and  grace,  and  power,  and  wealth, 
To  do  him  honor,  whom  you  sent  in  gloom 
Stumbling  like  a  giant  down  to  his  grave.     I  see 
The  morning  wake  with  him  ;   his  sun  slow  creeps 
The  long  high  arch,  and  in  the  centuries  to  come 
'Twill  glow  and  fill  the  sky  as  with  the  day, 
So  flooding  it  your  petty  lights  will  fade 
To  nothingness. 

And  it  is  well  that  time 
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Should  mellow  hearts,  and  touch  with  love  the  chords 

Where  darker  passions  voiced  their  hate.     I  count 

It  true,  a  land  to  live  and  thrive  in  love 

Must  honor  its  illustrious  dead,  and  so 

Itself  will  honor;  livinj^  men  will  then 

Take  heart,  and  with  divinest  energy 

Will  strive  for  mercy  and  for  truth,  and  build 

The  state  symmetrical  and  grand  and  strong, 

As  vast  cathedrals  grow  into  the  sky. 

The  faults  that  mar  our  choicest  men  are  but 

The  mark  and  symbol  of  mortality  ;  — 

The  kingly  intellect,  the  great  warm  heart, 

The  fiery  tongue  of  eloquence,  the  slow 

Sure  step  of  reason  climbing  to  the  truth. 

The  life  devoted  to  its  countrv's  needs  — 

These  make  the  man,  and  not  his  faults. 


I  see. 
As  time  puts  out  the  dim  lights  of  to-day. 
Pale  students,  stalwart  men,  grave  senators, 
And  men  who  reverence  the  noblest  works  of  God, 
And  orators  of  pulpit  and  of  forum. 
And  the  many-handed  people  who  will  bear 
This  great  Republic  on  their  sinewy  backs. 
All  move  with  measured  tread  and  reverent  thought 
To  touch  the  rock  the  Pilgrims  sanctified. 
And  then  turn  north  to  the  grave  down  by  the  sea, 
Forgetting  all  the  mortal  part  of  him. 
Their  greatest  son,  to  bow  and  clothe  his  tomb 
With  wreaths  of  reverence  and  of  lasting  love. 
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THE  TRULY  GREAT. 


A  NELSON  on  the  quarter  deck, 
A  Wellington  at  Waterloo, 
Hurling  at  foes  a  fiery  wreck, 

We  crown  as  great  men,  and  as  true. 

A  Newton  in  vast  solitude, 

Walking  alone  on  Nature's  height, 
With  searching  eye,  does  not  intrude  — 

She  opens  to  him  wide  her  light. 

And  speaks  to  him  as  to  a  friend, 
And  bids  him  carry  to  the  world 

Her  first  great  law,  and  we  commend  — 
He  has  the  universe  unfurled. 


A  Metternich,  who  subtle,  wise. 

Combines  the  world  against  one  man, 

To  still  the  nations*  battle  cries. 

And  twine  their  arms  in  peace  again ;  — 

A  Franklin,  calm  and  keen  of  wit. 

Whose  cunning  thought  and  lightning  glance 

Beat  back  old  England,  deftly  hit 

With  the  shaft  of  love  the  heart  of  France;  — 


A  Washington,  who  stands  alone. 
The  Doric  column  of  the  State, 

Higher  than  monarch  on  his  throne. 
The  greatest  man  among  our  great ;  — 
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We  call  these  great ;  —  he  too  is  great 

Who,  patient  under  toil  and  cross, 
Toils  on«  submissive  to  his  fate. 

And  counting  all  but  duty,  dross. 

We  honor  statesmen,  sceptred  kings ;  — 

So  crown  the  village  blacksmith  who 
His  limber  sledge  light-hearted  swings. 

And  to  his  homely  task  is  true. 

The  ploughman  o'er  his  furrow  bent. 

From  rising  to  the  setting  sun. 
Starlights  our  earthly  firmament. 

As  warriors  with  their  battles  won. 

The  maid  who  in  her  cottage  home, 

First  loved  and  then  deserted,  finds 
Jn  duly  done  light  in  her  gloom. 

Has  found  the  peace  of  greatest  minds. 

The  gilded  mansion  flaunts  alofl 

Its  colored  banners  in  the  sky, 
And  fills  its  halls  with  airs  as  soft 

As  come  the  airs  from  Araby ;  — 

But  a  softer  air  and  light  may  be 

In  the  humble  home  where  all  the  years, 

Against  the  woes  of  poverty. 
Toil  hearts  in  love  and  shed  no  tears. 

The  great  are  not  alone  who  shine, 

Arrest  the  ear,  command  the  eye ; 
Who  in  the  shadowy  arts  refine. 

Who  as  religious  martyrs  die. 

The  truly  g^eat  is  he  who  sees 

The  truth  complete  within  his  sphere. 
And  toils  each  day  his  God  to  please. 

And  from  the  wrong  retreats  in  fear. 


no 
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And  though  he  lives  unknown  to  fame, 
And  friends  are  few  and  lot  is  hard, 

Recording  angels  write  his  name 
With  pens  of  steel  in  His  regard. 
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AWAY  with  schools  —  let  me  be  free  !  I  know 
The  fire  that  in  me  burns,  the  thought  I  have, 
My  power's  impulses,  what  I  can  achieve  — 
My  own  ideals,  rising  from  the  seas 
Whereon  I  set  my  sails  for  eternal  shores, 
Like  Venus  from  the  foam.     Your  laws  of  art 
Suppress  the  apt  expression,  quench  the  fire 
And  freeze  the  tongue ;  —  your  pride  is  shallowness, 
Your  pale  professor,  rigid  and  exact. 
The  spirit  of  art  eludes  and  leaves  him  husks 
With  which  to  feed  his  worshipers.     If  art 
And  learning  waited  you  ;  if  Franklin  Morse 
And  Fulton  did  not  speak  until  you  smiled. 
The  world  might  grind  its  wheels  in  ancient  grooves 
Till  ground  to  indistinguishable  dust. 

In  the  shadows  of  the  Umbrian  hills  there  sat, 
Ages  ago,  a  shepherd  boy ;  inspired 
By  rock  and  tree  and  spreading  pasture  lands. 
By  the  honest  faces  of  his  feeding  flocks. 
He  pencilled  his  companions  on  the  rocks  — 
Rude  pencillings,  but  genius  through  them  shone 
As  sunbeams  through  the  branches  of  the  thorn. 
The  pride  of  Florence,  Cimabue  saw 
Their  nameless  grace,  and  they  did  win  his  hcait, 
For  here  was  young  deep  life  aglow  —  it  would 
Exude  in  art  as  buds  exude  in  bloom. 

The  boy's  untutored  mind  was  as  a  lake 
On  which  the  flowers  fringing  all  the  shores. 
The  deep  dark  forests,  mountain  peaks,  the  stars. 
And  all  of  Nature*s  opulent  garniture 
Lay  large  and  still,  and  grew  into  his  soui^ 


112  BY    THE    AT^ ANTIC. 

Not  as  gross  bulk  of  power  alone,  but  tinct 
With  the  spirit  of  the  solemn  hills,  soft  fields 
And  airs  of  wild  Fiesole ;  his  heart 
Was  touched  with  Nature's  vivid  life,  and  could 
But  shadow  back  her  colorings,  and  give 
Again  in  pictures  loide  what  she  gave  him. 

No  man  taught  him,  no  school  his  fancy  chained ; 
His  teachers  were  the  cypress  hedges,  trimmed 
In  arithmetic  lines  to  guard  the  fields ; 
The  oleander  and  magnolia  blooms, 
W^hose  soft  pale  rose  and  deep  green  shadows  lit 
The  air  with  velvet  fires ;  the  olive  trees 
That  spread  their  shadows  on  the  Amo's  waves ; 
Carrara's  purple  peaks,  that  sent  their  shades 
Far  towards  the  Pisan  sea ;  the  peasant  homes 
Upon  the  lonely  hills ;   the  ivied  towers. 
Standing  in  garrulous  solitude  upon 
The  distant  rocks ;  the  ilex  tufting  slopes 
Of  mountains  gray  with  time ;  the  pasture  lands 
Checkered  with  parti-colored  green,  on  which 
The  solitudes  their  sombre  mantles  laid  ;  — 
And  in  the  east  the  billowy  Apennines, 
Walling  the  sunrise  from  the  western  sea ; 
The  feeding  flocks  and  faithful  shepherd  dogs, 
W^hose  wants  the  fields  and  Master's  hand  supplied, — 

These  were  his  teachers,  and  they  filled  his  soul 
With  the  brooding  stillness  of  a  summer's  day, 
And  it  drank  in  with  deep  strong  drafts  this  wealth 
Of  Nature  and  her  moods  of  calm.     And  still 
More  deep  than  fair  outline  and  coloring, 
The  white-winged  spirit  of  the  scene — profound 
And  wise,  creative  architect  of  all, 
Which  filled  the  trees  with  bloom,  the  spreading  fields 
With  radiance,  the  rocks  with  barrenness. 
Which  turned  the  mountain  peaks  and  cai-ved  the  lines 
Of  slender  grace  in  willow  branch  and  leaf, 
Moulded  and  schooled  his  soul  and  lifted  it, 
And  set  its  energies  ablaze,  to  fly 
The  fields  of  thought  and  sport  in  regions  where 
Antiquity  with  iron  rule  could  not 
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Enslave,  nor  bind  his  cunning  brush,  nor  fix 
His  generous  blood  in  unprolific  ice. 

The  Church,  throned  in  the  Vatican,  had  seized 
All  art,  and  bound  the  chisel  and  the  brush 
To  do  its  work  as  galley  slaves ;  pi'oclaimed 
Her  rule  of  taste  in  geometric  laws. 
Decreed  the  wings  of  genius  should  not  shine 
Save  in  her  sunbeams.     Cimabue  saw 
That  here  was  Nature's  child,  and  plucked  him  hence 
As  a  yellow  nugget  from  the  mine,  and  gave 
llim  nourishment,  and  strove  to  stamp  his  thought 
Upon  this  genuine  gold ;  but  this  strong  boy, 
Obeying  powers  stirring  in  his  veins. 
Repelled  the  master  and  his  school,  and  wrought 
As  in  him  lay ;  -r-  the  eagle  in  his  flight 
Would  brook  no  creed  for  eye-glance  or  for  wing. 
And  Giotto  cast  the  Church  away  from  him. 
As  a  gigantic  shadow  shutting  out 
The  sun. 

He  seized,  as  his  interpreters, 
The  life  that  breathed  among  his  native  hills  — 
In  gentle  flocks,  in  faithful  dogs,  in  rocks 
All  seamed  and  lichened  o'er  with  age ;  the  trees 
Unfolding  whispering  beauties  to  the  winds ; 
The  checkered  fields  that  smiled  in  scented  flowers, 
And  breathed  a  still  low  hum  of  insect  life  — 
He  nursed  this  mine  of  wealth  to  fill  his  thoughts. 
Then  decked  the  shrines  of  Italy  with  high 
Translations  of  the  Tragedy  Divine, 
Which  shadows  all  the  world,  and  yet  sheds  light 
Immortal  on  the  sorrowing  sons  of  men. 

Forgetting  Rome,  he  went  to  Galilee, 
And  there,  among  the  simple  fishermen. 
In  the  humblest  comer  of  the  world,  he  saw 
The  first  young  beams  of  morning  blush  in  dawn 
As  heralds  of  the  eternal  days  of  peace ; 
And  in  their  midst,  mysterious  and  slow. 
Saw  shadows  creep  of  earth's  great  tragedy 
To  come  in  blood,  and  cloud,  and  earthquake  shock, 
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To  rend  the  veil  between  man  and  his  God. 
He  entered  in  each  scene  as  one  of  it, 
The  form  and  feature  seized,  the  spirit  seized, 
And  made  them  live  on  painted  wall  and  arch 
.    Embodied  as  in  very  flesh  ;  and  Time 

The  impenitent  thief,  whose  lissom  fingers  spread 
Forgetfulness  o'er  man's  best  works,  and  steal 
Them  from  the  eye  of  admiration,  gilds 
His  pictures  with  a  finer  wealth  ;  and  as 
Grave  worshipers  bow  down,  and  students  seek 
For  inspiration,  Giotto's  genius  glows 
Above  them  in  its  natives  fires. 

And  so. 
Genius  will  know  no  law  —  the  ideal  thought, 
Living  within,  will  be  embodied  forth 
A  new  creation  —  stand  apart  a  thing 
Of  life,  complete  and  rounded  in  itself. 

These  passions  which  consume,  these  hopes  that  h 
Our  steps  to  travel  unknown  lands,  these  thoughts 
That  beam  and  reach  into  eternity. 
Will  have  interpreters,  that  we  ourselves. 
Our  proper  and  essential  selves,  may  step 
Into  the  day,  be  seen  of  men,  receive 
Due  meed  of  fame,  and  stand  within  the  niche 
Of  Time's  vast  temple  we  were  made  to  fill. 

So  thank  the  shepherd  boy,  who  lit  his  fires 
From  wild  Carrara's  purple  peaks,  and  dipped 
His  brush  in  oleander  blooms,  and  in 
Gray  solitudes,  and  in  the  olive  shades. 
To  make  the  pictures  of  his  fancy  live 
In  light  the  envious  ages  can't  put  out, 
Nor  cumber  with  oblivion's  envious  pall. 
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HAPPINESS. 


HAPPINESS  is  a  maiden  fair 
With  bright  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair 
And  clotiied  with  silken  robes  ablaze 
With  the  rainbow  tints  of  April  days. 

I  saw  her  in  the  meadows  low, 

Where  clover  blooms  and  daisies  grow ; 

And  I  pursued  her  as  a  youth, 

In  love  with  beauty  and  with  truth  ; 

But  she  flew  on  and  far  away. 

Elusive  as  a  moonlight  ray. 

She  fled  the  meadows,  sought  the  hills. 

And  I  pursued  through  shadow  chills; 

She  flitted  by  the  mountain  streams 

Where  poets  sit  and  coin  their  dreams ; 

She  fled  away  to  the  city's  throng. 

Where  pride  and  poverty  belong ; 

Flew  into  mansions  rich  in  wealth 

Where  virtue  hovered  as  by  stealth ; 

And  I  pursued  to  find  her  there. 

But  always  found  an  empty  chair. 

I  saw  her  in  the  lawyer's  gown, 

And  in  the  pulpits  of  the  town ; 

In  studies  where  with  solemn  looks, 

Sat  Learning  delving  into  books ; 

In  banquet  halls  where  fair  and  gay, 

Youth  glittered  for  a  summer  day  ; 

I  still  pursued,  and  sought  to  touch 

Her  rainbow  robes  with  eager  clutch, 

And  every  time  that  I  snatched  there. 

My  fingers  caught  the  empty  air ; 

But  night  came  on  and  closed  the  race, 

And  I  with  a  sigh  abandoned  chase. 
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And  Duty  is  a  sober  maid, 
With  mild  gray  eye  and  manner  staid 
And  lives  within  her  cottage  door 
In  hob-nailed  shoes  and  pinafore. 

The  night  was  passed,  and  the  morning  sun 

Proclaimed  to  the  world  a  day  begun, 

When  in  her  cottage  clothed  with  vines. 

On  the  river's  bank  beneath  the  pines. 

She  beckoned  to  me  and  I  went  in 

And  sat  me  down  to  see  her  spin ; 

And  as  she  turned  her  spinning  wheel, 

I  felt  its  music  through  me  steal, 

And  a  soft  light  filled  the  humble  room, 

That  made  it  fit  for  an  angel's  home. 

And  through  the  house  there  seemed  to  be 

A  sweet  content  delighting  me. 

No  tapestries  hung  on  the  wall. 

No  gilded  riches  lit  the  hall. 

But  in  the  cottage  'neath  the  pine, 

A  something  lived  that  seemed  divine. 

I  looked  again  as  the  wheel  turned  round 

With  a  busy  hum  and  a  sweet,  low  sound, 

And  by  my  side  in  an  ancient  chair 

Sat  Happiness  the  maiden  fair ; 

And  she  turned  her  eyes  of  heavenly  blue 

To  mix  their  beams  with  the  gray  eye's  hue, 

And  with  her  fingers  light  as  day, 

She  braided  her  gold  with  Duty's  gray. 

And  slipped  her  slippers  of  ivory  and  pearl. 

On  Duty's  feet  as  the  wheel  did  whirl. 

And  her  robes  of  silk  with  rainbows  traced, 

She  bound  with  gold  on  Duty's  waist ; 

And  all  the  while  did  Duty  tread 

Her  sanded  floor  and  spin  her  thread. 

The  truth  was  plain  —  by  Duty's  side, 
Will  Happiness  alone  abide. 
And  no  pursuit  of  her  as  such 
Will  give  her  to  my  selfish  clutch. 


THE   SEA. 
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THE  SEA. 


I   LOVE  the  sea,  I  fear  the  sea, 
It  has  an  untold  charm  for  me ; 
And  when  I  stand  upon  the  shore 
And  look  out  on  its  dreamy  blue, 

It  says  to  me,  "  I  was,  before 
The  hills  arose,  God  spake  to  you." 


I  love  the  sea,  I  fear  the  sea. 
Its  terrors  rise  and  silence  me ; 

For  in  its  voice  of  thunder  tones. 
That  shake  the  earth  and  fill  the  sky, 

I  hear  the  myriad  martyr  groans 
Of  those  who  dared  it  but  to  die. 


Yet  man  will  seize  it  by  the  mane. 
And  dare  his  God  and  it  again ; 

His  spirit  mounts  eternal  snows. 
Would  put  the  curb  on  ocean  waves. 

And  bind  the  fiercest  wind  that  blows, 
Would  bind  the  elements  as  slaves. 


I  stood  today  down  by  the  sea. 
These  are  the  words  it  spake  to  me. 

From  tongues  that  whispered  from  its  blue ; 
"My  pulses  beat  with  sun  and  sun. 

My  bounds  are  set,  not  so  with  you, 
Your  pulses  beat  with  God  as  one. 
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'*  My  bounds  are  set  on  every  land, 
From  frozen  zone  to  tropic  strand ; 

And  when  my  wares  shall  beat  no  more, 
Nor  thunder  on  the  brazen  rocks. 

Nor  whisper  softly  on  the  shore, 
Nor  shake  your  ships  with  earthquake  shocks;- 


'*  And  when  my  pulses  droop  and  die. 
Lulled  in  a  calm  eternity, 

A  being  of  light  you  will  arise, 
And  spread  your  sails  on  shoreless  seas. 

Beneath  the  blue  of  boundless  skies, 
God's  will  and  yours  alone  to  please ; — 


*^  You  will  arise  arid  songs  will  trill. 
When  my  gigantic  voice  is  still ; 

You  will  proclaim  to  God  on  high, 
'  My  spirit  conquers  land  and  sea, 

I  am  your  child  and  cannot  die. 
My  home  is  in  eternity.*" 


Thus  spake  today  the  talking  sea 
In  clear  and  dulcet  tones  to  me, 

And  on  its  waters  fell  a  calm, 
As  soft  and  sweet  as  shadows  fall, 

Inviting  slumber  and  its  balm, 
With  peaceful  rest  to  cover  all; 


THK  EVENING    WALK.  II9 


THE  EVENING  WALK. 


THE  sun  falls  in  the  west ;  I  am  alone, 
And  shadows  rise,  and  they  will  come  to  me 
Unbidden,  stealing  softly  in,  as  come 
Stray  clouds  that  float  within  the  summer  sky. 
I  know  not  whence  they  come,  nor  why,  I  have 
No  power  to  conjure  them  to  come  or  go ; 
But  they  do  prison  me,  and  read  to  me 
The  lessons  of  mortality  —  to-day 
All  hope  and  love,  and  sweet  with  peacefulness ; 
To-morrow  silent  in  forgetfiilness. 

And  yet  I  live,  and  I  will  master  be ; 
I  will  go  out,  and  call  unto  the  hills. 
And  woo  the  valleys,  stretch  my  hands  up  to 
The  sun,  and  to  the  stars,  to  find  my  strength ; 
And  close  to  Nature  will  I  lay  my  ear 
And  gather  power  from  out  her  melodies, 
And  feast  my  eyes  upon  the  golden  fruit 
And  russet  colorings,  and  see  if  she 
Will  bring  to  me  the  clear  and  perfect  day. 

I  walk  —  this  g^ay  stone  wall  has  wise  old  tongues : 
They  tell  me  of  the  ancient  times,  of  fires 
Long  since  gone  out,  of  seas  long  since  as  still 
Upon  these  shores,  as  matin  songs  of  birds 
Who  split  their  throats  in  melody  and  joy. 
Before  the  Pilgrims  brought  here  lov'e  and  hate. 
And  peace  and  war,  to  make  a  Christian  land ! 
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To-day  these  stones  lie  still ;  they  tempt  the  fair 
Young  children,  bickering  in  glee,  to  mount 
And  tread  them  as  the  bubbles  tread  the  waves ; — 
The  blackberry  vines  creep  in  and  out,  and  lay 
Their  softening  leaves  against  the  lichened  gray, 
And  with  their  thorny  bayonets  they  hold 
The  coverts  for  the  squirrels'  home  ;  —  the  fields 
Of  clover,  touched  with  Autumn's  gray,  still  show 
Their  pale-pink  blossoms,  fragrant  with  a  scent 
Of  summer  —  Eaith  must  hold  and  give  her  breath 
For  man's  delight  against  the  white-throned  king, 
Who  sends  the  herald  of  his  snowy  robes, 
In  chill  November  blue,  on  the  sunset  clouds, — 
And  these  do  seize  and  hold  my  thoughts  —  they  cry 
**  Let  in  the  light,  a  human  heart  needs  rest." 

1  turn  into  the  woods,  where  tall  pines  climb 
Aloft,  and  spread  their  flexile  needles  down 
For  odorous  carpeting,  inviting  me 
To  lie  full  length  and  watch  the  sinking  sun 
Up  through  the  narrow  spires,  so  straight  and  tall, 
That  cluster  as  a  company  of  friends ; 
And  each  a  voice  of  music  has  for  all. 
To  make  report  of  what  the  soft  winds  say, 
And  echo  back  the  songs  of  birds,  who  here 
Drink  fragrance  from,  give  music  to,  the  air. 

I  will  not  say  these  pines  are  dumb,  and  have 
No  thrills  of  life  and  joy  ;  why  should  they  stand 
In  social  company,  as  families. 
And  have  no  common  bond,  be  mute  each  to 
His  other  self,  yet  full  of  tongues  to  me? 
In  long  slow  years  they  climb  to  meet  the  sun. 
And  yearly  gain  a  wider  sweep  of  vision ;   life 
Fantastic  architecture  carves  beneath 
Their  shadows,  law  and  truth  there  reign  supreme, 
Working  in  the  constant  miracle  of  growth. 
From  mystic  seed  to  stalwart  tree  and  fruit, — 
Shall  man  alone  be  conscious  of  the  hand 
That  builds,  adorns  this  world  of  teeming  life? 
The  truant  winter  wind,  that  breaks  the  branch, 
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The  woodman's  axe,  that  ruthless  cuts  the  root. 

May  send  a  tremor  through  the  nerves,  and  chill 

The  hearts  that  see  and  understand  their  fate, 

While  we,  duU-souled  and  narrow-eyed,  can  see 

No  pain  to  follow  the  dissevered  life. 

Man's  pride  rears  walls  of  ignorance  to  hem 

Him  in,  and  in  his  narrow  world  he  frets 

And  struts  a  very  Liliput  indeed, 

But  let  him  know  the  woods,  he  will  be  great. 

A  dead  branch  falls  —  within  the  shades  low  down 
The  leafless  branches  hang,  the  sun  shut  ofl* 
Refuses  life  to  them,  and  in  the  shade 
They  die  ;  above,  amid  the  climbing  cones. 
That  swing  and  nod  full  in  the  floods  of  light. 
The  pendent  needles  hang  full  of  young  life. 
And  so  with  men,  the  shadows  drain  our  blood ; 
To  live  and  feel  the  essence  of  sweet  life 
In  trunk,  in  branch,  in  blossom  and  in  fruit. 
We  must  go  out  into  the  sun,  and  up 
Into  the  air,  and  battle  with  the  winds. 
Take  in  the  floods  of  light  at  every  pore  — 
And  so  the  free  winds  make  us  free,  and  so 
The  sun  renews  the  fountains  of  our  strength  ;  — 
Away  ye  shadows,  ye  are  serpents'  teeth 
To  drop  a  deadly  venom  in  the  blood. 
Inviting  slow  decay  to  cut  us  oft'. 
Too  soon  dead  branches  for  the  mother  dust. 

Where  am  I  here?     Within  a  temple  reared 
In  centuries  of  growth  ;  —  and  who  did  plant 
These  columns,  spread  these  arches,  aisles?     Whose  eye 
Conceived  and  traced  the  outlines  of  these  leaves, 
And  made  them  sofl,  and  tinted  them  in  all 
The  hues  the  rainbows  paint  upon  the  clouds  I 
Not  man  at  least  —  the  hand  that  spreads  this  roof, 
The  mind  in  which  this  beauty  had  its  life, 
Arc  infinite  in  power,  and  I  within 
That  hand  am  held  as  deflly  as  the  dew 
Alive  and  trembling  on  the  flower  leaf. 
And  in  this  sacred  temple  comes  his  light. 
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Illumining  trunk  and  branch  and  leaf,  till  here 
1  feel  I  stand  on  holy  ground  indeed. 

And  now  there  falls  upon  me,  like  the  dew 
Upon  the  drooping  columbine,  a  calm 
And  restfulness  uplifting  to  repose. 
The  clouds  that  hovered  in  my  sky  are  gone, 
The  fret  and  worry  of  the  world  where  men 
Contend  for  gloiy  and  for  gold,  send  not 
A  sound  to  me ;  the  sin  and  shame 
Like  cancers  eating  life  from  young  and  old, 
The  passions  withering  victims,  as  in  fire ; 
Ambitions  still  achieving,  still  pursuing 
Prizes  which,  when  won,  will  deepen  greed 
Far  more — this  crowd  of  cloven  hoofs  do  not 
Come  here,  for  this  is  holy  ground,  and  here 
May  come  the  souls  that  would  be  still,  and  be 
Uplifted  with  forgetfulness  of  self. 
And  be  as  one  with  Nature  and  her  life. 

Round  me,  in  columns  dark  and  tall  and  strong. 
Stand  trees,  and  in  the  air  the  branches  hang, 
x\nd  myriad  leaves  suspended  on  the  winds 
Thicken  the  shadows  flowing  round  my  feet. 
And  they  may  fold  me  in  a  muffled  life, 
Pressing  the  aspiring  blood  into  the  earth  ; 
Yet  see  !    there  comes  the  blazing  sun  ;  it  glows 
A  sovereign  king  within  the  sky,  and  pours 
Such  floods  of  light  on  my  environment 
They  break  the  bars,  flow  in  at  every  chink 
And  crevice,  seize  and  lift  me  up  to  ride, 
As  some  triumphant  ship  from  battle  comes. 
Which  sets  all  sail  for  home  and  glorious  peace. 

And  so  my  spirit  bursts  these  narrow  bounds, 
And  shoulders  off* these  shadows;  I  return. 
And  as  the  pensive  twilight  falls  I  light 
My  lamp,  and  in  the  poet's  fancies  soon 
Forget  myself  in  the  fairyland  of  dreams. 
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THE  Sabbath  day  was  clear  and  chill, 
The  sun  rode  in  an  azure  sky, 
Which  with  cold  beauty  won  the  eye, 
And  all  the  winds  were  hushed  and  still. 

Cathedral  bells  with  solemn  tone 
Breathed  music  in  the  upper  deep, 
And  woke  the  slumbering  from  their  sleep 

To  worship  God  and  Him  alone. 

And  thousands  came  with  rough  hard  hands. 
And  faces  bronzed  with  sun  apd  toil. 
Who  had  not  gathered  golden  spoil  — 

Laborers  born  in  many  lands. 

They  crowded  through  the  portals  wide. 
They  flocked  in  waves  along  the  floor, 
As  waters  flow  upon  the  shore, 

A  man}'  headed  human  tide. 

Beneath  the  arches,  mellowed  shone 
Through  many  a  lofty  window  light. 
Apostles*  faces,  Christ  in  might 

Of  kingly  grace,  one  crowned  alone. 

He  bore  the  cross,  a  bar  of  gold, 
And  in  that  chill  December  beam. 
His  halo  as  a  living  dream 

Of  saffron  dawn,  its  story  told. 
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Within  the  window's  mullioned  height, 
On  silver  wings  were  dov  !s  of  peace, 
And  there  were  lambs  with  snowy  fleece, 

And  lilies  tinged  with  ruby  light. 

The  parven  altar  lifted  spires 

Of  whitest  marble  wTeathed  with  flowers, 
And  organ  with  seraphic  powers 

Mixed  music  with  the  window  fires. 

The  priest  arose,  then  silence  fell ; 
He  spoke,  a  nuiflled  sound  upbore 
Itself  like  thunder  on  the  shore. 

As  thousands  knelt  beneath  the  spell. 

They  knelt  as  one,  and  God  was  there, 
A  holy  Presence  in  each  soul, 
Subduing  each  to  His  control, 

A  Presence  filling  all  the  air. 

The  swinging  censer  all  perfumed. 
As  boys  in  tremulous  plaintive  tone. 
Sang  pteans  to  the  eternal  throne  — 

As  love  tlie  eve  and  heart  illumed. 


In  this  calm  hour  of  thoughtful  prayer, 
Of  chant  of  hymn  and  words  of  truth. 
Bowed  reverent  age  and  hopeful  youth. 

Confessing  God  was  present  there. 

Who  says  here  was  no  earnest  soul. 
Nor  here  religion's  sacred  touch, 
And  here  alone  the  bigot's  clutch. 

And  superstition's  dark  control  ? 

In  spirit  and  in  truth  they  knelt. 
In  spirit  and  in  truth  they  sang, 
Until  the  lofty  arches  rang. 

Shall  I  declare  this  was  not  felt? 
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This  was  the  fear  of  priest  and  Pope, 
The  forced  devotion  of  the  heart, 
That  bowed  and  played  the  craven's  part, 

Without  the  priest  could  see  no  hope  ? 

Of  diflerent  faith  I  could  not  sneer 
And  call  these  bowing  thousands  fools. 
Of  cunning  priests  the  willing  tools. 

And  say  they  bowed  the  slaves  of  fear. 

God  has  not  set  the  form  of  prayer, 
He  has  not  pitched  the  note  of  praise, 
Nor  made  decree  that  none  should  raise 

The  Gothic  arch  high  in  the  air ;  — 

That  incense  should  not  wreathe  its  spell, 
That  golden  robe  and  white  surplice, 
And  on  the  cross  the  reverent  kiss, 

Can  only  be  where  angels  fell. 

The  Moslem's  prayer  at  set  of  sun. 
The  Pilgrim's  on  the  barren  rock. 
And  Cromwell's  ere  the  battle  shock, 

The  cottager's  when  day  is  done ; 

The  king's  upon  the  gilded  throne. 
The  Pope's  beneath  St.  Peter's  cross. 
The  mother's  at  the  mother's  loss, 

God  will  receive  them  all  his  own ; 

If  they  but  come  from  hearts  sincere  — 

For  in  his  books  are  writ  no  creeds. 

Nor  forms  of  worship  for  all  needs. 
No  churchman's  laws  for  men  to  fear. 

This  winter's  sun  with  colored  gleam, 

Outrivaling  the  rainbow  bent 

In  summer  clouds,  the  odors  sent 
In  faint  blue  wreaths  to  Gothic  beam ; 
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The  dove  descending  from  the  blue 
With  peace  upon  his  snowy  wing, 
The  golden  cup  with  fashioning 

In  roses  bound  of  crimson  hue ;  — 

The  rob^d  priests  with  softened  chant, 
The  organ  tones  that  charmed  the  air, 
The  heads  bent  low  in  silent  prayer, 

Of  thousands  as  one  suppliant,  — 

Inspired  my  soul  and  made  me  see 
That  God  was  here  as  in  the  clouds. 
Or  winds,  or  in  the  gloom  that  shrouds 

A  Sinai  when  He  speaks  to  me. 

Give  every  man  the  faith  and  form 
That  fits  his  human  nature  best. 
And  gives  his  soul  the  deepest  rest, 

And  keeps  the  love  within  him  warm ;  — 


This  will  religion's  bonds  release, 
Silence  the  wrangles  of  the  creeds. 
Make  free  the  worship  for  all  needs. 

And  bring  to  men  the  reign  of  peace. 
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I  HAVE  a  friend.     What  is  a  friend  ? 
1     'Tis  one  who  sees  with  me 
The  same  clear  light  that  floods  the  hills, 
And  dances  on  the  sea  — 

Who  with  me  finds  within  the  rose 

The  beauty  and  the  law, 
That  holds  the  vision  of  the  seer 

In  silence  and  in  awe  — 

Who  when  the  arrow  pierces  me. 

To  draw  the  shaft  will  spring, 
And  give  me  kindly  word  and  touch, 

And  still  my  suflering  — 

Who  will,  when  thoughts  that  move  and  words 

That  burn,  my  wing^  expand, 
Sail  with  me  in  the  upper  seas, 

And  love  my  visions  grand. 

Each  day  brings  its  philosophy. 

Each  night  its  gilded  dream. 
Each  mom  its  hope,  each  eve  despair 

Of  what  a  truth  may  seem. 

And  so  flow  by  the  troubled  years. 

With  visions  widening  still, 
But  all  are  ashes  on  the  tongue 

If  love  comes  not  to  fill 
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My  heart,  to  share  each  new  delight, 
Each  dream,  each  earnest  thought, 

And  each  despair  that  hath  its  ruin 
Upon  my  pathway  wrought. 

Man  was  not  made  to  be  alone. 

To  deeply  love  and  live, 
We  must  from  other  hearts  receive. 

And  to  them  freely  give. 

God  only  dwells  in  solitude. 
But  men  are  bound  in  ties 

Of  families,  so  each  must  hear 
The  other's  heart-felt  cries. 


And  this  will  bring  us  unity. 
And  peace,  and  duty  done, 

And  bind  the  trembling  hearts  of  men 
In  God-like  strength  as  one. 
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A  SUMMER-DAY  REVERIE. 


THE  breath  of  morning  warm  and  balmy  fills 
The  valley,  spreads  a  veil  upon  the  hills, 
A  faint  blue  veil,  as  falling  from  the  sky ; — 
The  maples,  full  of  leaves,  luxurious  leaves. 
Send  cooling  shadows  for  the  dewy  grass ; 
In  garden  coverts  gaudy  sunflowers  droop 
Their  heavy  golden  crowns,  and  boastfully 
Command  the  eye  from  scented  pink  and  rose, 
Whose  humbler  sweeter  beauties,  fill 
The  shadows  at  their  feet  with  luxury  ; — 
Up  east,  up  west,  high  slopes  uplift  themselves 
In  checkered  plains  of  green  in  every  hue. 
Of  gold  as  many  shaded  as  the  clouds  of  eve 
When  summer  storms  have  hung  their  banners  out; — 
These  slopes  like  great  waves  rise  to  meet  the  broad 
Sky's  rim,  and  lift  it  as  an  azure  dome 
To  sphere  the  world,  as  bubbles  sphere  the  dreams 
Of  bovs  who  blow  and  toss  them  on  the  winds. 

We  ride  —  the  spirit,  fresh  within  and  full 
Of  happiness,  drinks  in  all  Nature's  sweets, 
As  natural,  as  essential  nourishment. 
God  made  the  world  for  man,  man  for  the  world; 
Each  moves  to  each  by  natural  gravity. 
As  child  to  parent,  parent  to  the  child  — 
In  their  embrace  life  in  perfection  lives. 
All  thoughts  in  Nature  find  interpreter, 
And  all  desires  in  Nature  find  content ; — 
Man  is  the  master,  she  the  slave,  and  vet 
She  is  the  mother  brooding  thought  for  him, 
The  father  giving  energy  to  him, 
The  consolation  of  his  sadder  hours, 
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The  promise  and  the  hope  when  failure  comes, 
By  which  his  soul  takes  fire  again,  and  dares 
The  world  to  single  combat  with  his  power  — 
When  his  pale  sun  would  sink  to  final  sleep, 
And  when  the  lambent  flame  of  life  dies  out, 
She  folds  him  in  her  bosom  dust  to  dust. 

The  high  hot  noon  of  summer  reigns,  and  yet 
The  thoughts  fly  wide,  course  up  and  down  the  earth 
With  living  energy  and  keen  delight, 
Rejoicing  with  the  hills,  and  with  them  climb 
The  sky,  expanding  as  they  climb,  or,  light 
Of  mood,  hold  easy  dalliance  with  the  winds, 
That  trip  them  softly  on  the  maple  leaves. 
Or  playfully  kiss  odors  from  the  bloom 
Of  flowers. 

Fold  your  wings,  my  fancies,  come 
And  light  with  me  upon  this  country  road 
For  study. 

Pale  and  thin  the  buttercups. 
With  smooth  pure  waxen  leaves,  amid  the  white 
And  dusty  daisies  of  the  roadside  smile  — 
Belated  dandelions,  past  their  prime, 
Light  up  the  summer  way,  now  here,  now  there, 
With  yellow  stars,  the  remnants  of  a  bloom 
When  spring  shed  affluent  gold  upon  the  fields. 
Beyond  that  wall  the  airy  elecampane 
A  leafy  forest  makes,  and  deftly  fills 
The  shadows,  liberal-leaved  with  gold  ; — 
The  pungent  mustard,  leaving  grass  and  grain. 
Invades  the  wayside  with  its  slender  stalks 
And  scattered  yellow  blooms, —  look  there  below 
The  bridge,  where  moisture  lingers  in  the  sod, 
A  bed  of  tansy  spreads  its  columned  roof; 
Each  stalk  is  crowned  compact  with  ancient  gold. 
So  deep,  so  rich  in  luxury  of  light. 
It  burns  and  tints  the  very  air  with  gold ; 
And  there,  upon  that  gray  and  gravelly  bank . 
The  graceful  golden-rod  uplifts  her  plume 
To  nod  and  swing  on  the  easy  summer  wind, 
A  very  princess  in  her  port  and  mien  ;  — 
And  laughing  girls  forget  their  bubble  thoughts, 
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To  climb  and  pluck  and  fill  their  arms  with  it, 

And  shout  their  praises  of  its  golden  grace. 

Beyond  that  moss-grown  wall  a  broad  field  lies, 

The  grain  is  garnered  into  golden  sheaves, 

Yet  Mother  Earth,  as  jealous  of  her  store. 

Demands,  retains  a  stubble  of  rough  gold. 

That  in  the  distance  softens  to  a  sheet 

Which  undulates  as  on  the  molten  sea. 

And  even  in  that  wood  of  evergreen 

That  clothes  the  wide  slopes  of  the  uplifting  hills. 

She  will  not  let  the  maple  leaves  fall  down 

In  premature  decay,  until  she  spreads 

Her  mantle  of  rich  gold  to  fold  them  in, 

To  be  inurned  within  the  earth  as  kings 

To  whom  the  nations  pay  their  tithes. 

And  so 
My  heart  exults  —  ah  !  no  !  —  is  still  in  deep 
And  quiet  thankfulness,  that  in  the  noon 
Of  summer  Nature  spreads  her  favorite  gold. 
The  chosen  color  of  her  opulent  moods. 
On  fields,  on  woods,  within  the  dusty  ways, 
To  fill  all  hearts  with  inexpensive  wealth. 

But  hark  !  my  joy  is  checked.     There  come 
To  me  sad  sounds  up)on  the  summer  wind, 
It  is  a  wail  from  India,  Java,  shriek 
From  Lisbon,  chilling  all  the  world. 
Now  scores  of  thousands  die,  crushed  out  in  death 
Deep  in  the  earthquake's  adamantine  jaws. 
Their  suffering  cries  ascend  tp  pitiless  Heaven, 
To  die  in  silence  *mid  the  astonished  stars. 

Can  this  fair  earth,  this  beautiful  Mother  Earth, 
That  gives  to  me  the  golden-rod,  the  fields 
Of  golden  grain  and  these  soft  airs,  and  makes 
The  bees  and  birds  so  musical  with  song. 
All  hymning  of  a  harmony  divine, 
In  those  far  countries  swallow  cities  up, 
Unheeding  childhood's  feeble  cries,  the  wail 
Of  age,  the  frantic  strength  of  stalwart  arms 
Fighting  the  falling  rocks  and  hills  for  life.^ 
So  soft,  so  fair  and  beautiful,  so  fit 
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A  temple  for  the  lofty  soul,  and  yet 
As  though  a  serpent  curled  its  dark  deep  folds 
Beneath  the  hills  to  topple  them  on  the  plain, 
Our  Mother  Earth  in  horrid  wrath  will  turn 
Betimes,  devouring  cities  in  a  breath. 

And  where  the  mortal  recompense  for  hopes 
And  loves  torn  out  the  heart,  and  homes  where  life's 
Sweet  comforts  live,  dissolved  in  shrieks  and  death  .^ 
For  marble  palaces  and  storied  halls. 
The  pride  of  ancient  wealth,  and  treasures  rich 
In  art,  and  shining  with  the  light  of  mind, 
All  garnered  with  the  nether  rocks  and  caves? 

Are  God's  great  gifts  a  mockery?     Is  life 
In  all  its  quivering  sensibilities 
Created  to  bear  a  useless  agony. 
For  a  moment's  joy,  and  then  eternal  «leep  ? 

We  only  know,  to-day  we  live  ;  to-day 
The  earth  will  spread  her  glories  in  the  sun, 
To-morrow,  wither  us  as  the  autumn  leaves. 
We  are  the  sport  of  her  caprice  —  we  must 
Enjoy  the  wide  expanse  of  sea  and  land. 
And  the  boundless  joys  they  yield  to  us,  yet  must 
On  land  and  sea  submit  to  her  decrees  — 
In  resignation  find  our  only  peace. 


BIRTHDAY   SONNETS. 
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I. 


ANOTHER  year  —  what  bring  the  years  to  me  ? 
They  should  bring  wisdom,  and  they  should  bring 
love, 
They  do  bring  strife,  and  should  bring  victory  ;  — 
From  boyhood  I've  implored  the  powers  above 
To  teach  me  of  the  beautiful  and  good, 
To  make  me  wise,  direct  me  in  the  way 
Wherein  the  wisest  travel  as  thev  should. 
From  which  the  the  virtuous  never  dare  to  stray ; 
But  like  all  visions  of  the  dreaming  youth. 
They  still  elude  my  grasp,  and  leave  me  still 
A  searcher  for  the  beautiful  and  truth. 
As  though  sometimes  they  might  my  passion  fill ;  — 
Will  Heaven  vouchsafe  an  answer,  can  there  be 
On  earth  the  beautiful  and  true  for  me  ? 


If. 

And  Heaven  replies,  **  Put  by  thy  boyish  thought; 

Man  has  but  duties  in  this  earthly  life, 

Not  pleasures  sweet,  but  duties  to  be  wrought 

In  love,  in  patience,  mercy,  and  in  strife ; 

Search  only  these,  see  only  these,  do  these 

In  faith  profound,  then  as  the  years  go  by 

Look  back,  and  find  the  visions  which  will  please 
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Thine  eyes  and  glad  thine  heart,  for  then  they  lie 
Along  that  which  to  thee  was  a  stony  road, 
In  flowers  colored  as  the  matchless  skv. 
And  lit  to  deck  thv  wildest  dream's  abode ; 
Thy  duties  see,  then  still  thy  passion's  cry, 
For  beauty  then  and  tnith,  thy  passions'  aim, 
Will  glow  along  thy  path  as  flowers  flame." 

Dec,  4, 1884. 
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WENDELL  PHILLIPS. 


SILENT  your  silver  tongue,  and  o'er  your  head 
This  bright  spring  day  the  flaming  tulips  bloom. 
Your  fame  came  far  to  me,  a  dreaming  boy 
Beneath  the  sycamore  and  elms  that  breathed 
Soft  whispers  on  Conhocton*s  banks ;  —  I  loved 
The  bard  and  orator  who  thrilled  the  world, 
For  me  they  were  the  prophets  of  the  race. 
And  flamed  eternal  truths  for  men  to  know. 


Your  name  to  me  was  one  star  in  the  East, 
Its  beams  allured  me  to  the  sounding  sea, 
To  know^  your  face,  and  hear  your  voice,  and  steal 
For  my  own  heart  your  warm  Promethean  fire. 

I  came,  my  blood  all  hot  with  youth,  my  mind 
A  new-stringed  instrument  instinct  with  song. 
Bent  eye  and  ear  and  hungering  of  the  soul 
To  fold  into  themselves  your  tones,  your  thoughts, 
The  mastery  of  your  dauntless  mind,  the  calm 
Simplicity  of  your  speech,  and  lightning  glance 
Of  your  clear  eye  —  Circean  witcheries ;  — 
And  you  did  make  of  me  a  prisoner. 
And  held  me  to  your  footsteps  all  these  years. 
To  drink  and  be  full  drunken  with  your  gifts, 
So  marvellous,  yet  so  plainly  worn. 


When  melancholy  came  and  shadowed  me. 
When  cold  New  England  chilled  me  to  the  heart, 
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When  faith  her  eyelids  covered  with  a  veil, 

And  life  presented  only  barren  branch, 

No  leaves,  no  flowers,  no  fruit;  if  but  you  stood 

Before  the  listening  populace,  and  plead 

For  suffering  humanity,  I  went 

A  feeble  child,  but  I  returned  clear-eyed, 

A  very  Samson  in  awakened  power. 

But  with  the  man  must  come  maturity. 
Thoughts  widen  with  the  years,  and  light  falls  clear 
From  fountains  where  our  God  has  hallowed  them ;  — 
Your  charm  to  me  was  none  the  less,  and  vet 
It  grew  to  be  the  superficial  charm 
Of  speech,  not  weighted  with  the  graver  weight 
Of  statesmanship,  and  wisdom  for  the  times. 

With  vision  narrowed  by  the  cloistered  hall 
Where  sombre  learning  walks,  you  loved  the  high 
Ideals  created  hovering  round  your  head  ; 
Abstractions  of  real  truths,  you  did  exalt 
The  man  and  so  forget  mankind;  —  you  wept 
For  tears  enforced  from  widow  and  from  child, 
Then  angry  chid  the  nation  till  she  bled  :  — 
Your  eyes  bent  on  the  shackles  of  the  slave, 
Were  dimmed  to  the  Charter  of  our  liberties. 
By  the  Patriot  Fathers  framed  in  toil  and  blood, 
To  bind  in  one  strong  union  all  the  land. 

The  Mayflower  came,  and  she  brought  light  and  zeal. 
And  will  and  power,  and  these  stnick  flaming  fire 
On  Plymouth  Rock,  to  blaze  the  world  —  then  she, 
Recrossing  seas,  returned  again,  and  brought 
The  African  in  chains,  and  left  him  bound 
Upon  Virginia's  warm  and  fruitful  soil :  — 
He  multiplied,  so  multiplied  the  chains. 
The  master  grew,  and  gathered  in  his  hands 
Dominion,  wealth,  the  dignities  of  ease, 
The  pride  of  power  —  he  passed  away,  and  those 
Who  followed  him  received  their  heritage 
As  natural  gifts  from  God,  and  saw  no  wrong:  — 
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Their  heritage  a  co-birth  had,  with  church 
And  state  first  planted  on  the  barren  rock  ;  — 
£ach  sought,  acquired,  and  held  its  empire  —  why 
Should  Massachusetts  cn^,  "  Make  free  the  hands,** 
More  than  Virginia  cry,  "  Make  free  your  mind 
From  the  bigots  burping  zeal  and  bitter  chains?  *' 
Pompey  and  Cassar  could  not  live  in  Rome ; 
Co-crowned  they  could  not  be,  so  one  must  die ; — 
*Tis  wise  in  men  let  God  fulfill  in  peace 
His  laws,  which  will  be  sovereign  in  the  world. 

In  pleadings  for  the  African,  you  did 
Forget  his  Saxon  brother,  rich  in  spoils 
Of  fruitful  centuries,  who  strove  to  build 
A  Republic  here,  broad  as  the  continent ; 
One  based  on  liberty  under  law,  their  hope. 
And  hope  of  millions  in  the  elder  world, — 
Trusting  that  time,  increasing  light,  and  words 
Of  love,  would  melt  all  chains,  and  make  all  good. 

With  natural  pride  for  one  New  England  born, 
You  boasted  Concord,  Bunker  Hill,  as  though 
Virginia  had  no  claim,  and  Valley  Forge 
And  Yorktown  plains  must  be  forgot; — and  yet 
The  golden  fruit  of  those  red  days,  that  grew 
As  grows  the  aloe  full  and  age  to  lift 
Matured  beauties  in  the  sun,  that  work. 
Original  marvel  of  all  history, 
Our  Constitution,  wrought  by  master  hands. 
Of  those  who  loved  as  deeply  as  you  loved. 
Loved  liberty  far  wiser  than  you  loved. 
Who  planted  laws  and  you  protection  reaped, 
W^ho  built  the  forum  from  which  vou  shamed  their  work, 
Who  spread  the  shield  'neath  which  you  warred  on  them. 
You  named  "  a  covenant  with  death,  and  league  with  hell." 

Let  them  who  cheered  you  then  take  heed, 
Our  nation  and  our  liberties  still  live, 
Not  with  their  aid,  but  spite  of  it ; —  in  such 
As  thev  live  one-eyed  bigotries,  and  all 
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Mad  tyrannies,  invoking  first  St.  Just 
And  Robespierre,  and  then  Napoleon 
To  ride  the  blast  and  wear  the  iron  crown. 


I  smiled,  and  yet  I  grieved  to  see  you  chami 
The  callow  youth  who  followed  you  as  I, 
And  the  unbalanced  minds  that  madly  shriek 
For  liberty,  yet  know'  it  fiot ;  and  rail 
At  that  poor  wight  who  dares  dissent ; —  I  saw 
You  lead  them  out  in  that  Sahara  waste 
Where  reverence  is  not,  nor  love,  nor  faith 
In  those  best  laws  the  patriot- fathers  made ; — 
You  searched  through  all  the  arsenals  of  art 
And  letters  for  the  arrows  of  vour  wit. 
For  gall  to  dip  sarcasms  in,  for  tricks 
Of  speech  to  take  the  fancy  prisoner ; 
So  won  the  ear  of  shallow-learning,  led 
A  host  of  gold- winged  wasps  to  sting  and  stir 
The  South  into  her  mutiny  —  but  God 
Has  writ  in  all  the  cities  of  our  dead. 
In  daisy-covered  mound  and  mourning  shafl, 
And  in  the  vast  Golgothas  of  our  plains, 
His  terrible  judgments  on  the  mad  crusade. 

And  all  for  freedom  ?  —  freedom  is  a  growth 
Rooted  in  laws  as  fixed  as  adamant  — 
Thie  law  you  rent  as  spiders'  webs  —  you  strove 
To  cut  the  oak,  though  broad  its  top  as  heaven, 
And  interspersed  with  heaven's  serenest  light, 
Because  one  ugly  gnarl  grew  on  the  bark. 
Because  a  poison  ivy  wreathed  the  trunk  ; 
Because  a  flock  of  vultures  fouled  the  shades. 


A  Cataline  corrupted  Roman  youth, 
A  Socrates  taught  false  philosophy. 
So  Rome,  so  Greece  decreed  that  each  must  die, 
'*  For  peace  and  liberty  live  not,"  they  said, 
'*  Where  faith  is  lost,  and  misdirection  rules." 
By  luring  youth  and  maiden  with  your  speech 
Garnished  with  *'  glittering  generalities," 
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Who  missed  the  substance  in  the  sounding  phrase, 
Who  deemed  it  wise  and  brave  to  hate  the  South, 
And  wise  and  brave  to  overturn  the  law ; 
Though  in  all  time  no  juster  code  had  spread 
Its  shield  to  shelter  millions  free  and  strong; 
You  fanned  the  fires  in  freedom's  name  that  scorched 
Our  land,  brought  brother  face  to  face  in  strife. 
Sent  mourners  through  the  streets,  and  laid  beneath 
The  sod  from  Maine's  pine  woods  to  the  Golden  Gate, 
A  million  Saxons  for  four  millions  freed. 


And  minds  thus  loosed  from  truth's  restraint  run  wild, 
Exalt  their  own  mad  wills  above  all  law ; 
If  passion  in  them  rules,  or  selfishness. 
Or  black-browed  prejudice,  the  eye  is  dimmed 
Of  reason  and  of  justice,  mild  restraints 
Are  snapped  in  twain,  all  social  laws  and  ties 
Of  love  that  bind  the  family  as  one, 
Are  cut  as  bonds  that  hold  in  slaverv ; 
They,  like  a  mountain  torrent,  rush  to  rum, 
And  after  long  years,  learn  that  liberty 
Is  passion's  chain,  not  freedom  of  the  will. 


In  your  fair  speech,  mellifluous  to  the  ear, 
You  hated  war,  yet  sowed  the  winds  —  as  well 
Have  prayed  the  gods  for  thunderbolts  to  scathe 
The  land  and  quench  in  fire,  what  they  would  fade 
Beneath  the  soft  eftulgence  of  their  beams. 
As  by  your  honeyed  words  to  win  the  hearts 
Of  sections  to  confounding  opposites. 


Y'ou  did  forget  that  the  Omnipotent 
Held  Africa  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand, 
And  would  not  from  the  blood  of  Marston-Moor 
And  Bunker  Hill,  build  Saxon  liberty 
In  which  the  slave  could  have  no  part,  for  he. 
No  less  than  the  proudest  son  of  all  the  South, 
Is  a  child  of  God,  and  he  in  His  good  time 
Would  step  out  from  his  chains  rejoicing,  free. 
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Yet  freedom, —  when  not  ripe  for  it,  will  bind 
New  shackles  on  the  soul,  of  poverty 
Without  paternal  care,  or  children's  aid 
By  lofty  sentiments  inspired ;  of  hate. 
Discord,  revenge,  and  social  jealousies; 
Lax  principles,  and  dull-eyed  indolence ; 
Of  crimes  that  skulk  in  coverts  of  the  night ; 
And  general  decadence  of  thought  and  deed ; 
Worse  scorpions  than  the  master's  burning  whip, 
They  scourge  their  slaves  to  death  but  Saxon  rule 
Though  seeking  wealth  and  ease  by  others*  toil. 
Has  made  the  dark  barbarian  the  child 
Of  light  —  this  may  extenuate  the  crime. 

Truth  lives  and  will  prevail  —  there  is  more  force 
In  truth  once  spoken  in  charity,  than  in 
A  thousand  cannon  on  the  battle  field  — 
The  cannon  sweep  the  earth  with  death,  but  truth 
W^ill  plant  new  life  among  the  graves,  to  grow 
To  blossom  and  to  fruit :  — The  Bible  lives. 
The  ubiquitous  spelling  book,  these  natural  foes 
Of  slavery  of  body  or  of  mind, 
Were  in  close  grapple  with  the  South  ere  war 
Had  set  a  squadron  in  the  field ;  —  in  time, 
With  patience  and  with  gentleness,  they  would 
Have  won  the  victory,  and  let  the  bond 
Go  free —  light  and  persuasion  are  the  powers 
That  move  the  obdurate  hearts  of  men 
To  do  the  right,  fulfill  the  laws  of  God. 

St.  Paul  still  lives,  the  Bible,  Christ ;  —  still  lives 
The  freedom  of  the  human  mind  to  search 
The  inscrutable  mysteries  of  truth  ;  still  lives 
The  press,  the  moral  lever  of  the  world ; 
And  that  fine  ray  of  light,  a  Newton  saw 
Illumining  his  mind,  will  find  its  way 
To  every  corner  of  the  earth  and  make 
It  shine ;  and  it  will  force  the  Russian  Czar 
To  free  his  serfs ;  a  Mansfield  to  declare 
No  slave  can  breathe  on  English  soil ; — these  gave 
Stout  heart  to  Luther  to  defy  the  Pope ; 
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They  crush  the  crown  on  Worcester's  bloody  field ; 

-And  they  surrounded,  penetrated,  held 

-As  in  a  chain  of  steel  the  South,  and  she, — 

In  the  inner  conscience  of  her  heart  convinced 

In  time,  must  yield  to  destiny  and  let 

The  bond  go  free,  for  truth  compels  as  does 

The  sword,  and  asks  no  sacrifice  of  blood. 

Men  crown  you  victor  —  what  of  him  whom  you 
Denounced  as  Democrat,  who  left  his  home 
As  sweet  to  him  as  yours  to  you,  where  wife 
And  children  gave  their  natural  delights, 
And  on  the  field  of  fiery  furnace  died 
To  save  the  Union,  love  you  him?  —  his  blood 
Did  buv  the  victor v  vou  boast ;  yet  some 
Would  filch  the  laurel  from  his  brow  and  give 
It  as  your  crown  —  but  truth  cries  no  —  your  speech 
So  touched  the  northern  heart  and  southern  blood 
Antagonism  beat  in  every  pulse  — 
So  death  to  him  you  made  necessity. 
The  blow  upon  him  fell  that  you  invoked  ; — 
Vou  plead  the  bondage  of  the  weak,  all  true. 
And  human  hearts  commend  your  heart,  yet  still 
If  this  extenuate,  why  should  not  God 
Annihilate  the  world  for  Adam's  fall? 


Who  broke  the  fetters  of  the  slave,  the  man 
Who  thorned  and  stung  to  war's  arbitrament 
By  accusation  and  contemptuous  taunt. 
Or  he  who  taught  us  reverence  for  the  law 
Until  it  faded  to  its  natural  change? 
Or  he  who  planted  vines  among  the  thorns. 
Who  interlaced  God's  light  with  slavery's  clouds, 
Who  patiently,  by  studious  statemanship, 
Slow  wrought  the  golden  bands  the  best  he  might, 
To  bind  the  whole  Republic  strong  in  peace? 

That  man  is  great  who  frees  a  slave,  but  he 
Is  greater  far  who  builds  the  complex  state. 
And  builds  so  liberty  will  grow  in  peace. 
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The  natural  evolutions  of  the  truth. 
Could  you  have  ruled,  the  nation  rent  in  twain. 
Would  be  gigantic  sections  mad  for  power ; 
A  people  fighting  for  their  liberties, 
Groping  through  fiery  fields,  to  find  the  rare 
Rich  jewel  of  time  Self-Government,  but  lost 
In  that  immeasurable  gulf,  fraternal  strife. 

A  Jeflferson  with  infinite  genius  planned, 
A  Marshall  and  a  Taney  spotless  robed, 
Held  justice  with  an  even  beam,  and  full 
A  century  our  Websters  and  our  Clays, 
With  statements  arts  and  matchless  eloquence, 
Preserved,  defended,  put  keystone  to  arch. 
Pillar  to  tower  and  dome  *bove  tower  piled 
In  this  grand  temple  of  our  liberties, 
While  you,  and  those  who  madly  followed  you. 
Breathed  foul  detraction  in  your  every  breath, 
W^hence  sprung  the  white  tooth  of  the  hag  Decay, 
To  gnaw  while  clothed  in  freedom's  stolen  robes; — 
You  undermined  while  loyal  giants  built. 
With  musical  songs  and  talk  by  metaphor 
Enriched,  and  tinselled  learnings  show,  which  led 
The  fancy  prisoner,  but  left  the  mind 
The  prey  of  passionate  zeal  —  you  filled  the  ear 
Of  the  populace,  *til  they  forgot  all  law. 
And  like  a  mad  sea  roared  to  have  their  will. 


Yet  God  in  infinite  mercy  raised  the  men 
Who  towered  above  fanatics  —  north  and  south, 
Who  met  the  sword  with  sword,  then  turned  back  north, 
And  chained  fanaticism  with  the  law. 
Declared  all  states  should  be  as  one  in  peace ; 
And  they  rejoiced  with  you,  the  bondmen  free, 
And  yet  declared  the  price  of  blood  too  dear. 

These  men  sincere  who  loved  their  counti*v  well. 
In  lighter  hours,  mindful  of  your  gifts, 
And  charmed  with  them,  would  list  to  you,  and  yet 
Were  forced  regretfully  to  turn  and  say. 
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**"  tiad  he  but  wisdom,  and  a  balanced  mind 
Commensurate  with  the  magic  of  his  speech, 
^-'id  he  but  mix  with  satire  charity, 
^id  he  the  Saxon  as  the  negro  love ; 
^-^id  he  scold  less,  and  less  in  malice  use 
^lie  mellow  elegance  of  his  phrase  to  sting, 
^-^id  he  but  see  and  feel  God*s  mills  grind  slow, 
*~ie  would  be  great,  and  we  would  honor  him." 


Though  deeply  pained,  the  tulip  and  the  daflbdil 
T'hey  still  would  plant  above  your  head  as  now 
They  bloom,  but  truth  denies  to  you  the  palm 
And  laurel  of  a  Hampden  and  a  Pymn, 
Who  dared  the  crown  for  liberty  under  law, 
They  cried  **  prerogative,"  *'  the  people's  rights," 
In  Parliament  and  Court,  but  poor  blind  Charles 
Did  force  the  issue  of  the  sword,  and  died. 

'Tis  true,  the  South  struck  in  rebellion  first. 
But  you  did  revolution  teach  ;  —  the  first 
VV'as  slain  with  force,  the  last  did  undermine 
All  ancient  faiths,  and  planted  sectional  hate ; 
Rebellion  crushed  brought  peace,  but  faith  decayed. 
The  nation,  a  dazed  and  drunken  man, 
With  reason  lost,  without  a  purpose  fixed. 
To  be,  perchance,  to  pei'verse  destinies 
A  prey,  the  chief  of  which  is  that  black  force 
Ambition  in  some  heartless  human  heart. 
That  leaps  at  opportunity  to  seize 
The  chair  of  state,  and  legislative  hall, 
And  yoke  a  million  necks  to  draw  his  car  — 
All  in  the  name  of  liberty,  —  when  right 
And  love  alone,  eternal  policies. 
Will  clasp  fraternal  hands  'cross  bloody  fields. 

Ah  no,  God  gave  to  you  the  silver  tongue, 
The  ready  wit,  the  flow  of  easy  words. 
And  keen  perceptions  of  the  abstract  truth, 
The  scorpion's  lash,  but  not  the  trowel,  square. 
And  pjummet  line,  to  set  the  column  firm ; 
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And  not  the  eye  of  justice,  wiser  mind, 

To  mould,  to  soothe,  sustain  the  public  faith  :  - 

His  gift  you  made  a  trumpet  blast,  to  blow 

Assaults  upon  the  battlements  of  peace. 

That  peace  a  thousand  years  of  Saxon  law 

Evolved  in  Parliament,  on  bloody  fields. 

By  thought  and  speech  of  wisest  men,  who  did 

Cement  their  faith  in  blood  ;  who  could  forbear 

With  wrong  until  the  nation  sloughed  it  off, 

As  the  serpent  sheds  his  skin,  with  natural  ease ;  — 

The  lesson  of  your  life  we  feel,  rich  gifts 

Are  not  the  man*s  but  God's ;  they  must  be  used 

Along  the  line  of  his  eternal  truths. 

Or  else  they  stir  to  bloody  issues  —  you. 

To  set  men  free  who  should  be  free,  did  move 

The  hate,  not  heart,  to  do  the  worthy  deed  :  — 

With  deeper  faith  and  wiser  mind,  you  would 

Have  built  the  state,  though  wrongs  might  mar  the  work, 

With  faith  that  every  wrong  would  fade,  for  time 

And  truth  and  love,  must  have  their  perfect  work. 

Boston  Courier,  Aug,  jo,  1884, 
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SERMONS  IN  STONES. 


OUT  in  the  sunny  field  I  found 
One  day  a  shaded  spring ; 
Beneath  the  sun,  the  shade  did  sweet 
And  soft  seclusion  bring. 

The  water  like  a  mirror  shone, 

As  clear  as  crystal  lay, 
Beneath,  the  sanded  bottom  spread 

Itself  as  pure  as  day. 

I  saw  a  rough  and  ugly  stone 

Lie  near  the  shaded  brink. 
Then  threw  it  in,  and  saw  it  on 

The  sanded  bottom  sink. 

The  mirror  flashed  and  broke. 

In  wild  confusion  gone. 
When,  stilled  in  peace  again,  there  lay 

In  the  crystal  deep,  the  stone. 

I  went,  and  came  another  year, 
Looked  in  the  limpid  spring. 

And  on  the  white  sand  bottom  lay 
The  rough,  misshapen  thing. 


More  years  were  passed,  again  I  came. 
This  unclean  stone  did  keep 

A  black  mysterious  vigil  in 
The  stillness  of  the  deep. 
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I  thought  me  of  the  wicked  man, 

The  wilful  enemy, 
Who  casts  into  another*s  heart 

The  burden  of  a  lie. 

The  years  may  come,  the  years  may  go, 

The  summers  come  and  die. 
Still  deep  within  the  wounded  heart 

The  ugly  stone  will  lie. 

Speak  only  truth,  a  lie  once  sent 

Against  a  brother  man. 
Sinks  deep,  is  black,  and  pains  the  heart 

As  only  falsehood  can. 


And  he  may  pray  both  night  and  day 

To  still  his  suffering. 
But  it  will  lie  within  his  heait 

As  the  stone  within  the  spring. 
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THE  CROSS  m  THE  HOUSE  OF  PANSA. 


I. 

THE  Roman  edile  Pansa  built  him  well 
His  house  in  Pompeii,  with  columns  tall 
Ionic  and  Corinthian,  with  spell 

Of  lofty  colonnade  and  marble  hall ; 
His  pagan  symbols,  serpent,  lamp,  and  fire. 

He  imaged  on  one  wall,  and  then  was  led 
By  some  mysterious  hand,  some  strange  desire. 

On  one,  to  carve  a  snow-white  cross,  where  bled 
Our  Christ,  the  earliest  found  enwrought  by  man ; — 

He  did  not  dream  this  cross  would  stretch  its  arms 
And  strangle  serpent,  quench  the  fires,  and  span 

The  Roman  world,  and  lead  in  war's  alarms 
The  Roman  eagles,  then  for  ages  smile 
O'er  buried  Rome  upon  St.  Peter's  pile. 


II. 

But  loftier  still,  the  white-lipped  martyr  holds 

And  kisses  it ;  it  tips  the  blazing  spires 
Sun-lifted  round  the  world  —  the  saint  infolds 

It  in  his  bosom  crowning  all  desires ; — 
Its  presence  consecrates  the  shrine  of  love. 

Of  learning,  hovers  o'er  the  thrones  of  power ; 
Lets  fall  a  benediction  from  above 

On  heads  bent  low  in  the  consecrated  hour ; 
All  eyes  beholding  it  are  fused  with  light 

Of  softer  hue ;  all  hands  embracing  it 
Henceforth  can  do  no  wrong,  must  do  the  right. 

And  he  who  sees  it  constantly,  is  fit 
To  dwell  forever  with  the  gods — 'tis  true, 
This  pagan  builded  better  than  he  knew. 
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MY  POLAR  STAR. 


MY  ship  sails  on,  the  prow  in  pride 
Bears  up  due  north,  afar 
There  shines  for  me  the  clear,  the  still. 
The  unchanging  polar  star. 

The  darkness  falls  upon  the  sea. 

The  roaring  winds  fly  fast. 
The  mad  waves  roll  beneath  my  ship. 

And  ruin  rides  the  blast. 

She  trembles  now,  now  mounts  the  waves, 

Now  sinks  beneath  mv  feet, 
Now  flies  before  the  storm,  now  turns 

Before  the  cross  winds  fleet. 

But  steady  still  my  eye  is  fixed 

Upon  that  quiet  light. 
With  strong  hand  on  the  helm,  I  bring 

The  wavering  prow  aright. 

Morn  rises  in  the  east,  the  storms 

And  waves  sink  to  their  rest, 
I  glide  within  the  peaceful  seas 

Among  the  islands  blest. 


So  in  my  voyage  of  life,  with  eye 

Upon  the  eternal  right, 
False  stars  may  shine,  wild  winds  may  rage, 

The  morn  will  follow  night. 


MY    POLAR    STAR. 
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For  God  has  placed  within  my  heart, 

His  polar  light  for  me, 
With  eye  on  this  through  wind  and  wave 

I'll  sail  the  peaceful  sea. 
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"THERE  IS  NO  CONQUEROR  BUT  GOD." 


I. 


SPAIN  fell  beneath  the  swarthy  Moor,  and  lay 
For  centuries  subdued  ;  —  in  lofty  pride 
He  built  that  dream  in  marble,  great  to-day, 

The  Alhambra — through  the  portals  now  there  glide 
But  shadows  of  her  ancient  kings,  and  why? 

He  did  not  conquer  for  the  truth  ; —  he  came 
To  build  the  empire  of  the  sword  ;  —  a  lie 

Enthroned  is  but  an  empty  treacherous  name;  -  — 
On  Poicticrs'  bloody  field  his  empire  broke  — 

He  fled  to  Africa  ;  the  Alhambra  still 
(ilows  with  his  w^ords  that  time  cannot  revoke ; 

Inwrought  in  floor,  in  arch,  in  roof,  to  fill 
All  eyes,  to  be  a  constant  chiding-rod 
To  all,  "  There  is  no  Conqueror  but  God." 

II. 

How  true !  —  the  mvrtle  and  the  hawthorn  still 

Display  rich  colors  and  exude  perfume 
Along  the  banks  of  Darro  and  Xenil, 

As  when  the  Moorish  empire  was  in  bloom ; 
And  their  perfection  shames  the  crumbling  pile 

Built  for  an  earthly  paradise  in  pride ; 
They  bloom  by  God's  sweet  laws  —  they  are  His  smilc^ 

And  so  with  earth  forever  they  abide  ;  — 
No  need  of  Koran  to  instil  the  truth, 

No  need  of  motto  wrought  in  roof  or  floor, 
Tliese  flowers  blossoming  in  perennial  jouth 

Will  blossom  when  the  AUiambra  is  no  more; 
Thev  too  declare,  in  sweet  voice  from  the  sod, 
To  all,  **  There  is  no  Conqueror  but  God." 
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III. 


Xleed  it,  ye  statesmen  shaping  destiny 

For  nations,  build  on  truth ;  heed  it,  ye  boy 
"Who  would  be  great  and  strive  but  honestly ; 

Heed  it,  ye  mothers  who  would  be  a  joy 
To  home ;  be  gentle,  true,  sow  not  the  winds 

To  reap  whirlwinds ;  —  heed  it  who  will  have  wealth ; 
He  digs  his  grave  whose  greed  the  poor  man  grinds ; — 

Know  all,  God's  chariot  wheels  move  as  in  stealth. 
But  still  they  move  right  on,  forever  on ; 

They  flashed  the  sun's  first  rays  in  Eden's  mom. 
Will  flash  his  last  when  every  victory's  won 

O'er  every  deed  in  man's  wild  vision  born. 
Ruling  the  kings  who  rule,  the  peasants  who  plod ; 
In  truth,  **  There  is  no  Conqueror  but  God." 
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GLADSTONE. 


HE  will  not  be  an  Earl.     'Tis  well  the  Queen 
Has  offered  him  this  token  of  her  love ; 
Herself  she  honors  in  the  offering  — 
Himself  he  honors  in  refusal.     Give 
The  Crown  to  him,  he  would  be  Gladstone  still ; 
All  Britons  love  the  man,  and  not  the  crown  — 
The  soul  is  the  only  measure  of  the  man, 
The  spirit  of  his  work  his  highest  praise. 


These  patents  of  nobility  are  but 
The  guinea's  stamp,  are  not  its  gold  ;  — the  stamp 
On  brass  will  not  transmute  the  brass  to  gold ; 
On  gold,  will  add  no  lustre  to  the  gold. 
This  keen-eyed  age  looks  deep  to  find  the  man. 
The  mental  and  the  moral  might  of  him ; 
Demands  of  each  and  all  some  worthv  work. 
And  crowns  the  work  well  done  with  love  and  praise 
Commensurate  with  the  work. 


The  Crown  can  shed 
No  lustre  on  the  Queen ;  —  Victoria's  Crown, 
That  wins  affection  and  obedience 
From  millions,  are  her  woman's  virtues ;  these 
Do  shine  and  make  illustrious  her  age  — 
Before  these  peerless  gems,  Elizabeth, 
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The  imperious  woman  with  a  tyrant's  heart, 
Turns  pale  and  shrinks  to  littleness. 


This  man, 
Gladstone,  with  eye  upon  tlie  jewel  Truth, 
Has  gleaned  and  garnered  wide  from  Learning's  fields, 
As  patiently  as  Ruth  in  the  barley  field 
Of  Boaz,  arming  for  attack,  defence, 
For  wealth  of  power,  and  brought  all  force 
To  bear  for  England's  glory,  justice,  law, 
Aiid  liberty  ;   denying  naught  to  the  crown 
Its  due,  to  the  people  giving  all  else ;  —  so  willed. 
He's  led  the  empire  in  the  equipoise  of  peace. 
And  joined  all  hearts  and  liands  for  love  at  home. 
And  power  abroad,  and  honor  to  the  Queen, 
And  glory  to  the  name  of  Englishmen. 

A  Cassar  tempted  with  a  crown  says  "  Nay," 
And  yet  the  shallow  bauble  fills  his  eye 
And  heart,  and  Brutus  slew  for  the  "  Yes"  unspoke. 


Our  Gladstone,  for  he  is  ours,  as  Washington, 
As  Shakspeare,  or  as  Burke,  has  loved  the  truth. 
And  liberty  eternal  as  the  truth  — 
Belonging  to  his  age  and  to  mankind, 
Says  "  Nay,"  not  in  vain  pride  of  work  well  done, 
Not  in  contempt  of  the  patent  of  his  Queen, 
Not  in  contempt  of  the  pride  of  feudal  times ; 
But  to  be  free,  as  Englishmen  are  free, 
To  strive  for  liberty  under  law,  for  man 
As  man  unlimited  by  social  lines. 
For  England's  power  in  the  senates  of  the  world. 
Which  lives  so  far  alone  as  she  is  just ; 
To  strive  so  that  the  Sceptre  shall  be  strong 
In  the  people's  love,  and  he  be  strong  in  truth. 


He  puts  the  bauble  by.     We  now  shall  claim 
This  man  as  ours,  as  Milton  is,  and  Bright, 
And  Jefferson,  for  by  this  act  his  heart 
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Is  moved  by  those  deep  laws,  below  all  class, 

Above  all  patents  of  nobility, 

Beyond  all  nation's  lines,  that  live  within 

The  soul,  and  in  all  times  assert  themselves, 

Evolving  justice,  liberty  under  law. 

And  build  the  nations  on  the  rock  of  peace. 
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I  LIST  the  worshipper  by  the  Nile, 
His  lips  in  love  implore 
Osiris,  Isis,  Serapis, 
To  bless  him  evermore. 


I  go  to  Ganges,  sacred  stream, 
The  Indian  bows  him  low 

To  Brahma,  Vishnu,  Siva,  three 
From  whom  all  blessings  flow. 


From  buried  Nineveh  I  call 

Her  gods,  and  there  I  see 
Her  Anu,  Bel,  and  Hea,  gods 

Who  mle,  the  mystical  Three. 

There  Shamas,  Iva,  and  Sin,  hold  court 
In  the  sun,  the  air,  the  moon ; 

As  seen  by  the  pagan  Assyrian, 
And  told  by  him  in  stone. 


So  Jupiter,  Neptune,  Pluto,  spoke 

To  Grecian,  Roman  ears, 
And  thundered  forth  their  sovereignty 

In  the  wide  immortal  spheres. 
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Earth  fire  and  water,  ruled  the  mind 

Of  savages  in  the  West, 
Their  deities  for  worshipping, 

To  reign  and  make  them  blest. 

Then  why  should  not  a  voice  profound 

Reveal  in  Galilee, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
•         The  eternal  mystical  Three? 

Did  God  let  fall  from  out  the  sky, 

Or  write  upon  a  stone, 
*'  Tm  Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Three, 

So  worship  Three  in  One?" 

Or  thought  and  words  come  flaming  out 
The  dumb  lips  of  the  past, 

Co-spoken  with  the  birth  of  time, 
With  time  to  die  at  last? 


Where  lies  the  first  true  worshipper 

Who  bent  the  brow  and  knee. 
Seeing  around,  above,  below. 

The  reign  of  the  mystical  Three? 

No  flood  of  Ganges,  nor  of  Nile, 

And  no  Assyrian  stream. 
First  echoed  back  the  Triune  voice. 

First  flashed  his  sovereign  beam. 

To  the  Sphinx  I  lay  my  listening  ear, 

And  to  the  pyramid. 
Implore  them  for  this  mystery 

In  dumb  antiquity  hid. 

I  ask  colossal  lion,  bull. 

Buried  at  Nineveh's  gate. 
Whence  came  this  mystical  Three,  that  rule. 

Unbidden,  mortal's  fate? 
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They  all  are  dumb — I  turn  to  earth. 

To  air,  and  sea,  there  hear 
The  Triune  voice  from  Nature's  lips. 

See  the  Triune  Face,  in  fear. 

The  Triune  image  rides  the  seas, 

The  voice  is  in  the  cloud, 
The  footsteps  on  the  earth  resound, 

I  hear,  and  I  am  bowed. 

I  am  a  shadow  in  their  hands, 

A  creature  of  their  will, 
For  they  will  set  the  bounds  to  me. 

My  destiny  fulfill. 

The  air,  the  earth,  the  sea,  each  fills 

The  heart  and  mind  of  man. 
Impressing  with  a  thought  profound. 

Hints  of  the  eternal  plan. 

They  whisper  out  of  infinite  deeps 

Thoughts  of  the  mystical  Three, 
Throned  on  the  cloud-compelling  skies, 

Fixed  earth,  and  flowing  sea. 

The  voice  of  the  Infinite  tells  it  us, 

Out  of  primeval  gloom. 
To  him  who  by  the  Ganges  dwells 

Or  by  the  Nile  has  home. 

The  music  of  the  spheres  is  keyed 

To  the  scale  of  the  mystical  Three, 
And  every  human  ear  may  hear, 

And  every  eye  may  see  — 

For  matter,  motion,  and  harmony. 

Are  all  thy  will  reveal 
To  man,  of  the  crown  of  stars,  where  God 

Has  set  his  sovereign  seal. 
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So  Nature  bids  us  bow  and  pray, 
Our  souls  from  fear  release, 

As  she  has  given  us  birth  and  light. 
She'll  give  us  final  peace. 
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HIGH  NOON  IN  ALLEGHANY 


IT  was  high  noon,  a  summer  noon  —  a  thin 
Light  haze  on  hill  and  valley  lay ;  the  air 
Was  warm  and  still,  and  rocked  the  blood  in  low 
Soft  undulations  in  its  bounding  shores ; 
And  Nature  brooded  in  the  mind  the  peace 
That  lay  so  gently  on  the  hills.     Out  in 
The  common  roads  we  went,  the  dust}'  ways. 
O'er  hills,  through  valleys,  woods  and   fields,  by  streams 
Whose  murmurs  breathed  their  music  through  the  leaves 
Of  willow  and  of  alder ;  meadow  lands 
New  mown  and  pouring  incense  on  the  air ; 
By  clover  fields  thick  carpeted  with  spots 
Of  odorous  red  waiting  the  keen-edged  scythe ; 
By  fields  of  buckwheat  sheeted  white  as  snow. 
Filling  the  valley  with  their  honey  balm ; 
By  thistle  copses  planting  stubborn-foot 
And  needle  spear  in  comers  of  the  fences 
Gray  with  moss  and  time,  to  hold  a  home 
Against  the  plough,  and  win  as  much  warm  earth 
And  sun  and  air,  as  would  their  red  cups  fill 
With  scented  sweets  for  bee  and  butterfly  —  by  tliese. 
By  weeds  fantastic  and  innumerable. 
Each  claiming  for  itself  some  standing-room. 
Some  little  heritage  in  the  mother  earth 
To  live  and  grow,  and  answer  to  the  touch 
Of  sunbeams  with  the  beauty  in  their  power. 

The  winds,  that  in  the  morning  drank  the  dews. 
Had  folded  their  fresh  wings  and  couched  themselves 
In  sleep  beneath  the  forest  leaves  —  and  there 
Was  nought  to  dim  the  mirror  of  the  m\ud, 
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Prevent  the  swarming  insect,  floral  life, 

From  painting  finest  form  and  lineament, 

And  touching  finest  motion  in  the  soul, 

To  stir  profound  and  conscious  deeps, —  for  it 

Was  still,  and  yet  alive  —  alert,  to  feel 

The  peace  that  lightly  as  a  feather  fell 

On  flower  and  field  and  stream  and  hill  and  dale. 

The  fields  lay  soft  and  green,  but  were  not  still ; 
They  teemed  with  life,  with  a  myriad  flashing  wings 
As  sparkles  on  the  sun-lit  seas;  the  bees, 
With  their  industrious  hum,  dived  deep  for  food 
In  thistle  and  in  clover-bloom,  and  made 
Alive  the  odorous  plains  of  buckwheat  snow 
In  scattered  fields,  disporting  scents  upon 
The  laden  air  so  rich,  no  Eastern  winds 
With  tropic  spices  filled  could  match  their  sweets. 

But  most,  the  studious  eye  was  caught  and  held 
By  infinite  butterflies,  of  every  hue 
And  size  that  live  within  our  summer  winds  — 
They  flecked  the  fields,  touched  every  zephyr's  w^ing 
A  moment,  then  away, —  in  social  flocks 
They  lit  by  wayside  pools,  then  rose  again 
And  scattered  on  the  air  —  some  stately  king. 
All  gorgeously  arrayed,  would  flit  and  light 
Upon  a  mullein  or  a  thistle  top. 
And  there  at  rest,  would  open  and  would  close 
His  velvet  wings,  deliberately  and  slow 
To  absorb  the  sunbeams  in  his  pulsing  blood  ;  - 
Not  one  pursued  his  way  alone —  each  had 
His  mate  to  follow  him  in  the  trackless  paths 
Of  air,  across  the  fields,  beneath  the  trees 
Whose  shadows  dimmed  the  lustre  of  their  wings 
In  woody  coverts  tangled  in  their  growth, 
Over  the  bubbles  of  the  valley  streams. 
Each  held  to  each,  eluding  solitude 
As  social  man  must  do  ;  —  so  they  declared 
That  one  pure  purpose  ran  through  all,  that  all 
Drew  life  and  sympathy  from  one  clear  spring, 
That  fcUowsh'ip  with  them  was  heaven's  own  gift. 


HIGH    NOON    IN   ALLEGHANY. 


l6l 


And  so  for  miles  the  still  and  pulseless  air 
Of  summer  noon  was  filled  with  carnival- 
Of  butterflies  and  bees,  who  drank  the  sweets 
Spread    bountifully     for    their    food,  —  and    here    \vas 

peace ;  — 
And  here  was  unity,  not  war;  and  life, 
Xot  death ;  the  mellow  songs  of  harmony 
W^ithout  the  jarring  strings ;  the  bliss  of  life 
And  its  desires  receiving  all  desire 
Could  crave;  —  the  scented  flower,  the  grass  and  corn. 
And  very  weeds  found  nourishment  for  root 
And  leaf  and  stalk ;  the  myriad  insects  found 
Distilled  for  them  their  honey  food  ;  the  birds 
Shed  silver  tinkle  on  the  air,  that  caught 
The  ear  and  rivalled  the  insect  hum  below ;  — 
All  animate  and  inanimate  Nature  had 
The  warm  soft  air  and  wide  sunshine  to  bathe 
And  comfort  it  —  in  every  ripple  lived 
Elixir  of  life,  and  all  drank  deep  of  it  — 
Then  spread  their  white  sails  on  this  blissful  sea ; 
One  will  was  here,  one  mind  to  mould,  sustain 
An  infinite  variety  in  fine 
Accord  —  eternal  motion  here  went  out 
For  a  thousand  aims,  each  aim  in  peace  with  all ;  — 
In  such  an  hour  as  this,  in  such  a  scene, 
The  ear  could  hear  the  thunder  tones  of  God 
Rolling  in,  deep-voiced,  mellifluous  on  the  soul. 
As  ocean  rolls  its  music  on  the  shore. 
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NOW. 


ONE  mom  I  climbed  a  mountain  high, 
And  saw  an  eaglet  in  the  sky ; 
It  flew  to  me  with  wings  as  swift 
As  sunbeams  through  a  storm-cloud  rift  — 
It  was  To-morrow  with  its  smile, 
That  did  my  tranced  eyes  beguile  — 
With  whirr  of  wing  and  glance  of  eye. 
Before  I  thought,  To-day  flashed  by  — 
Its  mystery  made  me  turn  to  see 
Why  flying  so  fast  away  from  me ; 
And  it  had  faded  on  its  way 
Into  the  gloom  of  Yesterday. 
Then  it  was  gone,  with  scarce  a  trace 
Of  memory  for  its  form  or  face ; 
Gone  all  its  hope,  and  gone  its  ill. 
That  it  had  brought  my  heart  to  fill ;  — 
I  could  but  turn  my  saddened  brow 
To  find  all  good  in  eternal  Now. 
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MY  soul  and  I  went  out  one  day, 
To  find  the  sure  and  perfect  way ; 
To  find  the  sweet  abiding  thing 
That  happiness  will  ever  bring. 

I  took  her  to  a  mine  of  gold, 

And  gave  to  her  a  wealth  untold, 

And  bid  her  all  her  coffers  fill. 

Then  fold  her  wings  —  in  peace  be  still. 

She  held  a  handful  in  the  light, 
To  feast  her  eyes  upon  the  sight ; 
A  wind  passed  by  —  when  it  was  calm. 
She  showed  to  me  an  empty  palm. 

I  took  her  to  a  field  of  blood. 
Picked  up  a  jewelled  crown  and  sword. 
Bound  on  her  brow  the  golden  band. 
And  placed  the  sword  within  her  hand. 

She-hm^no^  HMMPcheda^aummer  day 
Upon  her  proud  triumphant  way, 
Before  the  sword  from  the  scabbard  flew, 
And  crimson  from  her  bosom  drew. 

She  found  the  crown  so  proudly  worn, 
Upon  her  brow  a  crown  of  thorn ; 
Then  flung  the  sword  from  out  her  hand, 
Tore  from  her  brow  the  bloody  band. 
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I  took  her  through  an  ancient  door, 
And  showed  her  learning's  mighty  store ; 
A  moment  there,  all  learning  grew 
To  visions  of  dissolving  view. 

I  led  her  up  the  Alpine  height, 
Glittering  with  intellectual  light ; 
And  there  the  winds  so  cold  did  blow, 
She  fled  to  warmer  vales  below. 

I  gathered  round  her  troops  of  friends. 
To  find  the  peace  that  loving  lends ; 
Yet  some  were  true  but  for  a  day. 
And  some  in  earth  were  laid  away. 

I  took  her  to  the  altars  fine, 
Where  Worship  pours  her  sacred  wine ; 
But  from  the  sight  she  turned  her  eyes, 
For  self  was  in  the  sacrifice. 


*' Leave  me,"  she  cried,  "your  mortal  mind 
The  peace  I  need  can  never  find ; 
My  quest  is  for  the  healing  balm 
That  lives  within  eternal  calm. 

*'  I  have  within  a  burning  fire 
Of  living,  limitless  desire. 
And  nothing  can  my  being  fill 
That  has  a  touch  of  finite  ill. 

*' A  Caesar  wrought  for  finite  gain^ 
And  in  the  Senate  house  was  slain; 
I  cannot  fall,  for  infinite  good 
I  seek,  in  constant  attitude. 

*'  The  chains  of  human  destiny 
Are  not  the  chains  for  binding  me ; 
The  good  and  ill  that  you  must  own. 
Are  not  conditions  to  nic  known. 
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"Where's  Jupiter's  Olympian  train, 
The  fictions  of  the  Grecian  brain  ? 
God  flamed  upon  the  earth  his  law, 
Olympus  shook  and  fell  in  awe. 

**  Colossal  faiths  may  come  and  go, 
To  guard  against  eternal  woe, 
I  look  within  for  sword  and  shield, 
To  win  the  crown  on  every  field. 

**'Tis  not  in  Kamac  nor  in  Thebes 
That  I  have  ploughed  my  sacred  glebes ; 
'Tis  not  in  Athens  nor  in  Rome 
My  sacred  temples  found  a  home. 

'*My  glebes  are  in  the  land  of  God, 
Where  none  but  holy  feet  have  trod ; 
My  temples  in  the  human  breast. 
That  loves  eternal  things  the  best. 

"I  love  the  beauty  of  the  flower, 
Though  blossoming  only  for  an  hour, 
The  memory  shows  to  me  design, 
To  make  of  beauty  a  thing  divine. 

**  That  flower  expects  the  sun  to  kiss 
Its  beauty  to  its  perfect  bliss ; 
So  He  who  gave  to  me  my  cry 
Of  deep  despair  will  satisfy. 

"The  foot  of  man  upon  the  earth. 
Can  never  find  my  place  of  birth  ; 
His  course  of  empire  and  of  thought 
Bound  not  the  realm  where  I  have  wrought. 

"You  cannot  bind  me  with  the  chain 
That  forces  fellowship  with  pain ; 
My  wings  are  plumdd  for  the  flight 
Beyond  the  realms  of  day  and  night. 
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When  darkness  fills  the  vaulted  sky, 
Before  her  sable  wings  I  fly, 
With  eyes  bent  on  the  imperial  sun 
I  feel  the  light  and  I  are  one. 


**  My  knowledge  is  not  bound  by  lines 
The  intellect  of  man  deflnes. 
Emotions  deep  innate  within. 
Tell  me  with  God  the  Soul  is  kin. 

*'  Go  out  within  the  central  deep, 
And  see  the  endless  circle  sweep, 
This  symbol  of  eternity 
Is  symbol  of  my  destiny." 

So  having  spoke,  she  bowed  her  there, 
To  lift  herself  in  silent  prayer. 
When  softly  lit  upon  her  head 
A  beam  from  heavenly  windows  shed. 


And  when  she  rose,  I  saw  release 
From  finite  ills  in  smiles  of  peace. 
That  in  the  Infinite  alone 
God  calls  the  soul  to  be  His  own. 
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IN  lessons  of  men's  lives  the  world  grows  rich :  — 
Men  live,  not  by  their  will,  but  by  the  will 
Of  God  :  —  He  shapes  their  destinies,  and  makes 
Them  light  to  follow,  shadows  to  avoid. 

Napoleon  lived  —  at  first  for  France,  but  seized 
fiy  mad  ambition,  having  in  his  hand 
The  sword  and  keen  dexterity  of  Mars, 
He  worked  wild  havoc  with  his  enemies. 
Cast  down  old  thrones,  and  made  new  kings,  and  bent 
The  sceptred  world  to  do  his  will. 

But  Fate, 
Mysterious  spinster  of  the  threads  of  life. 
Would  not  be  cheated  of  her  dues  —  she  led 
His  vaulting  purposes  by  dreams  of  power 
O'er  Alp  and  Apennine,  o'er  Lodi's  bridge, 
Through  fire-swept  fields  of  Wagram,  Austcrlitz; 
And  spread  his  venturous  wings  to  lead  a  cloud 
Of  armed  men  to  Moscow's  walls,  where  fiame 
And  frost  alternate  biting  shriveled  it 
In  death  —  the  elements  could  balk  his  will. 
By  a  matchless  energy  he  could  not  foil. 

Fate  prisoned  him  in  Elba's  isle,  but  like 
A  fallen  spirit,  energy  divine 
Loosed  him  again  upon  the  world,  —  in  France, 
An  army  sprang  beneath  his  feet  —  he  bowled 
It  like  a  thunderbolt  from  Jupiter  slipped, 
To  split  on  British  steel  at  Waterloo. 
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His  fierce  career  was  done  —  he  died  away 
From  life's  fair  scenes  of  labor  and  of  love, 
In  the  deep  solitudes  of  the  trackless  seas. 
He  died  disarmed,  discrowned  —  he  i*uled  no  realm 
But  memory's,  and  that  was  peopled  thick 
With  faces  white  with  rage,  on  fields  of  blood ; 
And  each  accused  him,  as  in  mockery  — 
For  now  his  Iron  Crown  could  not  avail, 
And  he  must  bend  his  massive  brow,  receive 
The  final  stroke,  and  fret  the  world  no  more. 
No  wife  was  there  to  soften  pain  by  love. 
No  child  with  promise  to  avenge  the  past 
And  hold  his  power  —  no  messages  of  love 
From  France  the  mother  land,  and  none  from  those 
His  sword  had  bent  to  do  his  will ;  —  and  at 
His  door,  the  hushed  world  did  not  stand  to  catch 
Each  ray  of  hope  of  life  for  him,  or  send. 
World-wide,  the  message  of  the  final  stroke 
That  shut  his  eyes  upon  the  world  in  death. 

Alone,  away  from  the  busy  haunts  of  men, 
The  warm,  the  grateful,  and  the  loving  world, 
That  toiled  by  millions  to  repair  the  ruin 
He  wrought,  he  met  the  king  of  terrors,  bereft 
Of  every  glory  flattering  to  the  heart ;  — 
His  mind,  matched  only  by  a  Caesar's  mind. 
Amid  its  ancient  splendors  groped  in  ruins ;  — 
It  strove  once  more  to  snatch  its  power,  and  cried 
In  fitful  dreams  and  words,  last  thought  of  all 
"  That  sun  of  Austerlitz  "  and  "  tete  dc  armc"  — 
So  like  a  friendless  wanderer  he  passed 
The  gates  alone  —  and  then  mankind  breathed  free. 

Grant  fought  for  truth,  as  Bonaparte  for  jx>wer ; 
For  union  fought,  as  Bonaparte  to  crush 
The  thrones  of  others  —  how  fared  he.^     There  came 
To  him  the  final  conquerer,  but  he 
Brought  light  to  gild  the  setting  sun  ;  —  he  turned 
The  silver  lining  to  the  warrior's  face. 
Who  won  his  honors  by  the  gifts  as  rare 
As  Cromwell's,  gifts  he  did  not  dream  were  his  — 
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Silent  they  waited  call,  and  when  it  came, 

He  seized  the  front  of  war,  and  conquered  peace, 

As  though  the  very  gods  gave  sword  and  shield. 

The  nation  struggled  blind  and  fought  in  vain 
With  her  mad  sons,  who  tore  her  flag,  and  dimmed 
Her  stars,  and  made  her  reel  on  ruin*s  brink. 
She  turned  her  seam-rent  face  to  God,  and  cried 
To  Him,  to  find  from  out  her  millions  one 
So  strong  in  faith  and  will,  and  brave  to  dare. 
He  could  roll  back  Rebellion's  tide,  and  hold 
Secure  self  government  and  liberty. 
The  great  Republic  to  its  centre  hold, 
That  this  last  hope  of  man  might  not  be  lost. 

Grant  came,  revealed  at  Donaldson,  the  flash 
Of  his  strong  blade  thence  lit  the  land,  and  drew 
The  eyes  of  millions  to  its  beams.     Then  hope 
fiuilt  fires,  and  hearts  and  arms  did  turn  to  him, 
Till  Washington  was  in  his  cannon  shot. 
And  JeflTerson  was  in  his  prudent  thought, 
And  all  the  garnered  strength  of  liberty. 
The  fiery  spirits  of  Lexington,  the  will 
Of  Concord,  and  of  Bunker  Hill,  came  back. 
And  poured  their  ancient  valor  through  his  ranks ;  — 
Rebellion  staggered  in  her  steps  —  the  walls 
Of  obstinate  Vicksburg  fell,  and  Shiloh's  field 
Was  snatched  from  a  stubborn  enemy ;  and  in 
That  pit  of  fire,  the  Wilderness,  his  will 
Controlled  the  carnival  of  death  —  convinced 
Rebellion  that  his  obstinate  thews  were  steel. 
His  hoof  would  tread  her  hopes  into  the  earth. 
Till  Lee,  at  Appomattox,  found  the  web 
Of  fate  had  tangled  him,  with  a  foe  in  front 
Who  struck  with  a  master-hand  and  could  not  flv. 

Rebellion's  hosts  disarmed,  "  Let  us  have  peace," 
He  said.      "  Go  yoke  your  horses  to  the  plow 
And  till  your  fields  for  bread."     A  foe  with  no 
Malignity,  he  sheathed  his  sword  when  war 
Was  done.     In  peace,  o'er  friend  and  foe  alike. 
Fraternally  he  spread  the  nation's  shield. 
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Yet  more  :  —  the  ship  01  state  must  sail  through  fogs 
And  rocks,  and  tortuous  ways  —  Rebellion's  wings, 
As  black  as  night  had  swept  the  heavens  through, 
And  left  profound  confusion  in  their  track  ;  — 
He  took  the  helm,  and  with  a  vision  clear  as  day 
Avoided  Scylla  and  Charybdis,  saw 
The  true  pole-star  of  libert)^'  and  law, 
The  Elysian  fields  beyond  the  stormy  Hoods, 
Where  in  clear  skies,  peace  reigned. 

His  work  well  done, 
He  circled  earth ;  and  peoples,  potentates. 
In  every  clime  around  the  earth,  did  place 
The  laurel  on  his  brow,  as  one  who  drew 
The  sword  for  liberty  and  law  alone. 
And  sheathed  it  when  they  were  again  supreme. 

No  man  in  all  Time's  history  so  Hashed 
His  light  from  dull  obscurity,  to  fill 
Earth's  eyes  with  valorous  deeds,  and  more  receive 
Of  the  benisons  of  honest  men,  than  he. 
He  fought,  his  wish  was  Union,  peace;  his  love 
The  freedom  of  the  race ;   his  inmost  law 
The  letters  writ  by  God  upon  his  heart. 

No  ocean  holds  Helena's  rock  for  him. 
And  millions  do  not  stand  with  bated  breath 
To  see  him  dJe,  that  they  may  breathe  more  free  — 
Ambition  has  her  glories  —  Truth  her  peace. 
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NEW  YEAR  RESOLVES. 


THE  snowy-bearded  year  departs.     Its  swift- 
Winged  messengers  of  love  and  hope  and  peace, 
Which  came  to  me,  as  its  round  axle  rolled, 
Bearing  the  balm  of  summer  mornings  bright 
As  silver  on  their  wings,  now  fly  and  fade 
Into  the  silent  sunset  of  the  year. 

The  wrongs  we  have  endured  from  selfish  greed, 
And  envious  tongues,  and  jealous  ignorance. 
From  minds  that  burrow  in  the  earth  like  moles, 
Unconscious  of  the  beauty  and  the  light 
In  which  is  mirrored  God's  omnipotence ; 
From  minds  that  build  their  altar  fires  in  one 
Small  spot,  and  think  the  center  of  the  world 
Lies  there,  the  outside  world  barbarian ; 
And  w^hat  of  these  ?  —  Forgetfulness  and  sweet 
Oblivion. 

We  must  thank  God  indeed 
For  these  rich  gifts  —  forgetfulness,  and  sleep;  — 
For  they  but  usher  in  new  scenes,  all  light 
And  spotless  as  the  new-born  soul ;  and  we 
Again  can  plume  our  wings  for  loftier  flights. 
Unburdened  with  the  sorrows  of  the  past. 
Sleep  and  forgetfulness  !  — could  he  who  rode 
At  Lodi  and  at  Austerlitz,  in  storms 
Of  furious  death,  have  had  these  comforters 
In  lone  Helena's  solitude,  the  last 
Sad  hour  for  him  would  not  have  been  storm-tossed 
In  the  wild  and  wanton  rage  of  battle  —  death 
Then  might  have  come  to  him  as  sweet  as  s\eep. 
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Let  those  who  love  revenge  remember  still 
That  each  true  man,  self-poised,  can  find 
In  dim  forgetfulness  a  healing  balm 
For  any  wound ;  —  the  lightning  shaft  may  fall  — 
The  rifted  tree,  obeying  eternal  laws. 
Still  buds  and  blossoms  in  green  leaves  to  greet 
The  sun,  and  make  soft  folia'ge  for  the  birds. 
A  friend  grows  cold,  time  gathers  other  friends 
With  fresher  sympathies  and  newer  thoughts  — 
The  chills  he  gave  are  warmed  in  other  loves; 
For  God  made  all  mankind  one  blood  ;  —  no  man 
Need  sail  the  boundless  seas  of  life  alone. 

The  new  year  dawns  —  and  shall  Sahara  spread 
Her  sands,  on  which  the  finger  of  our  God 
Will  not  touch  moisture,  and  the  sweet  results 
Of  flowery  verdure  full  of  all  delights, 
To  thirsty  lips  and  longing  eyes? —  or  shall 
This  wintry  dawn  bid  snows  depart  and  spread 
Green  meadows,  soft  and  quiet  shades,  and  brooks 
So  full  of  chatter  for  the  children's  hearts. 
And  fiowers  to  please  the  wayward  fancy,  skies 
Cerulean  soft  as  dome  the  Nile,  and  days 
Big  with  delights  for  dutiful  minds 
Devoted  to  love,  to  mercy  and  to  truth  ? 

We  pray  the  new  year  bring  us  change,  and  gild 
Its  coming  with  some  lighter  beams ;  —  there  lie 
Too  many  shadows  on  the  after  path. 
Too  many  rose-bud  hopes  that  never  bloomed, 
Too  many  thoughts  unfitly  brought  to  life, 
Too  many  left  unspoken  for  the  truth, 
Too  many  hearts  we  might  have  bound  to  us 
Had  we  but  wooed  them  as  the  miser  gold, 
Too  many  words  as  ashes  on  the  lips. 
Too  manv  sorrows  broujjht  bv  feebleness. 

We  pray  the  new  year  bring  us  change,  and  lift 
The  sense  of  solitude  that  weighs  us  down. 
That  haunts  us  like  a  shadow  through  the  day. 
Pursues  us  like  a  shadow  in  out  dtevvtus^ 
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-^nd  hints  oblivion  to  every  hope, 
Oblivion  to  every  virtuous  deed, 
Oblivion,  truth's  only  eternal  foe. 

Thus  musing  sat  I  in  my  evening  chair, 
A  solitarv  man  alone,  at  home. 
The  pendulum  on  the  wall  swung  to  and  fro. 
And  softly  thundered  '*  passing  away ;  "  the  old 
Year,  lean  and  gray,  was  muffled  for  the  door, 
And  glided  out  into  the  eternal  night. 
I  turned  me  to  the  picture  on  the  wall. 
The  picture  of  a  child  who  had  received 
The  sacred  touch  and  blessing  of  the  Lord; 
The  child  put  on  the  stature  of  a  man, 
The  child  put  on  the  wrinkle  of  the  sage. 
Came  down  and  sat  him  by  my  side.  — 

He  said  — 
**  Thy  solitude  is  but  a  demon  born 
With  thee  to  follow  and  to  curse,  and  strew 
Dry  grass  for  verdure  fields,  and  fruitless  trees 
Where  golden  peach  and  apple  ought  to  hang ; 
To  blanch  the  face  of  everything  in  life. 
And  send  thee  groping  hourly  for  a  friend. 
Twin  sister,  born  with  selfishness,  it  lies 
In  every  bosom  centered  in  itself. 
The  fountains  of  thy  life  are  flowing  to 
Their  source,  and  flowing  there,  are  self-consumed. 
Let  them  flow  out  and  seek  the  streams  of  life. 
Then  fragrant  rose  and  violet  will  smile 
Upon  their  banks,  and  blush  in  hues  to  glad 
The  heart.     The  finer  fibres  of  the  soul 
Seek  nourishment  in  kindred  souls ;  alone, 
They  wither  as  the  grass  in  winter  winds ; 
Sent  out,  they  bourgeon  as  the  flowers  in  spring. 
And  would  you  force  the  silver  sunbeam  where 
Dank  shadows  breed  their  vile  and  creeping  things, 
Then  let  a  purpose  rise  upon  thy  gloom 
As  the  clear  moon  comes  out  the  evening  sea ; 
Sound  out  the  bugle  blast  along  the  line. 
Arouse  the  sleepifj^  sentinel,  and  kml 
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Thy  energies  in  deeds  of  love  ;  attack 

The  sorrows  and  the  crime  that,  day  by  day, 

Strike  down  the  weak  and  send  them  to  their  graves ; 

They  flit  like  shadows  on  the  verge  of  time. 

Lift  up  their  hands  and  cry  to  God  for  help ; 

He  calls  you  to  the  work,  if  you  but  feel 

The  moving  of  an  inward  power,  that  stirs 

Your  spirit  for  a  better  life,  —  one  man 

Of  dauntless  spirit  sends  a  flash  of  life 

Along  the  angry  shadows  of  his  time, 

As  lightnings  dart  athwart  the  evening  sky. 


'*  So  rise  and  greet  the  dawning  year. 
And  buckle  on  resolve,  and  set  thine  eye 
To  higher  aims,  thine  heart  to  reap  the  rich 
Rewards  of  love  which  come  of  loving  deeds. 
Then  solitude,  no  longer  pillowed  where 
The  sweet  companionship  of  rest  should  be, 
Will  fly,  and  then  the  gods  will  give  thee  strength 
To  win  historic  praise,  and  poefs  song 
Will  send  new^  hopes  to  animate  new  fires , 
Then  love  will  visit  thee  in  quiet  hours. 
And  light  and  peace  will  crown  laborious  days." 
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TRAJAN'S  COLUMN. 


ROME  had  an  emperor,  and  he 
Was  great,  great  with  the  sword ; 
Rome  had  her  Christians,  they  were  weak, 
Save  in  the  living  Word. 

Her  Trajan  bore  her  eagles,  led 

Her  legions  conquering  forth, 
Into  the  shining  Orient, 

Into  the  frozen  North. 

By  Alexander's  deeds  inflamed. 

He  down  the  Tigris  sailed 
To  the  Persian  Gulf;  before  his  sword 

Assyrian,  Parthian  quailed ;  — 

Iberian  and  Albanian  king, 

Carduchian,  Median  hill. 
Obedience  paid,  and  paid  their  gold 

At  the  Roman's  iron  will. 

Barbarian  Decebalus 

The  Dacian  king,  arose 
And  on  the  Danube  stood,  and  dared 

Imperial  Rome  to  oppose. 

His  fierce  barbarian  rage  did  break 

Itself  on  Trajan's  shield  : 
The  Danube  to  the  Euxine  Sea 

Must  to  the  Roman  yield. 
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His  feats  of  arms,  his  pride  of  power, 

Exalted  Rome,  and  made 
Him  dream  that  all  the  living  world 

Must  at  his  feet  be  laid. 

But  there  were  those  within  Rome's  walls 
Who  reverenced  not  her  gods ; 

On  these  the  haughty  Trajan  burned 
The  persecutor's  rods. 

His  sword  forced  tribute  from  the  world, 
But  could  not  force  the  mind 

Of  Ciiristian,  to  pay  its  tribute  gold, 
And  to  its  Christ  be  blind. 

Here  was  a  realm  he  could  not  rule ; 

Wild  beasts  might  drink  their  blood, 
The  torch  might  burn,  and  Tiber  roll 

Their  bodies  in  its  flood  ;  — 

Another  torch  they  bore  aloft 
That  lit  the  world,  to  blaze 
Eternal  beacon  for  the  race, 

In  God's  eternal  wavs. 

•/ 

Here  was  a  subtle  flame,  which  burned 

In  every  human  heart. 
It  could  elude  the  Roman  sword, 

Outwit  the  Roman  art. 

In  the  Forum  Trajan  proudly  reared 

His  column,  placed  thereon 
His  brazen  image,  sceptre,  globe  — 

Symbols  of  victories  won. 


For  fifteen  centuries  it  said, 
"  I  conquered  all  the  world, 

Until  a  Christian  hand  to  earth 
The  brazen  image  hurled ; 
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And  on  the  column,  proudly  raised 

St.  Peter  and  his  crown, 
The  symbols  of  a  Conqueror 

All  nations  yet  will  own. 

And  these  to  all  the  world  proclaim 

The  one  undying  truth, 
That  truth  is  mightier  than  the  sword, 

Lives  in  eternal  youth  — 


That  conquerors  may  come  and  go. 
And  nations  rise  and  fall. 

The  final  conqueror  is  Truth, 
Last  Sovereign  over  all. 
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CYPRIAN. 


THEY  said  to  Cyprian  "  Sacrifice 
To  the  Roman  gods,  and  bum 
Incense  upon  their  altar  fires, 
Devout  obedience  learn." 


**  Your  gods  are  not  my  gods  "  he  said, 
''Jehovah  is  supreme, 
I  see  the  crown  divine  above 
Upon  His  forehead  beam.' 
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And  still  they  bid  him  sacrifice, 

Or  die  within  the  den, 
Where  lions  in  their  rage  devour 

Unyielding  Christian  men. 

He  had  no  fear  —  supreme  he  saw 
His  one  true  God,  and  could 

Before  Him  bow,  but  could  not  bow 
To  Jupiter  if  he  would. 

His  body  only  could  they  slay. 

His  loving  soul  could  fly 
Their  hate,  and  be  at  home  with  Him 

Who  ruled  supreme  on  high. 

The  stem  Proconsul  ordered  death. 
The  people's  gods*  must  reign. 

Who  will  not  give  them  reverence 
And  worship,  will  be  slain. 
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Beyond  the  gates  of  Carthage  led, 
With  one  flash  of  the  sword 

They  set  him  free  —  upon  the  plain 
His  martyr  blood  was  poured. 

At  last,  it  rises  incense  sweet 

To  faith  in  every  age, 
While  Dccius  and  his  Roman  gods 

Have  left  no  heritage. 

Beware  ye  men  in  power  to-day. 
Who  hold  your  gods  divine. 

And  make  no  harsh  decrees  for  me, 
To  bow  no  more  to  mine. 

For  time  may  execute  on  you 
Your  own  decrees,  and  bring 

You  to  the  dust,  your  victim  raise 
To  be  a  martyr  king. 

The  people  for  their  gods  condemn 

Their  Socrates  in  rage. 
He  dies,  but  lives  —  they  live,  but  die 

Condemned  in  every  age. 

Leave  each  man  with  his  God  alone. 
His  faith,  his  prayer,  his  song, 

The  zeal  of  many,  may  not  be  right. 
Of  one,  may  not  be  wrong. 
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MY  EVENING  SHADOWS. 


I   SIT  within  my  evening  chair, 
And  fitful  shadows  light  the  wall. 
As  day  departing  with  his  care, 

Leaves  night  to  come  in  sable  pall. 

The  shadows  are  departed  friends. 
Who  come  again  with  words  of  love, 

And  tone  of  tenderness  that  lends 
To  speech,  a  spirit  from  above. 

Here's  lady  Jane  the  first  young  girl. 
Who  came  a  vision  out  of  the  sky, 

To  tangle  my  feet  with  a  sable  curl. 

And  guide  my  spirit  with  a  flashing  eye. 

She  comes  again  from  her  spirit  home. 
And  looks  the  words  she  can  not  call. 

From  out  the  roses'  blush  and  bloom. 
Beneath  the  window,  over  the  wall. 

And  one  looks  up  from  the  tangled  grass, 
And  through  the  palings  sees  my  face, 

*'  If  you  want  to  play  come  out  my  lass. 
And  in  the  street  we'll  have  a  race." 

And  out  she  comes  with  girlish  smile. 
With  flying  limbs  and  naked  feet, 

We  run  our  race  in  children's  style. 
And  make  first  love  in  the  dustv  street. 
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Another  comes  with  gentle  looks, 
My  forehead  thrills  with  finger  touch, 

And  says,  to  win  me  from  my  books, 
*'  Here  wrinkles  come,  you  study  too  much. 
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And  here  is  one  whose  mild  dark  eyes 
Once  bound  me  in  a  magic  spell, 

To  chide  my  haste,  says  "  duty  lies 
Not  in  quick  work  but  doing  well." 

Another  says  with  motherly  grace, 
To  clip  my  vaulting  wings  and  call 

To  know  all  truth,  "  on  one  thing  place 
Your  mind,  vou  cannot  know*it  all." 

And  one  more  comes  to  me  again. 
To  chaff  my  boasts  with  girlish  glee, 

She  bids  me  "  out  on  the  battle  plain, 
A  fire-side  lion  no  longer  be." 

And  many  more  of  the  sacred  band, 

With  white  wings  come  and  fill  my  room. 

Bringing  me  music  from  the  Holy  Land, 
And  incense  sweet  for  the  evening  gloom. 

Their  whisperings  are  in  tones  of  love. 
Their  words  are  true,  and  kind  and  wise. 

And  each  is  a  messenger  from  above, 
To  guide  my  feet  and  still  my  cries. 

The  God  who  gave  has  taken  away. 
And  they  have  left  me  one  by  one. 

And  yet  they  are  with  me  night  and  day. 
And  will  be  to  my  setting  sun. 
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A  RACE  WITH  DEATH, 


GRAVES,  CHEENEY,  AND  DAY,  ^EROES  OF  MILL  RIVER. 


THEY  may  tell,  if  they  please,  of  Paul  Revere, 
Who  rode  the  swift  horse  in  the  patriot  year. 
When  red  Revolution  swept  over  the  land. 
Firing  hearts  in  New  England  for  freedom  to  stand. 
To  strike  for  their  homes,  to  strike  for  the  things. 
That  lift  up  the  people  and  pull  down  the  kings;  — 
They  may  tell,  if  they  please,  of  the  Rolands  of  song. 
Who  from  Ghent  rode  to  Aix  with  a  speed  swift  and  strong ; 
Of  a  Sheridan  boast  who  on  Winchester's  field. 
Like  a  thunderbolt  rode  and  the  victor}'  sealed ; 
For  they  are  the  heroes  who  came  in  a  time, 
When  the  commonest  deeds  were  deeds  sublime. 


But  how  shall  we  speak  of  the  heroes  who  came, 
And  leaped  from  the  earth  like  a  flash  of  red  flame, 
In  a  calm  May  morning  of  peace  and  of  rest, 
When*  the  robin  sang  sweetly  at  home  on  her  nest, 
When  the  butterfly  rose  on  a  pulseless  air. 
Falling  soft  on  the  hills  and  in  valleys  so  fair, 
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When  the  hum  of  the  wheels  and  dutiful  hands 
Were  filling  the  hours  with  toil's  golden  sands, 
Floated  out  on  the  vallev  and  died  on  the  hill, 
With  a  musical  tone  the  heart  of  lahor  to  fill ; 
When  the  dandelion  spangled  the  meadows  with  gold. 
And  the  shad-blossoms  white  did  their  beauty  unfold, 
When  musical  peace  with  her  whispering  t^iles. 
Had  spread  her  white  wings  in  the  Hampshire  vales? 


W^e  w^ill  speak  of  you  as  of  the  heroes  of  old, 

For  you  put  into  song  a  new  tale  to  be  told ; 

That  will  bring  to  the  cheek  furrowed  deeply  with  age, 

The  tear  of  compassion  while  conning  its  page ; 

Which  will  fire  the  heart  of  the  valorous  vouth. 

To  fly  quicker  for  love,  and  fight  harder  for  truth  :  — 

We  will  speak  of  you  as  of  the  men  who  gave 

Their  lives  in  the  balance  their  country  to  save ; 

For  in  this  calm  morning  of  musical  spring. 

When  peace  with  her  harmonies  filled  everything, 

Vou  saw  the  black  flood  burst  out  of  the  earth, 

Liike  the  thunderbolt  out  from  the  deep  azure  dome, 

Then  the  mothers  you  saw,  and  the  children  in  mirth. 

Unconscious  of  danger  in  the  low  valley  home. 

And  you  mounted  your  horses  and  spurred  for  speed 

In  a  race  with  death  on  his  white  maned  steed. 

And  startled  the  valley  with  the  terrible  cry, 

*'  To  the  hills  for  your  lives,  to  the  hills  or  die." 


We  sped  to  the  hills,  but  many  we  gaVe 

To  the  ravenous  flood  and  the  gloom  of  the  grave  ; 

The  waters  in  fury  came  leaping  along 

And  sang  as  they  leaped  a  terrible  death  song. 

Ploughing  deep  in  the  earth  a  wide  channel  for  speed. 

Swallowing  homes,   and  our  loved  ones,  with  a  hungry 

greed ; 
And  they  lefl  in  their  track  only  ruin  and  death, 
Where  an  hour  before  was  the  sweet  morning's  breath, 
And  the  song  of  the  mother,  the  laugh  of  the  child, 
The  music  of  labor,  where  happiness  smiled. 
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But  peace  to  them  came  !  —  around  here  we  stand, 

With  the  sorrowing  hearts  of  a  broken  band, 

A  multitude  saved  by  your  warning  cry, 

Which  startled  our  ears  like  a  v^oice  from  the  skv ; 

We  bring  to  you  tokens  of  the  love  that  we  feel, 

To  unite  us  as  brothers  in  the  bands  of  steel ; 

Let  us  live,  let  us  work,  let  us  love  as  one, 

And  when  to  you  falls  the  voice  out  of  the  sun, 

*'To  the  hills,  to  the  hills,"  may  you  find  them  blest, 

With  the  sunshine  of  peace,  with  the  solace  of  rest. 
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J  TAKE  my  staff  in  hand  —  the  air  is  cool 
And  clear,  and  full  of  vitalizing  life, 
"^Vnd  wakes  within  my  veins  my  youth  again, 
AVithin  my  thoughts,  the  wayward  dreams  of  youth. 

I  leave  the  busy  idlers  on  the  porch, 
A  throng  of  weary  ones  from  distant  towns. 
Who  came  for  change,  for  rest,  for  laughing  hours; 
For  words  that  trip  them  lightly  from  the  tongue  — 
Who  came  to  fly  the  cares  of  life,  the  deep 
Intensity  of  life  the  cities  force 
Upon  the  soul,  and  clip  its  wings. 

I  climb 
The  hill  to  see  the  world,  to  see  the  sun. 
To  see  the  vast  blue  deep  above,  that  spheres 
The  earth  as  one  great  canopy,  and  shuts 
Me  in  with  valley,  hill,  and  mountain  range, 
As  social  company  with  me. 

The  sweet 
Variety  of  flowers  that  scent  the  fields 
And  woods,  apparelled  in  their  colored  robes 
As  various  as  the  hues  of  summer  clouds, 
Each  whispering  its  own  pure  joy,  and  each 
Rejoicing  in  the  luxury  of  life  — 
They  are  the  shadows  of  the  sweets  o{  God, 
Let  fall  to  deck  our  earthly  paradise ;  — 
We  are  the  children  of  one  Fatherhood, 
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They  live  for  me,  and  I  for  them,  and  He 

For  all  —  these  flowers  are  deftly  garlanded 

On  nature's  robes,  the  fine  artistic  touch 

Of  beauty  to  the  fields  and  woods ;  —  who  loves 

Them  not,  though  nameless  in  his  books,  should  live 

A  Sphynx,  and  gaze  forever  on  barren  sands. 


Now  as  I  climb,  the  valley  spreads  broad  sheets 
Of  soft  green  meadow  lands  of  every  shade. 
Of  woods,  whose  tops  touched  gently  by  the  winds 
Flow  in  deep  undulations  like  the  sea ; 
Far  down  the  vale,  beyond  the  nearer  hills. 
The  dimly  rounded  top  of  Moosilauk 
Strides  up  into  the  sky,  almost  a  cloud ; 
His  shoulders  like  a  giant  hold  the  dome 
Above —  beyond  his  outer  line  is  space 
And  infinite  void,  to  me  —  he  weaves  a  spell 
That  calls  again  and  yet  again  my  eyes 
From  wandering,  to  scan  his  grand  contour. 
And  run  the  line  that  fades  in  the  upper  deep. 


I  tread  the  close  cropped  grass  with  slippery  steps, 
And  plant  the  hesitating  foot  on  rocks 
That  rib  the  slope ;  and  push  through  ferns  whose  sweet 
Perfumery  fills  the  air ;  through  clustering  brakes 
Whose  graceful  leaves  in  shining  pinnacles, 
And  pointed  falling  arches  seize  the  eye  — 
I  wonder  at  the  handy-work  of  form 
Which  nature  weaves  in  every  breath. 


I  reach 
The  wood,  which  from  the  summit  falls  half  down, 
A  shaggy  and  umbrageous  robe,  a  wild 
Of  talking  trees  and  shadowy  mysteries;  — 
A  temple  reared  for  me  to  worship  in, 
In  which  I  see  unmeasured  power,  there  built 
To  lure  my  soul,  command  me  to  be  still, 
And  in  their  silence  list  the  voice  of  God. 


FRANCONIA.  iSj 

Within  the  edge  a  granite  boulder  sits, 
A  huge  unshapen  sentinel  to  guard 
The  wood,  the  dark  browed  genius  of  the  shades. 
His  lichen-covered  shield,  does  first  report 
The  rising  sun,  reflecting  golden  beams 
To  the  waiting  flowers  in  the  farther  shades. 
These  flowers  embroider  rocks  and  roots,  that  cling 
To  the  mountain  sides  beneath  the  trees,  with  touch 
Fantastic,  softening  their  rough  strength,  as  art 
Softens  the  rising  column  with  leaf  and  flower. 

I  sit  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  rock, 
LfOok  far  below,  around,  above,  and  all 
The  vales  and  mountains  come  and  talk  to  me. 
And  with  such  company  I'm  not  aloite,  — 
This  solitude  is  tilled  with  voices  sweet 
And  full  of  kindly  sympathy  —  no  man 
Whose  heart  is  right  with  nature,  is  alone. 
For  every  rock  and  tree  and  flower,  the  play 
Of  sunshine  flashing  on  the  leaves,  all  shapes 
As  various  as  the  fancy  can  conceive. 
Are  tongues  to  tell  of  universal  love, 
Are  tongues  to  tell  of  universal  peace, 
Of  universal  birth  upon  decay. 
Of  universal  beauty  for  the  eye ; 
To  win  ambitions  wild  but  baffled  wings 
To  some  sweet  nook,  beneath  the  mellow  shades. 
Where  they  can  find  a  quiet  nest,  and  rest. 

So  sitting  here,  Tm  rich  as  Croesus  was. 
Though  untold  treasures  filled  his  vaults,  a  crown 
Was  on  his  head,  mad  conquests  fired  his  blood. 
His  heart  cried  more,  till  Cyrus  baflFled  him, 
Condemned  him  to  the  stake —  had  he,  as  I 
Throned  on  this  hill,  sat  on  his  Lydian  throne 
Content  with  fortune's  smiles,  then  rich  indeed 
He  would  have  been,  and  blessed  his  days.     Nor  gold, 
Nor  lands,  nor  patents  of  nobility, 
Nor  loss  of  power,  nor  the  noisy  tongue  of  fame, 
Nor  learning  myriad  tongfued  and  eyed,  can  give 
One  peace  —  that  comes,  when  on  the  hills  we  see 
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Our  bounteous  mother  nature  spread  her  lap, 
And  bids  us  pluck  and  eat  first  hand  from  God. 

Across  the  vale  Franconia's  mountains  rise 
In  deeply  wooded  slopes,  a  stretching  range 
Tossing  their  tops  aloft  like  great  sea  waves. 
There  Lincoln  stands,  and  carries  on  his  hip 
His  lesser  brother  Bald  Cap,  in  whose  side 
The  granite  rent  in  twain,  a  deep  sWord  cut, 
Is  bleeding  crystal  waters  —  north,  the  Notch, 
Franconia's  wonder,  parts  the  mountain  range, 
Opening  a  path  for  waters,  winds  and  clouds 
To  plow  their  way  between  the  mountain  walls. 
Upon  these  towering  and  precipitous  sides. 
Mysterious  sun  and  shade  alternate  play ; 
And  from  their  sombre  mouth,  white  clouds  float  out 
In  cumbrous  folds,  sometimes  they  are  the  black 
And  angr}'  wheeled  chariots  of  the  storms. 
Poured  fortli  in  squadrons  furious  with  rage  — 
Their  grandeur  and  their  mystery'  are  such 
The  wandering  eye  will  be  recalled,  to  search 
This  cradle  of  the  clouds  and  winds,  and  see 
Them  in  their  infancy,  before  they  rise 
And  join  their  black  wings  in  the  mountain  blast, 
And  hurl  their  ruin  on  the  level  plain. 

Up  from  this  play  of  elements,  I  look 
And  see  the  sun,  the  firmament,  the  earth. 
Myself,  then  know  we  exist  —  these  give  to  me 
Delight,  impel  my  reasoning  mind  to  climb. 
To  find  and  kiss  the  hand  that  giveth  all ;  — 
Unbidden,  thankfulness  spreads  o'er  my  heart 
As  morning  sunshine  o*er  a  mountain  lake ; 
Whence  this  repose,  this  harmony,  this  fit 
Relation  of  the  outer  and  the  inner  life 
But  in  design,  some  one  sweet  will  that  makes 
The  inhabitant  for  his  fair  environment. 
To  love  the  mountain  and  its  depths  of  shade, 
A  flower  and  its  tints,  the  blue  above 
And  feel  his  wide  wings  grow  as  in  its  waves 
He  plunges,  plows  his  far  and  trackless  course ; 
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To  love  the  rock,  its  testimony  read 

Of  earthquakes,  fires,  upheavals  in  the  past ; 

'To  love  the  insects  flashing  on  myriad  wings 

In  the  morning  beam.     I  did  not  make  myself, 

I  did  not  say,  let  there  be  light  and  there 

XVas  light,  I  see  no  image  of  myself 

In  sod,  or  tree,  or  plant,  or  rock,  or  cloud 

-As  prototype  from  whence  I  spring  —  so  look 

lieyond,  and  know  the  sovereign  thought  conceived. 

And  made  it  all  so  well,  and  not  blind  chance. 

Nature  is  man*s  first  teacher —  he  came,  but  how 
Or  whence  no  man  can  tell  —  there's  not  a  weed 
That  grows,  but  finds  the  elements  in  sweet 
Accord  —  shall  man  be  planted  where  all  things 
Confuse,  confound,  enforce  his  very  death 
At  birth  .^  —  'tis  not  the  law  of  life  ;   once  here, 
Then  all  things  must  give  to  him  nourishment. 
And  all  things  must  his  teachers  be  —  and  from 
The  daisy  he  must  climb  to  see  the  stars ; 
And  from  the  rock  learn  of  the  elements; 
And  from  the  zephyr  learn  the  hurricane ; 
And  from  the  pansies  various  colors,  tinct 
By  the  same  pure  sun  and  dew,  learn  how  from  one 
Wise  cause,  a  thousand  things  may  spring ;  —  so  from 
The  shepherd  boy  upon  the  morning  hills, 
Grow  up  to  Socrates,  with  reasoning  mind ; 
To  Plato,  silver  tongued,  within  his  Porch, 

Within  the  Notch,  unseen  by  me,  there  lies, 
Deep  in  the  woods,  the  quiet  Profile  lake ; 
Above,  the  Great  Stone  Face  with  solemn  gaze 
Forever  watches  for  the  rising  sun, 

The  Egyptian  Sphynx  of  these  New  Hampshire  hills  — 
He  laves  his  long  beard  in  the  lake  below, 
Yet  never  sees  his  mirrored  counterpart 
That  in  the  water  sleeps  —  could  I,  a  boy. 
In  dewy  morns  and  eves  of  growing  years, 
Have  seen  this  face,  its  sweet  benignity, 
Its  power  and  calm  would  then  have  grown  into 
My  growing  soul,  and  made  of  me  a  great 
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Man  in  the  land  —  for  God  has  ordered  it 

That  his  eternal  attributes,  that  live 

Longer  than  cities,  nations,  live  to  touch. 

Illumine,  elevate  the  human  soul, 

Disclose  themselves  in  nature  everywhere, 

As  order,  beauty,  peace,  and  power,  —  the  eye 

That  sees,  has  found  the  road  that  leads  to  Him. 

But  nearer  lies  that  quiet  lake  of  sounds. 
The  Echo  lake,  below  the  beetling  crags 
Of  Lafayette,  as  placid  as  a  lake 
Of  silver  lies  —  but  yesterday  I  heard 
The  trumpet  blast  upon  the  shore,  and  then 
Came  back  to  me,  reverberating,  sweet 
Entanglements  of  silver  sounds,  that  climbed, 
Like  angel  voices  to  the  mountain  tops, 
And  died  in  distant  and  confusing  melodies ;  — 
I  held  my  breath  in  awe  and  wonderment. 
And  gazed  to  see  if  heavenly  genii  had  lit. 
To  sing  in  clusters  on  those  granite  peaks. 

And  yesterday  I  rode  with  noisy  tongues 
And  joyous  hearts  let  loose  from  care,  deep  in  - 
The  sylvan  mvsteries  of  the  woods  that  skirt 
These  crags,  and  from  the  shades  my  eyes  climbed  up 
Those  far  high  mountain  tops,  that  stand  in  lone 
And  lofty  commerce  with  the  clouds  —  they  made 
Report  to  me,  and  bade  me  keep,  as  they, 
A  constant  forehead  to  the  skies,  and  spuni 
The  tanglcwood  and  stubborn  rocks  below. 
Which  held  confusion  for  the  weaker  ones. 
And  yet,  around  these  shaggy  mountain  feet, 
Standing  amid  the  mosses  and  the  dews. 
There  is  a  beauty  native  to  the  place,  — 
For  as  we  rode,  the  garrulous  tongues  were  still. 
And  listening  ears  were  lent,  to  hear  the  streams 
Soft  syllabling  on  leaves  innumerable, 
Breathing  their  melodies  as  on  the  strings 
Of  many  harps ;  to  hear  the  songs  of  birds 
Fall  out  the  sky  in  silver  notes,  and  mix 
Clear  tones  with  the  breathings  of  the  woods. 
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Not  this 
-Alone,  the  springs  of  crystal  softly  crept 
Trom  mossy  banks,  beneath  fantastic  roots, 
Then  gathered  into  streams  that  leaped  the  crags, 
And  whirled  in  coves,  and  limpid  pools. 
And  broke  in  noisy  foam  o'er  rough  rock  beds. 
And  sped  in  smooth  velocity  along 
The  polished  granite  table  leaves,  then  fell 
To  softer  lazier  paces  through  the  fields, 
In  dalliance  with  the  grasses  and  the  flowers. 

Seeing  this,  I  chid  those  lofty  mountain  tops, 
That  scorned  the  sweet  confusions  at  their  feet, 
As  though  the  sun  for  them  alone  shot  fortli 
His  beams,  for  them  alone  the  atmosphere 
Ensphered  the  world  in  ciystalline  delight. 
And  bathed  its  whitest  waves  around  their  peaks. 
I  bid  them  see  that  in  these  dimmer  shades. 
Were  light  and  music  atid  pure  joy  ;  and  forms 
Of  beauty,  and  rich  colorings,  as  much 
The  gifts  of  God  as  the  golden  sun-tipped  crowns 
They  wore ;  as  rich  in  thought  and  great  in  power 
To  lift  the  heart,  and  be  companionship 
And  joy  to  men,  as  their  bold  walls  that  scale 
The  clear  blue  arch,  and  fill  it  with  their  wide 
Pervading  sense  of  majesty  and  strength. 

I  look,  and  there  stands  Lafayette,  whose  top 
Is  kingliest  of  them  all  —  the  first  red  rays 
Of  morning  gild  it  with  soft  rose,  while  still 
His  lesser  brothers,  Lincoln,  Cameron, 
And  Garfield,  sleep  in  shadows  —  wide  and  deep 
A  gorge  flows  down  its  side,  and  winter  loth 
To  leave,  sometimes  will  plant  a  pure  white  cross 
Of  snow  within  its  shadows,  lingering  late. 
The  fading  footsteps  of  the  parting  year. 
Awaking  reverent  wonder  in  the  vale  ;  — 
But  spring,  with  fingers  soft  and  lily  white, 
Comes  on  the  gentle  airs,  and  lifts  the  cross. 
And  bears  it  to  the  clouds,  amid  the  scents 
Of  growing  flowers  and  songs  of  happy  birds. 
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One  day,  in  my  boy  clays,  a  day  of  dust 
And  wcaiy  travelling,  I  sought  the  great 
White  Hills  alone  —  their  fame  had  come  to  me 
Among  the  hills  of  old  Steuben,  whose  soft 
Yet  bold  outlines  had  led  me  to  the  stars. 
The  earth  raised  ladders  for  my  boyish  feet  — 
I  sought  the  great  White  Hills  of  world-wide  fame. 
Cloud-capped  in  my  boy  dreams,  to  see  if  they 
Could  lift  me  to  a  loftier  altitude, 
More  near  the  spirit  of  the  universe, 
Pervading  all,  yet  dwelling  as  alone, 
-Than  my  low  hills  that  banked  the  rising  sun. 
And  hid,  too  soon,  his  setting,  from  the  vale. 


Emerging  from  the  Notch,  and  from  the  woods 
Clothing  the  feet  of  Lafayette,  I  walked 
Towards  Wasliington  a  long  and  toilsome  day. 
Looking  for  Alp  or  Himalaya  peak. 
For  Pelion  on  Ossa  piled,  to  fill 
The  fancv  of  the  studious  bov,  then  saw 
The  cold  gray  peak  of  Washington,  a  cloud 
Against  the  blue  —  I  had  no  friend  to  whom 
To  tell  my  tlioughtb,  so  fancy  shut  her  wings, 
And  opened  calm  clear  eyes  to  see  it  all. 
And  feel  the  loftiest  meanings — constantly, 
As  brothers,  Lafayette  and  Washington, 
So  kept  me  social  company,  and  each. 
In  my  fond  eyes  disputed  sovereignty 
From  morn  to  eve,  so  high  they  stood,  so  great. 
They  nestled  to  me  as  two  hearts  to  one 
In  love  —  and  so  the  great  men  of  the  world 
Lie  close  to  human  hearts  in  every  age. 


From  this  my  mountain  perch,  I  turn  my  eyes 
Northeast,  and  see  the  Presidential  range 
Rise  up  light  gray  in  the  summer  sun  —  they  bank 
The  sky  against  the  east,  and  as  the  gates 
Of  day,  delay  the  morning  beams,  refuse 
Too  soon  to  let  the  light  wake  matin  songs. 
In  the  deep  woods  of  the  western  slopes. 
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There  stand 
These  hills,  cloud  capped,  alone,  sublime  and  cold. 
Granite  on  granite  piled  grotesque  and  bare ;  — 
Their  tops  arise  to  azure  solitudes. 
Spanning  their  mother  earth  below  —  up  there. 
They  battle  with  the  elements,  the  winds 
Rolling  their  fierce  black  floods  against  their  sides, 
Impetuous,  unconfined,  the  sun's  corsairs ; 
With  lightnings  shattering  red  shafts  on  the  rocks; 
With  winter's  iron  chain  of  bitter  frost. 
Bursting  the  granite  clifts,  to  plough  the  gorge 

With  deep  toned  thunders  as  from  summer  clouds ; 

With  sunbeams  planting  lichen  rust,  to  cling. 

To  eat,  and  fatten  on  the  rocks,  and  slow 

Dissolve  them  into  sunnner  dust  —  but  still. 

This  conflict  of  the  ages  sees  them  yet 

The  masters  of  the  fields  of  air  —  bv  God 

Uplifted,  planted  by  His  power,  they  must 

Remain  pure  symbols  of  Omnipotence. 

So  stand  the  moral  masters  of  the  world. 
Devoted  to  the  truth,  to  nothing  less 
Than  truth,  and  building  on  the  laws  of  truth, 
With  energies  divine  they  climb  the  steeps 
Of  years,  reflecting  daily  purer  light; 
There  bold  and  high,  the  powers  of  earth  do  come 
And  enviously  encompass  them,  to  bear 
Them  down  to  the  common  level  of  the  plain  — 
But  once  uplifted,  there  they  stand  a  guide 
And  fortress  for  the  truth  that  will  not  fall. 


How  oft  I  left  the  silken  circle  in 
The  house,  and  friendly  human  speech,  to  stand 
And  gaze  along  Franconia's  range,  beyond 
To  VVashington,  high  hills  behind  high  hills. 
And  drink  the  purple  velvet  hues,  more  dark 
And  deep  with  each  receding  slope  —  there  lies 
A  still  and  twilight  witchery,  a  gloom 
Of  finer  fascinations  than  the  skies 
Can  show  in  mellow  sunset  and  in  cloud. 
Along  the  softened  purple  of  these  hills  — 
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They  come  the  nearer  to  the  human  heart, 
Than  the  vague  uncertainty  of  changing  clouds ; 
The  hills  are  giants  of  the  earth,  not  skies; 
A  mountain  is  brother  to  the  man ; 
Together  they  clasp  hands  and  dominate 
The  world,  first  born  of  time —  and  when  the  sun 
Descends,  and  twilight  wraps  her  velvet  robe 
Tinged  with  departing  day,  around  the  hills. 
To  lay  their  rugged  limbs  in  sleep,  man's  heart 
Goes  with  them  to  their  couch,  calls  down  to  them 
The  bliss  and  benediction  of  repose. 

One  early  morning  sleep  did  fly  from  me. 
And  bid  me  from  my  windows  search  the  hills, 
To  call  back  feverish  thoughts  to  scenes  of  peace, 
Before  the  day  dawn  came — 1  saw  the  moon. 
Riding  in  silver  robed  green  above 
White  clouds,  and  in  the  distance  Washington 
Arose,  a  great  gray  dome  of  softened  cloud, 
As  seen  through  the  dimly  moonlit  air  —  above 
The  dome,  great  Venus  startled  me,  so  light. 
Her  envious  beams  did  shoot  against  the  moon, 
To  win  the  mastery  and  rule  the  night. 
Below,  the  valley  lay  filled  with  white  fleece, 
So  soft  and  white,  a  feather  would  not  float 
Its  waves  but  sink  ;  and  all  along  the  hills 
It  wrapped  their  rugged  feet  w^th  down  —  so  light 
This  lake  in  this  still  morn,  I  dare  not  set 
The  winged  fancy  of  a  summer  dream 
To  sail  the  flood,  lest  it  should  fade  from  sight. 
The  weird  and  quiet  beauty  of  the  scene 
Recalled  my  wandering  feverish  thoughts,  and  soothed 
Me  into  rest,  to  gather  up  the  wild 
Mad  forces  of  the  mind,  to  drink  cool  airs, 
To  drop  on  humble  knee,  as  a  worshiper 
Of  night,  the  sable  empress  of  the  world, 
Who  bears  repose  upon  her  raven  wings. 

From  this  my  mountain  seat,  my  curious  eye 
Surveys  the  distant  hills,  I  know,  unseen 
By  me,  upon  these  distant  wood  crowned  peaks, 
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Receding  fading  to  the  upper  clouds, 

Are  travellers  from  many  lands,  who  climb 

As  I,  to  drink  the  mountain  air,  and  see 

The  marvellous  beauty  of  this  lower  world, 

The  wild  magnificence  in  mountain  range. 

In  delicate  valleys  and  in  clouded  hills; 

To  see,  and  feel  the  richer  as  they  see. 

Because  the  scene  grows  in  the  soul  to  be 

A  part  of  it,  a  garnered  wealth  ;  secure 

From  the  thefts  of  fraud  or  power  or  envious  time ; 

From  time  the  subtle  thief,  who  will  filch  all 

He  can,  and  hide  it  neath  his  sombre  robe. 

To  drop  in  that  blafck  gulf  oblivion. 

But  knowledge,  feeling,  sentiment,  is  growth 
Of  soul  increasing  with  its  growth,  and  mid 
The  hills  and  valleys  willing  eyes  and  hearts 
Of  love  find  Hebe's  cup  brim  full  of  these ; 
Here  human  lips  may  quaff  the  nectared  sweets 
Of  gods,  and  mix  it  with  tlie  mother  blood  — 
Cleopatra's  pearl  dissolved  and  drank,  is  safe 
From  envious  eyes  and  robber  hands  —  what  I 
Do  find  among  these  hills  is  wealth  to  me ; 
I  pack  it  in  my  coflers  as  my  own. 
And  there's  a  magic  in  this  wealth,  that  makes 
It  g^ow  by  giving  —  give  I  then,  to  all. 

And  now,  I  know  deep  in  these  wooded  slopes 
There  roam  the  bear,  the  deer,  the  fox,  all  wild ; 
The  partridge  of  the  gray  and  thundrous  wing. 
The  squirrels  chattering  in  the  trees,  and  birds 
Innumerable,  to  make  all  musical. 
Sprinkling  the  liquid  silver  notes  of  song 
With  murmurs  of  the  brooks  and  winds  —  and  know 
These  dim  seclusions  hold  the  sheltering  homes 
Of  creatures  in  the  care  of  God ;  and  here 
Men  come,  up  from  the  cities  and  the  seas, 
To  breathe  new  life  for  human  blood,  new  joys 
That  live  in  the  primitive  elements  of  woods, 
Of  air,  and  sun,  and  build  the  fibre  strong. 
And  start  the  languid  thoughts  to  higher  aims. 
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Here  meet  the  merchants  free  from  ledgers ;   men 
From  'Change,  keen  witted ;  priest  and  layman  bent 
On  merriment ;  the  soldier  from  the  field  ; 
The  lawyer  from  his  learned  lore ;  the  son 
And  daughter  from  the  sunny  south,  to  meet 
The  cool  alert  New  Englander ;  the  wide 
Eyed  man  from  Mississippi,  boasting  faith 
In  nothing  less  than  continents — all  meet 
On  common  ground,  and  give  and  take  the  wealth, 
The  thought  and  curtesies  of  each  ;  here  learn 
That  all  are  people  of  one  brotherhood, 
That  each  has  virtues  all  can  love  ;  that  each 
Has  love  for  all,  that  each,  in  diftbrences. 
May  find  a  bond  and  interest  in  all. 

I  leave  my  seat  and  climb  the  mountain  path 
Through  beds  of  fern,  beneath  the  twittering  leaves, 
By  rocks  rough  hewn  by  the  frosts  of  centuries, 
Yet  softened  by  the  mosses  gray  and  green. 
That  clothe  their  ancient  nakedness  with  mild 
Compassion  'gainst  the  elements  ;  by  copse 
Of  soft  young  beeches,  hiding  with  their  leaves 
The  fruited  mandrake,  and  the  maiden  hair. 
The  fern  so  airily  built  and  purple  stemmed 
And  full  of  delicate  grace,  which  can  not  hide 
Beneath  the  soft  green  beeches*  roof,  they  will 
Be  sought  and  plucked  by  every  wild  eyed  girl 
That  roams  the  hills  —  I  pass  the  evergreens. 
White  pine  and  spruce  and  birch,  whose  level  limbs 
Reach  far  to  see  the  sun  and  catch  the  light ; 
Gray  mosses  tuft  them  thick,  and  weave  their  fine 
And  delicate  traceries  around  each  hand 
And  make  it  prisoner  in  gossamer  chains  — 
I  tread  on  beds  of  creeping  mountain  pine, 
That  seek  beneath  low  branches,  sheltering  leaves, 
Seclusion  from  the  ruthless  hands  that  pluck 
In  wanton  sport  green  garlands  for  the  head  — 
I  pass  through  blackberry  vines,  so  rich  in  fruit 
The  thirsty  lips  must  pluck  and  eat;  through  weeds, 
Each  with  a  beauty  of  its  own,  to  plead 
Compassion  for  the  little  mid  the  great ; 
Through  flowers  of  modest  woodland  coloring  — 
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And  over  all,  the  summer  heats,  here  cooled 
And  freshened  spread  a  quiet  calm,  a  rich 
And  fluent  mantle  robe,  as  though  it  would 
Exclude  the  garish  sun,  the  loud  tongued  world, 
And  mould  another  Eden  here. 

Alone, 

Amid  fantastic  shapes  of  flowers,  weeds, 

And  trees  full  robed,  mid  living  forestry, 

And  listening  to  the  hum  of  insects  low 

And  soft,  and  to  the  occasional  songs  of  birds 

Who  flash  the  shadows  of  their  wings  across 

The  sunlit  spots  and  startle  me ;  1  see 

The  floods  of  crystalline  sunlight  flow  round. 

And  through,  and  over  all,  and  softly  fleck 

The  under  shadows  with  tremulous  golden  spots, 

Then  feel  the  woods  are  nature's  Palaces, 

And  all  within  the  halls  and  corridors 

May  wander  at  the  will,  and  revel  in 

Their  wealth,  and  mount  the  throne,  and  play  the  king. 

The  summit  reached,  around,  gray  rocks  put  up 
Their  scarred  and  wrinkled  heads,  as  if  to  rend 
The  earth  and  in  the  clear  air  stand ;  they  are 
Colossi  of  the  under  world,  there  to 
Earth's  axle  bound,  they  would  spring  forth,  be  free. 
And  shake  the  mountains  from  their  skirts  as  birds 
The  morning  dews,  and  fly  the  wide  blue  space 
Above  as  free  as  eagles ;  but  the  hand 
That  flxed  the  earth  within  his  even  scale 
Forbids,  and  dooms  them  still  to  bear 
The  hills  and  valleys  on  their  giant  backs; 
So  doomed  their  beetling  shoulders,  wrinkled  necks, 
Are  rufl^ed  with  green  moss  and  fronded  fern. 
And  jewelled  with  scattered  copse  of  evergreen. 
To  soften  them  to  the  summer  cloud,  and  cloth 
Them  'gainst  the  winter's  white  and  barren  robe. 
Against  fierce  winds  that  here  their  revels  hold. 

My  eye  sweeps  wide  the  amphitheatre  of  hills. 
The  circle  is  complete ;  the  billowy  rim 
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Flows  in  smooth  rolls  and  leaps  in  peaks  that  pierce 

The  sky  ;  as  though  the  sea  god  Neptune  fixed 

Them  at  a  wild  storm  height,  and  bid  them  be 

At  rest,  in  mad  confusion  shaped,  a  sea 

Of  mountains,  hills,  and  valleys  dim  and  still. 

The  air  is  pure  as  ciystal,  it  dilates 

The  blood,  as  fire  illumes  dead  furnaces ; 

The  scenes  build  mind  and  body  both,  to  twice 

The  stature  of  the  common  man  —  to  feel 

How  great  we  are,  we  must  companion  with 

The  great,  the  soul  expands  to  fill  the  rim 

Of  vision,  not  content  to  see  a  realm 

And  then  be  less  than  equal  to  the  whole. 

These  travellers  stand  upon  this  rock  —  they  are 
Alive  to  everything,  in  mountain  range 
And  valley  deep  ;  their  thoughts  outrun  their  speech. 
And  break  in  sudden  phrase  of  glad  surprise 
And  admiration  ;  —  and  so  will  nature  wake 
The  soul,  and  rouse  its  depths  to  break  in  speech 
Upon  the  ear,  as  waves  upon  the  shore. 

The  silent  rock  beneath  our  feet,  so  gray 
And  rough,  lies  packed  with  crystals  interspersed 
As  black  as  jet,  as  crosses  singly  spread 
By  intelligent  design,  or  like  the  tracks 
Of  birds  within  red  sandstone  pressed  so  far 
In  the  dim  past  the  muse  of  science  gives 
No  date  to  them  —  here  mathematic  laws. 
All  nature's  basic  laws,  threw  down,  in  sport, 
These  hints  of  power,  and  planted  them  in  dull 
Insensate  stone,  to  teach  us  nothing  lives. 
Or  is,  not  even  the  blind  and  stubborn  rock, 
But  witnesses  intelligent  design  and  law. 

Here  garnet*,  ruby  colored,  lie  beneath 
Our  feet,  embedded  in  the  rock,  or  loose 
In  crevices,  picked  out  the  crumbling  stone 
By  wanton  fingers,  pocketed  in  the  sand ; 
Whence  we,  with  child  delight,  pluck  out  and  keep 
As  memories  of  a  summer's  day  —  how  came 
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They  here,  the  delicate  crystals  with  gray  stone  ? 
The  stones  made  in  the  workshop  rough  and  rude ; 
The  crystals,  where  the  elements  refine 
In  primal  fires  the  diamond  emerald. 
As  jew^els  fit  for  ivory  necks  of  queens, 
Or  stud  the  crowns  of  kings  —  I  see,  'tis  plain. 
Nature  will  leave  no  space  of  earth  a  hlank, 
No  rock  beneath  our  feet  but  has  its  truth  ; 

Some  mystery  of  ancient  law  for  him 

AVho  reads  —  no  foot  of  earth  on  which  we  tread 

But  teems  with  life  and  law  to  eyes  that  see, 

That  look  beneath  the  form,  into  the  deeps 

Where  the  inner  meanings  shine  as  plain  as  day. 

It  is  high  noon,  up  in  the  central  dome 
The  sun  is  still,  and  floods  the  western  slope 
With  waves  of  light,  that  break  and  intersperse 
Themselves  amid  the  spires  of  stately  spruce 
Standing  symmetrical  and  tall,  so  close 
They  shed  a  twilight  underneath,  a  dim 
Religious  light,  for  worshippers  therein 
To  be  uplifted  to  the  bended  knee. 

I  part  low  branches,  grope  my  way  beneath. 
The  stillness  is  so  deep,  'tis  audible. 
And  hushes  my  limber  tongue  in  silence —  night, 
All  crowned  and  gemmed  with  stars,  ne'er  spread  a  scene 
More  beautiful  than  this  cathedral  wood. 
The  soft  gray  mosses  to  the  branches  hang 
And  fill  the  dim  air  with  the  fancy  work 
Of  frost,  receding,  fading  into  gloom 
Far  down  the  long  low  aisles  and  slopes 
That  from  the  summit  fall  —  the  branches  long 
And  straight  reach  out  imploringly  for  dew 
To  freshen  them,  and  for  the  straggling  beams 
Of  light  that  pierce  the  embossing  foliage  * 

Above ;  and  every  aisle  is  carpeted 

With  mosses  rich  in  every  form  and  hue   . 

That  earth's  sweet  mould  and  warm  damp  air  can  give 

The  light,  and  broider  for  this  temple  floor. 

The  ladies'  foot  most  delicate,  must  pause^ 
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Must  hesitate  to  sink  into  and  crush 
This  deeply  woven  silken  fibered  robe. 

Pause  in  this  path  and  part  this  foliage, 
Look  in  and  see  this  woodland  fernery, 
Surrounded  by  high  walls  of  evergreen ; 
With  blue  sky  overhead  —  the  sunlight  fills 
The  space,  and  mosses  grow  around  the  edge, 
And  in  the  center  nodding  ferns  stand  close, 
And  graceful  as  the  grasses  in  the  fields ; 
I  feel  no  breath  of  summer  touching  them, 
I  see  no  butterflies  or  bees  invade 
The  silence  with  their  fitful  wings —  for  years 
This  summer  picture  will  enrich  my  mind, 
As  a  painter's  picture  on  a  glowing  canvas  lain. 

Pass  on,  low  down  the  slope  beneath  the  trees, 
Amid  dim  shadows,  see  that  silver  space 
In  dalliance  with  the  sun,  soft  gray  the  moss. 
Departing  from  the  emerald  around, 
lias  grown  upon  the  rock  an  ancient  beard. 
To  mitigate  the  asperities  of  time. 
To  soften  winter's  breath  to  him,  to  seize 
The  dews  of  summer  hold  them  for  his  cheek. 
Here  too,  the  trees  unfold  a  space,  let  in 
The  sun,  and  hold  a  silence  rich  in  thought 
And  feeling  —  here,  the  eye  that  sees  this  spot. 
Attracted,  lingers;  —  dreams  of  Paradise 
Invade  the  mind,  and  wandering  thoughts  here  fold 
Their  wings,  for  here  is  peace. 

But  list,  a  whirr 
Falls  quickly  on  the  ear  from  overhead  — 
Here  sits  a  squirrel  on  a  level  bough 
Protesting  my  invasion,  bidding  leave 
His  home  of  resinous  pine  and  tamarack, 
Of  ferns  and  mosses  carpeting  his  floors ;  — 
lie  comes  scolding,  sucks  the  juicy  cone 
Between  his  paws,  then  skips  to  another  limb 
As  nimble  as  a  winged  bird  —  1  look 
Yor  him,  he  flashes  down  the  trunk  beneath 
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The  rugged  roots  and  disappears,  and  gives 

One  glimpse  of  his  bushy  tail  —  these  arching  roots 

Uplift  themselves,  and  spread  a  mossy  roof 

To  shelter  him,  his  young,  his  fragrant  cones 

And  nuts  for  winter  food  —  I  pass  him  by, 

My  foot  shall  not  crush  in  that  roof,  and  bring 

To  wreck  his  store  to  meet  his  nature's  needs. 

■ 

We  must  descend  —  a  grass  grown  mountain  path 
Falls  down  the  side,  by  beeches  full  of  leaves; 
By  pines  that  whisper  mournful  tales  ;  by  tall 
White  birches  peeled  for  their  silken  bark  ;  and  by 
The  Agassiz  rock  with  shining  crystals  packed, 
A  solitary  stranger  in  this  land. 
Transported  and  here  lain,  in  ages  past. 
When  nature  shook  these  hills  like  aspen  leaves ; 
By  sensitive  poplars,  with  their  trembling  leaves 
Suspended  as  by  silken  threads,  and  white 
^'ith  silver  flashing  in  the  sun  ;  by  pines 
X.ate  severed  from  the  mother  earth,  red  leaved 
And  rich,  still  bleeding  perfume  on  the  air ; 
Until  once  more,  through  rocky  briar  fields. 
We  reach  the  road,  and  the  common  hnunts  of  men. 

Our  friends  will  meet  us  at  the  door,  but  see 
They  never  can,  the  beautiful  pictures  wrought 
Upon  our  souls,  nor  hear  the  music  tones 
That  fill  our  ears —  like  bees  from  honey  guest. 
We  bear  full  many  a  golden  treasure  home. 
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THE  BIBLE'S  DEFENCE. 


GOD  said,  Let  there  be  light :  and  there 
Was  light  —  the  Bible  came 
From  his  alembic  fires,  and  lit 
The  world  with  holy  flame. 

Men  saw  —  each  felt  his  need,  and  found 

Within  the  sacred  page 
That  need's  supply,  then  held  the  book 

Above  all  sacrilege. 

A  cloud  by  day,  a  pillar  of  fire 
By  night,  each  man  could  find 

Therein  his  friend  and  guide,  to  aid 
The  weary,  lead  the  blind. 

It  lights  the  inner  soul  of  each  — 

One  sees  unmeasured  love 
In  every  page,  the  fountains  pure 

Of  sweetness  from  above. 

One  sees  God*s  Providence,  in  deeds 

Of  every  sacred  story, 
Takes  heart  again,  to  foil  his  foes. 

Achieve  his  peace  and  glory. 

One  sees  Messiah  there  revealed 

Incarn.ite,  and  divine. 
Then  strives  with  reverent  soul  to  know 

And  love  Jehovah's  sign. 
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One  sees  the  sinner  here  condemned, 

To  endure  eternal  pain, 
Then  knows  that  justice,  truth  and  God 

At  last  o'er  all  must  reign. 

One  sees  here  Mercy's  soft  white  hand, 

May  soothe  the  wrinkled  brow, 
Where  penitence  before  the  throne 

Of  mercy  bends  him  low. 

One  sees  the  fountain  here  of  strength, 

That  made  men  dying,  smile 
In  the  Inquisition's  slaughter  pens. 

On  Smithfield's  fiery  pile ;  — 

That  gave  to  Luther  and  to  Huss, 

To  Cromwell,  Puritan, 
The  will  to  dare  the  Pope,  the  fire, 

The  King,  for  the  rights  of  man ;  — 

That  gave  the  peasant  in  his  field. 

Visions  of  golden  grain, 
When  he  who  sows  shall  reap. 

And  labor  without  pain. 

Each  has  his  creed,  and  finds  his  text 

To  prove  he  must  be  right, 
On  which  he  builds  his  faith  and  church, 

To  him,  his  guiding  light. 

And  all  see  there  in  silken  robes 

The  myriad  martyr  dead. 
Who  for  the  Bible  and  its  Christ 

The  crimson  current  shed. 

So  each  with  jealous  heart  and  eye 

Guards  well  his  Bible's  plan. 
And  guards  it  as  the  sacred  Book 

From  God  to  every  man. 
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So  God  brings  out  of  difference, 
The  legions  true  and  brave, 

Who  will  defend  as  Holv  writ 
The  Book  he  to  them  gave. 
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THE  young,  the  beautiful,  the  child,  old  age. 
And  men  of  strength  and  hope,  the  mother  too, 
-All  love  for  the  mother's  grief,  went  down  upon 
The  sea.     They  hovered  on  the  deck,  in  joy. 
In  the  triumphant  pride  of  life  ;  they  said 
No  sad  farewells,  but  light  good-byes  that  leaped 
A-tripping  from  the  tongue —  New  England  was 
A  cold,  and  they  would  hie  to  orange  groves. 
And  mild  soft  airs,  and  glimpse  the  Everglades, 
And  play  with  the  gentle  ripples  on  the  sands 
Of  Florida,  and  cull  their  delicate  shells. 
New  England  was  a  —  cold,  and  they  would  fly 
Her  airs  of  ice  before  the  chills  had  touched 
Their  blood  and  curdled  it. 

The  soft  gray  moss. 
Festooning  stalwart  oaks,  magnolia  shades. 
Palmetto  and  the  fragrant  pine,  the  birds 
Of  brilliant  plumage,  creeping  streams,  that  wound 
Their  ways,  through  everglades  to  the  sunny  Gulf, 
These  gifts  to  the  coral-built  Peninsula, 
Send  soft  allurement  to  the  Northern  heart, 
And  bid  it  fly  the  north  wind  blast,  and  why 
Should  this  glad  company  be  sad  ? 

They  sailed,  the  city  spires  did  fade  against 
The  sky,  the  islands  of  the  bay  went  out 
As  clouds  upon  the  deep,  the  sun  went  down 
With  promise  in  his  beams,  and  moon  and  stars 
Did  hang  their  jewels  out  to  gild  the  night ; 
And  on  that  ship  was  elegance,  and  ease, 
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And  facile  interchange  of  cultured  thought, 
And  pleasant  preparation  for  the  days 
To  come,  each  act  and  word  and  smile,  was  loud 
Defiance  to  the  north  wind  blast ;  —  they  would 
Escape  his  keen  white  teeth,  and  be  at  ease 
Where  chill  December  sat  in  the  lap  of  June. 

To  rest  they  went,  upon  this  good  staunch  ship. 
As  safe  as  on  the  solid  land,  as  safe 
As  cradled  in  New  England's  granite  hills  — 
No  gentle  company  did  ever  couch 
Themselves  for  sleep,  with  sweeter  suret}- 
Of  rest  upon  the  billows  of  the  deep. 
Than  this,  beneath  the  still  December  moon. 
The  Ice-King  they  forgot ;  —  they  roamed  in  dreams 
Among  the  orange  groves,  but  he,  alert. 
Did  watch  them  sailing  to  his  crystal  arms. 
In  his  embrace  to  be  forever  his. 

A  thunder  crash  !  —  the  peaceful  sleepers  start, 
Snapped  are  the  silken  bonds  of  the  slumber  god  — 
They  spring  to  deck — earth  reels  beneath  their  feet, 
The  moon  and  stars  upon  the  wild  winds  fly ;  — 
Confusion,  terror  siezes  them,  the  King 
Of  Cold  has  made  his  leashes  of  the  waves, 
And  with  a  pale  and  dextrous  hand,  he  flings 
Them  out,  and  tangles  mother  wife  and  child, 
And  gray  haired  men,  and  men  of  stout  sea  brawn, 
The  men  of  God,  and  snares  them  in  the  heart 
Of  blackest  terror ;  dragging  them  below 
To  caves  of  rock,  whose  gates  will  give  not  back 
Their  dead  ;  —  where  sun  beams  never  kiss  the  arch  ; 
But  some,  to  scape  his  facile  leash,  do  climb 
The  mast ;  —  he  touches,  they  are  forever  still  — 
And  some,  he  gathers  in  his  arms  where  they 
Have  lain  them  for  the  beautiful  rest  of  sleep ; 
The  shrieks  that  fly  out  on  the  winds,  are  but 
The  shouts  of  victory  to  him  — this  North 
Wind  and  the  Sea,  in  one  fierce  breath  and  quick 
Short  struggle,  gamers  here  a  sheaf  of  hopes. 
Sweet  joys,  warm  hearts,  and  manly  strength,  to  bind 
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And  kennel  in  their  sea  bound  caves,  or  toss 
Contemptuously  upon  the  ice  bound  shore. 

In  horrid  glee  the  North  Wind  and  the  Sea 
Bid  man  remember,  none  can  stand  against 
His  cold. 


Inscrutable  the  wavs  of  Providence, 
Not  here  can  we  conceive  and  build  our  fates 
As  we  may  will  —  His  finger  turns  the  wheel. 
The  day  shines  on  the  top,  the  night  beneath 
Hangs  there  mysterious  —  One  turn  and  tears 
May  shake  their  withering  dews  upon  our  heads. 
And  drop  us  slumbering  in  oblivion. 

Thy  will  be  done !  and  we  must  say  in  deep 
Submission,  who  can  stand  against  his  cold? 
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REVENGE  AND  HIS  SHADOW. 


ONE  bright  spring  day  among  the  hills 
A  boy  danced  out  into  merry  life, 
Exulting  in  the  joy  that  fills 
The  innocent  heart  unknown  to  strife. 
He  chased  the  shadows  in  the  fields 
And  sipped  the  honey  the  clover  yields ; 
He  rippled  his  laughter  with  the  rills 
That  slipping  fell  from  the  sloping  hills ; 
And  the  birds  that  sang  in  the  forest  trees 
Whistled  their  songs  his  heart  to  please ; 
And  his  eyes  were  bright  and  his  heart  was  glad 
As  ever  a  child  of  nature  had  ;  — 
He  came  as  comes  the  dew  of  morn, 
As  brightly  clad  and  airily  born ; 
And  every  joy  that  ruled  in  his  heart, 
And  every  smile  that  played  on  his  face. 
Were  scattered  abroad  as  jewels  may  start. 
From  the  summer  cloud  in  beautiful  grace. 
Were  thrown  awide  as  the  summer  sun 
Will  spread  its  beams  when  day's  begun ; 
And  he  was  happy  as  a  boy  can  be 
With  heart  and  mind  in  innocence  free ; 
For  sin  never  yet  had  crossed  his  path. 
Nor  stirred  his  blood  with  a  human  wrath ; 
Nor  wrong  nor  shame  had  set  their  seal 
On  his  white  young  brow  with  a  pen  of  steel, 
And  the  future  beamed  before  his  eyes 
Like  rainbows  in  the.  summer  skies. 

It  was  November,  as  the  snow 
From  hollow  winds  began  to  blow, 
And  touch  the  leaves  with  winter  chills. 
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And  touch  the  heart  with  frozen  thrills, 

To  see  the  summer  fly  the  hills, 

And  fold  her  garments  decked  with  flowers 

And  leaves  as  for  her  southern  bowers. 

A  low  browed  boy  from  the  city  came, 

With  fist  of  iron  and  a  tongue  of  flame ; 

And  seeing  here  one  whose  only  joys 

Were  innocent  pleasures  of  honest  boys, 

In  pure  delight  of  brutal  power. 

He  beat  the  lad  in  an  evil  hour. 

And  to  finish  the  work  of  sin  begun, 

A  scandal  spread  with  shameless  tongue — 

The  poor  boy  saw  his  honest  name 

Was  sullied  and  hurt  with  a  double  shame. 

There  came  to  him  a  strange  unrest, 
And  thoughts  of  revenge  stirred  in  his  breast ; 
They  came  from  out  the  inner  deep 
Where  human  souls  their  passions  keep. 
Where  but  for  sin  they  would  ever  sleep  — 
And  as  they  came,  did  a  shadow  appear 
Above  his  head  with  solemn  leer. 
His  poor  soul's  Double,  born  of  sin. 
To  aid  the  work  of  Satan  within. 
The  summer  flowers  and  babbling  rills, 
The  meadows  green  and  beautiful  hills, 
And  the  childish  fun  that  sparkled  along 
His  boyish  path  like  a  morning  song. 
Fled  out  of  his  thoughts,  and  in  their  place 
His  Shadow  above  began  to  trace 
New  lines  upon  his  youthful  face ; 
As  thirst  for  revenge  grew  deep  and  strong. 
The  lines  were  furrowed  wide  and  long ; 
And  if  he  went  to  the  woods  alone 
This  Shadow  behind,  as  still  as  a  stone. 
With  sightless  fingers  bony  and  bare, 
Did  steal  from  his  cheeks  the  roses  there ; 
When  thoughts  of  revenge  came  into  his  mind, 
A  smile  satanic  lit  the  Shadow  behind, 
Who  with  bony  fingers  then  would  trace 
The  thoughts  of  revenge  in  the  poor  boy's  face ; 
And  with  pencils  dipped  in  evil  dyes 
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He  tangled  evasions  into  his  eyes ; 

And  where  before  sunny  smiles  rained  down, 

He  fixed  the  forehead  into  a  frown ;  — 

The  days  went  on  and  the  passion  grew, 

Revenge  was  sweet,  and  its  work  he'd  do, 

Then  stealthily  he  did  pursue 

His  enemy  with  a  spirit  fell 

As  ever  came  from  the  gates  of  Hell, 

Until  one  day,  there  came  the  chance, 

Revenge  was  had,  as  by  lightning  lance. 

The  Shadow  beamed  with  a  weird  delight, 
The  victim  was  his  by  a  lawful  right, 
And  in  the  day,  and  in  the  night. 
When  tossing  in  bed  with  troubled  dreams, 
The  Shadow  spread  his  iron  seams 
Upon  the  brow,  upon  the  cheek. 
That  might  have  rivalled  the  delicate  Greek ; 
And  into  his  dark  and  furtive  eyes. 
He  traced  the  sombre  hues  and  dyes 
That  shade  and  color  the  land  of  lies ; 
And  under  a  cloud  he  bent  his  head. 
And  tangled  his  feet  with  uncertain  tread ; 
And  all  men  saw  the  land  of  joy 
Had  closed  its  gates  to  the  innocent  boy ; 
That  the  Shadow  Revenge,  pursuing  his  game. 
Had  clothed  the  boy  with  robes  of  shame, 
And  never  again  would  the  light  of  the  sun, 
Find  him  glad  in  the  fields  where  life  begun. 
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^^  OLOUCH  hats  on  !  "  —  up  went  the  cry  and  on 

O     The  hats  in  presence  of  the  King  —  and  why  ? 
An  age  of  tyranny  had  made  as  one 
Millions  in  France  —  before  King  Louis'  eye 
They  did  not  quail  —  with  his  hat  oft',  they  off* 
With  theirs,  and  on  they  on  with  theirs.     He  saw 
Rebellion's  spirit  here,  which  dared  to  scoff* 
At  him ;  that  Human  Instinct  would  make  law, 
And  would  deny  divinity  in  Kings ; 
That  it  was  come  a  hydra-headed  tide 
To  crush  old  orders,  make  supreme  new  things, 
Defy  the  clergy  and  noblesse ;  to  ride 
Itself  the  chariot  of  state  —  to  be 
Itself,  king,  clergy  and  nobility. 

Then  came  the  crimson  war  —  the  people  mad 
Struck  wild,  like  whirlwinds  swept  the  streets ;  with  fire 
And  musket  shot  and  cannon  ball  they  bade 
The  Bastile  fall ;  and  in  their  long  pent  ire 
In  fury  loosed  beheaded  King  and  Qiieen  ; 
By  thousands  rolled  the  powdered  heads  of  France 
Beneath  the  red  avenging  Guillotine  ; — 
But  when  awakened  from  their  bloody  trance, 
They  found  that  Liberty  had  lost  her  wits ; 
That  Anarchy  had  forged  new  chains,  amid 
The  fires  of  Lodi,  Wagram,  Austerlitz  : 
That  they  must  do  what  stern  Napoleon  bid  ;  — 
They  learned  too  late,  that  Liberty  has  birth 
To  live,  but  in  the  peaceful  scenes  of  earth. 


212 


BY   THE   ATLANTIC, 


INDOLENCE. 


CALL  man  divine,  he  is  divinely  mad ; 
His  follies  will  outrun  the  nimbleness 
Of  truth  —  his  wisdom  creeps  slow-paced  and  blind, 
And  gropes  forever  in  the  lower  shades, 
To  emulate  the  angels,  is  a  task, 
To  fall,  is  easy  as  the  apple  falls. 
His  eyes  one  moment  closed,  his  hands  or  feet 
One  moment  ceasing  in  their  toil,  then  come 
The  shadows  of  the  under  world,  slow  creeping 
Dark  and  deep,  to  breathe  their  baleful  breath 
Upon  the  soul. 


Who  wears  the  crown  must  toil ;  — 
Who  saves  himself  must  toil  — this  being  good 
And  great,  this  filling  of  the  people's  ear 
For  one  short  day,  by  task  Herculean ; 
This  massing  of  the  gold  of  earth ;  to  be 
My  own,  this  straining  eye  and  hand  to  grasp 
The  shadowy  and  elusive  sceptre  of  power, 
This  running  up  and  down  the  world  for  friends, 
All  which,  to-morrow  as  the  bubble  fly. 
Give  poor  requital  for  the  labor  paid ; 
All  which,  do  seize  and  break  the  sinewy  soul 
In  two,  with  thoughts  intense  and  overstrain. 
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Lead  me  to  Ind,  its  tropic  luxuries, 
Where  lazy  sunshine  makes  a  sea  of  calm, 
Where  palm  and  cocoa  tree  suffice  for  food. 
Where  man's  fair  soul  will  blossom  out  in  bloom. 
And  color  tint  his  vestiture  of  clay 
As  easy  as  the  rose  exhales  perfume ; 
Where  fame  frets  not,  where  envy,  hate,  and  lust 
For  gold,  and  frantic  summersaults  for  power, 
And  all  the  passions  of  our  baser  selves. 
Red  lipped  and  clamorous,  hold  their  fiery  tongues, 
And  let  me  live  in  peace. 

The  man  is  blind. 
Who  sees  not,  that  the  soul  in  ease,  can  find 
That  slow  accretions  from  reflection  come ; 
That  lying  in  the  shadow  of  the  palm. 
The  mind  may  be  as  still  as  the  mountain  lake, 
Where  all  life's  visions,  thoughts,  will  rise  and  glass 
Themselves,  distinctly  as  the  trees  and  hills. 
Upon  its  tell  tale  surface,  wealth  for  thought. 
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JUDEA  AND  ASSYRIA. 


HERE  Nineveh  on  the  Tigris  stood. 
The  home  of  Assyrian  power; 
There  Babylon  on  Euphrates*  shore. 
Where  ruled  Chaldea's  hour. 

But  now,  gigantic  shades,  they  hold 

Mesopotamia's  plain 
In  vassalage  to  the  olden  time. 

To  the  spirit's  shadowy  reign. 


The  Jordan  ran,  Jehovah  reigned, 
Judea  worshipped  Him. 

Jerusalem  made  no  graven  gods, 
Car\-en  out  of  wood  and  stone. 

To  guard  her  temple  gates  and  tell 
Jehovah  reigned  alone. 

In  spirit  and  in  truth  they  knelt 
Before  the  All-Seeing  Eye, 

His  image  in  the  reverent  mind, 
His  throne  within  the  skv. 

But  Nineveh  and  Babylon 
Built  at  the  temple  gate, 

Coloss-il  deities  of  st<me, 

And  worshipped  thcin  as  fate. 
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There  lions  crouched  with  human  heads, 

There  hulls  of  mighty  brawn, 
And  bearded  men  with  eagle  beaks, 

Bore  wings  as  light  as  dawn. 

The  Ashur  of  Assyria  rose, 

Against  Jehovah  warred. 
Bore  off  in  triumph  Judah's  sons. 

And  gloried  in  the  sword. 

The  Temple  veil  was  rent,  in  dust 

Her  sacred  walls  were  lain, 
And  Judah's  tribes  in  Babylon 

Endured  the  captive's  pain. 

Belshazzar  in  his  capital 

Exulted  in  his  power. 
But  Daniel  on  the  fire-lit  wall 

Foretold  his  fatal  hour. 

Then  Nineveh  and  Babylon, 

Destroyed  at  God's  command, 
Left  crushed  Jerusalem  to  rise. 

City  of  the  Holy  Land. 

Sennacherib,  Belshazzar  lost 

The  sword,  but  Hebrew  sage 
And  prophet  built  enduring  thrones 

In  the  heart  of  every  age. 

The  great  Assyrian  did  not  dream 

The  wide  avenging  years. 
Would  bury  his  kings  and  palaces 

Avenge  Judea's  tears. 

For  twice  twelve  centuries  they  lay 

Beneath  the  green  earth  sod ; 
As  voiceless  of  oblivion. 

Forgotten  of  man  and  God. 
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There  still  might  lie,  but  Christian  hands 
That  spread  Jehovah's  light, 

Did  tenderly  turn  back  the  veil 
From  Ashur's  silent  night. 

Their  wingdd  deities  in  dust 

And  ruin  were  hid  away* 
The  Cheinibim  of  the  Ark  spread  wings 

Wide  as  eternal  day. 

The  Ashur  of  the  Tigris  lives, 

A  memory  of  the  past ; 
Jehovah  of  Judea  reigns 

And  will  reign  to  the  last. 

Long  shadowy  ages  earth  has  hid 

Assyria's  temple  floors, 
Now  shadows  only  pass  their  gates. 

Go  in  and  out  their  doors. 

The  Temple  of  Jerusalem, 

Part  of  the  eternal  plan, 
Destroyed  in  ancient  Palestine, 

Lives  in  tlie  heart  of  man. 

Euphrates  ?s  i\  river  runs 

To  meet  the  great  salt  sea. 
But  Jordan  rolls  a  river  of  light 

Through  every  centurj'. 

On  Nineveh's  alabaster  walls 
She  carved  her  warlike  deeds ; 

Judea  in  the  hearts  of  men 
Wrote  love's  eternal  needs. 

The  alabaster  walls  were  lost 

In  dull  oblivion's  night ; 
Judea's  words  yet  live  and  spread 

Jehovah's  perfect  light. 
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As  perished  Assyrian  sword  and  pride, 

By  which  the  rivers  ran ; 
So  perishes  all  power  uncrowned 

By  the  loving  heart  of  man. 


IN  MEMORY  OF  C.  E.  H. 


HE  touched  mi;  lightly  in  the  crowded  street,  — 
"  My  mother  is  dead,"  said  he  —  and  can  it  be 
Tliut  she  is  gone,  her  last  reward  to  meet, 
Without  a  word  of  gratitude  from  ine? 

In  my  sad  hour  she  gave  me  list'ning  ear 
And  wise  sweet  words  of  comfort,  gave  her  heart 
With  woman's  tenderness  to  dry  the  tear, 
And  build  new  hopes  for  me  with  woman's  art. 

Wc  parted — she  lo  wait  the  coming  day. 
And  I  to  win  new  joys  with  heart  more  brave ; 
She  was  the  richer  for  giving  wealth  away. 
And  I  the  richer,  taking  what  she  gave. 

My  heart  full  often  sought  her  door. 
To  speak  my  thankfulness  —  too  late,  too  late ! 
I  did  not  speak  it  on  this  mortal  shore. 
But  she  will  hear  it  through  the  heavenly  gate. 

She  was  the  richer  for  her  word  of  cheer, 
The  poorer  I  for  thankfulness  untold  ; 
Too  late,  too  late  !  —  make  haste  while  friends  are  near* 
To  give  afTection  for  affection's  gold. 
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BEECHER. 


WE  bur)'  him  in  flowers,  bury  but 
The  mortal  part  of  him  in  earth,  and  let 
The  earth  fall  lightly!     Men  cry,  ''Wait  !  'tis  well 
We  w^eigh,  and  classify,  and  estimate 
His  worth  in  market-place,  in  moral  scale, 
And  find  his  niche  in  our  Westminster  fane/' 

Ah,  no !  the  worth  of  him,  the  weight  of  him. 
The  rank  of  him,  whose  preternatural  fires 
Dropped  out  the  clouds,  bespangling  common  earth 
With  gems,  elusive  as  the  sun*s  bright  beams, 
And  subtle  as  the  wide  light  on  the  hills. 
Immeasurable  in  our  hands,  escape  our  lines 
And  scales ;  escape  the  hollow-sounding  spade. 
The  voiceless  vault,  and  to  the  clouds  again 
Is  borne  upon  the  scent  of  flowers,  to  spread 
World-wide  the  light  of  Christ  and  love  of  God, 
Serene  as  morning  and  the  perfect  day. 

Detraction  whispers,  '*  He  was  but  a  man." 
Rejoice  for  this ;  if  raised  above  our  state 
And  angel-winged,  how  could  he  hear  the  cry 
Of  our  poor  nature's  wants  and  give  us  help  ? 
Men  only  sympathize  with  men  ;  the  gods 
Command,  give  law ;  do  not  descend  with  us 
To  fog  and  fen  where  mortal  feet  must  tread. 
Self-righteous  saints  of  pulpit  and  of  press 
Do  scent  the  mortal  mould  of  him,  and  cry, 
*' A  sinner."     List  the  Master's  words,  '*  Let  him," 
The  sinless  one,  "  first  cast  a  stone  at  her." 
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John  Milton's  lion  pawing  to  free  himself 
From  earth,  no  less  a  lion  is  for  half 
Imprisonment ;  —  he  would  be  free,  and  we 
Commend  the  loftier  will,  commending,  we 
Forget  the  baser  part,  for  good  men's  eyes 
Are  set  on  heaven,  not  earth  ;  their  tongues  are  tuned 
For  songs  of  praise,  not  lies ;  to  vend  the  truth, 
And  to  be  still  when  slander  strides  the  winds. 


And  some  will  see  him  angel-winged  —  if  not 
So  winged,  whence  flashed  the  beams  to  our  blind  sight 
From  where  he  lit,  and  how  at  ease  sustained 
On  pinnacles  we  never  reach?  —  and  some 
See  in  him  very  mortal  blood  —  there  was 
The  fabled  Hippogriff,  who  had  a  hoof. 
But  where  that  hoof  did  touch  the  earth  there  sprang 
The  sacred  hippocrene,  elixir  fit 
For  gods  and  men  —  so  let  detraction  breathe 
Mildew,  the  millions  quench  their  thirst  refreshed. 
They  can  but  render  thanks,  for  hippocrene 
His  hoof  alone  did  vex  from  out  the  earth. 


Hot  mettled  with  fine  fires,  no  dray  horse  he, 
With  sober  patience  tugging  at  his  load  ;  — 
His  methods  were  not  those  of  common  men. 
They  were  his  own  and  God's ;  —  for  he  was  sent, 
He  did  not  grow  slow  shaped  by  steady  toil : 
Yes,  he  was  sent,  and  he  descended  here 
So  very  like  us  common  men  in  mould, 
To  shake,  to  stir,  to  elevate,  to  set  • 

A  golden  crown  upon  the  head  of  each, 
To  grow  a  faith  within  the  heart  of  each. 
To  stir  new  motions  in  the  blood  of  each : 
To  be  a  living  force  within  his  time. 
To  vitalize  the  world  with  love  and  hope;  — 
So  Slavery  cowered  beneath  his  lightning's  wrath, 
Intemperance  grew  to  hopeful  equipoise, 
Rebellion  broke  her  ranks  before  his  charge, 
Then  shook  his  hand  stretched  out  to  heal  her  wounds ; 
And  haughty  England  softened  her  hard  brow 
At  his  persuasion  ;  —  Ireland  built  new  hopes 


-\s  he  set  man  above  prescriptive  right, 
-r\nd  plead  to  cast  her  ancient  shell,  be  bom 
To  liberties  that  gild  this  age  —  and  so 
Oppression  found  in  him  a  tongue  of  flame 
To  cut  oppression's  bonds  from  every  slave. 

l>o  justice  now,  forget  his  mortal  part  — 
His  gifts  were  rare,  and  rich,  and  various. 
And  moved  to  ends  his  conscience  did  approve. 
And  moved  with  mar\'ellous  and  resistless  force ; 
With  subtle  fancies  lighting  through  the  gloom 
That  flood  the  lower  plains,  sure  to  his  mark. 

We  could  not  tie  him  by  our  creeds ;  we  could 
Not  hold  him  in  the  steady  ranks  of  custom,  bind 
Him  with  our  party  chains.     He  fought  his  faith 
Commissioned,  weaponed  for  all  fields,  by  hand 
Divine,  to  strike  for  truth  ;  demolish  sin 
By  lightning  flashes,  not  by  cannonade 
From  well-set  ranks  within  the  marshalled  field. 
The  fountains  of  his  life  tumultuous  poured 
White  fires  as  lawless  where  they  scorched,  as  run 
The  rivers  of  Vesuvius,  —  deep  torn 
The  custom  and  the  lie  before  him  sank 
From  sight,  and  there  in  sweeter-scented  soil 
Men  planted  flowering  vine  for  richer  fruit. 

Apostle  of  no  church,  all  churches  took 
A  part  in  him  ;  —  cast  out  by  surpliced  ranks, 
Who  knew  they  knew  all  secrets  of  their  God, 
With  Nature's  gifts  he  fought  for  love  and  truth 
As  best  he  could,  with  charity  for  all 
And  enmity  for  none  ;  —  his  gonfalon, 
White  plume,  rode  loftily  in  every  field ; 
Ilained  influence  where  the  din  was  deepest — men 
Seeing  it  took  heart,  and  followed  where  it  led. 
So  Gentile,  Jew,  the  bond  and  free,  St.  James 
The  delicate,  St.  Giles  the  wretched  poor, 
St.  Peter  and  St.  Wesley,  all  spread  flowers, 
Not  sable  plumes,  upon  his  coffin  lid. 
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This  touch  millennial  is  but  prelude 
To  that  millennium  to  be,  when  all 
Is  peace. 

Be  still,  Detraction,  hold  thy  tongue  — 
When  thy  poor  votaries  can  wield  a  sword 
Like  his,  and  on  five  continents  become 
A  power  for  truth,  then  thou  mayest  speak  — 
But  with  this  power  will  come  the  manly  strength 
Of  silence ;  doing  the  work  of  truth,  thou  will'st 
Forget  his  faults  in  the  atmosphere  of  love. 


Iconoclast  ?     Yes  that  he  was ;  false  gods 
Went  down  before  his  battle  axe,  then  what? 
The  votaries  that  worshipped  them  looked  up 
And  saw  these  words  upon  his  altar  writ ; 
"  The  strength  of  man  is  in  the  love  of  God." 
With  eyes  there  fixed,  the  great  highways  of  life 
Are  clear,  and  men  may  travel  to  their  peace. 


THK    BELLS. 
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A  LILY  bell  — a  wedding-bell, 
And  what  for  thee  did  it  foretell  ? 
Three  buds  to  grow  to  flower  bloom, 
Three  flowers  for  thee  to  sweeten  home, 
Three  hearts  in  thine  with  ample  room ; 
To  make  thee  happy,  love  thee  well, 
In  thy  fair  youth,  our  Hunnewell. 

A  Silver  bell  —  a  wedding  bell. 

And  what  for  thee  did  it  foretell  ? 

That  flowers  live  but  a  summer  day. 
Live  to  be  plucked  and  laid  away. 
Beneath  the  daisies  in  the  clay ; 

Then  on  thy  face  a  shadow  fell, 

And  softened  it,  our  Hunnewell. 

A  Golden  bell  —  a  wedding  bell. 
And  what  for  thee  does  it  foretell  ? 

Three  buds  for  thee  to  blossom  yet. 
Three  flowers  to  bloom  and  not  forget. 
Three  hearts  to  clasp  with  no  tear  wet ; 
So  look  beyond  where  all  is  well, 
For  thee  and  thine,  our  Hunnewell. 

February  20^  1886, 
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NEXT    DOOR  NEIGHBORS, 


CONTENTMENT  sat  in  his  easy  chair, 
Looked  out  of  the  window  on  the  lawn. 
And  felt  as  light  and  debonair, 
As  a  musical  lark  in  earlv  dawn. 

His  house  was  built,  he*d  acres  broad. 
And  trees  were  growing  in  field  and  wood ; 
His  flowers  were  scattered  everywhere. 
With  slumberous  perfume  filling  the  air; 
And  furniture  in  plush  and  gilt, 
By  famed  Parisian  artists  built. 
With  regal  splendors  filled  the  room. 
And  softened  it  with  delicate  gloom  ;  — 
His  Gobelin  tapestries  on  the  walls 
Told  tales  of  knights,  baronial  halls; 
And  beautiful  paintings  round  him  hung. 
Told  painters  dreams  in  the  painter's  tongfue ; 
Of  old  Rhine  castles,  and  winning  grace 
Of  many  a  beautiful  ladv*s  face  ; 
Of  spots  of  earth,  and  bits  of  sky. 
That  have  a  witchery  for  the  eye ; 
Of  martyred  saints  and  madonnas  fair. 
With  soft  eyes  filled  with  a  heavenly  air;  — 
And  in  his  cellars  were  tuns  of  wine. 
Waiting  the  hours  for  him  to  dine ; 
To  give  their  purple  and  ruby  dies 
To  his  sensuous  lips  and  dreamy  eyes ; 
His  Dresden  china,  new  and  old. 
Shone  with  his  monogram  in  gold; 
And  the  best  of  blood  within  his  stable, 
Chestnut  and  brown  and  white  and  sable, 
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To  outspeed  the  very  winds  were  able ;  — 

And  around  his  castle  he'd  built  a  wall, 

So  very  strong  and  wide  and  tall, 

The  outer  world  could  not  see  over 

His  dainty  paradise  of  clover ;  — 

So  free  from  pain,  and  care,  and  fear. 

His  smiles  unshadowed  by  a  tear. 

His  present  ease  was  the  only  thought 

That  in  his  sleepy  senses  wrought ;  — 

Nor  did  he  think  of  the  future's  treasures 

Of  new  delights  and  untried  pleasures. 

That  wait  for  him  with  will  a- fire 

To  gratify  some  new  desire. 

To  outdo  the  past  in  going  higher. 

To  build  the  stature  of  the  man. 

Upon  the  Creator's  highest  plan ; 

To  seek  the  poor  in  humble  place. 

And  spread  a  smile  on  poverty's  face. 

And  learn  in  giving  to  feel  its  grace. 

He  looked  about  him  and  said,  "  It  is  fine, 
I  am  content,  and  I  will  dine." 
At  peace  with  the  world,  and  with  himself, 
His  wine  soon  laid  him  on  the  shelf. 
When  Somnus  came,  and  touched  eye-lid 
With  the  potent  spell  in  slumber  hid. 
And  made  the  sleep  profound  and  strong; 
So  he  slumbered  deep,  and  slumbered  long. 
And  left  his  Eden  to  the  tender  care 
Of  the  powers  that  rule  the  earth  and  air; 
The  earth  born  Titans  who'll  invade. 
The  fairest  Eden  ever  made. 
And  plant  their  banners  on  field  and  hall, 
To  show  their  triumph  over  all, 
Where  Sleep  invades  to  close  the  eyes 
To  the  good  that  in  the  future  lies. 

He  slept  how  long  I  will  not  say, 
But  many  a  night  and  many  a  day, 
Until  one  morn  in  flowery  June, 
As  nature  sang  her  sweetest  tune, 
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He  suddenly  waked  and  oped  his  eyes, 

And  rubbed  and  winked  them  in  surprise ; 

To  see  his  house  was  filled  with, dust, 

His  silver  and  gold  were  tinged  with  rust. 

The  frescoed  ceilings  were  dun  with  smoke, 

Where  spiders  had  for  the  spiders*  joke, 

Spun  gossimer  hangings  on  picture  frame 

And  tapestries  of  Gobelin  fame ; 

That  costly  vases,  Dresden  and  Sevres, 

Like  a  drunken  regiment  did  behave ; 

Had  fallen  from  their  stately  pride 

On  marble  mantles,  to  the  fireside ; 

That  carpets  in  shreds,  half  covered  the  floor. 

Where  the  moths  had  found  their  sweetest  store; 

That  the  hinges  creaked  on  the  ancient  door 

That  oped  for  welcome  nevermore  ; 

That  the  tuns  of  wine  had  drizzled  away. 

And  the  oaken  staves  and  hoops  were  gray 

And  damp,  with  the  fungus  of  decay. 

He  searched  his  stables  for  blooded  steeds, 
For  pleasure  kept  and  for  travelling  needs, 
But  they  were  gone,  and  in  their  place 
Did  spiders'  webs  and  straws  inlace 
In  frowzy  confusion  in  every  stall. 
The  web  oblivion  weaves  for  all ; 
The  lanes  were  filled  with  thistle  and  dock, 
And  shrubbery  tangled  by  a  flock 
Of  very  wild  geese,  who  had  made  a  nest 
And  brooded  young  foxes  up  to  their  best ; 
That  rose  geranium,  poppy  and  pink, 
Opened  no  glories  to  nod  and  wink. 
In  the  morning  sun,  and  summer  wind 
As  in  Eden  before  young  Eve  had  sinned ; 
That  the  paint  on  the  house  was  patchy  gray. 
That  the  loosened  corners  were  tumbling  away, 
That  the  verv  chimnevs  on  the  roof, 
Did  from  each  other  lean  aloof; 
That  in  his  Eden  confusion  reigned. 
And  dull  decay  had  dominion  gained, 
While  sofl  Content  with  her  velvet  touch. 
Had  held  him  in  an  iron  clutch. 
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A  spirit  started  in  his  hlood, 
That  shook  the  silver  from  his  hair, 
And  it  aroused  him  with  a  flood 
Of  strength  as  a  lion  from  his  lair. 
This  grim  decay  on  house  and  land, 
Must  be  the  work  of  human  hand  ; 
He  started  forth,  and  looked  around, 
And  in  the  garden  corner  found, 
One  planting  thistles  in  the  ground ; 
A  mischief  maker  named  Content, 
Upon  a  hostile  errand  bent. 
She  dropped  her  thistle,  leaped  the  wall, 
To  escape  the  rising  angry  scjuall ; 
And  into  her  hovel  scuttled  away, 
Upon  whose  door  was  written  '*  Decay." 

Content  with  some  respect  for  laws. 
On  the  hovel's  threshold  made  a  pause, 
Said  to  herself  in  a  quiet  way, 
"  Content  lives  next  door  to  Decav.** 

He  saw  his  dream  of  ease  was  done, 
That  sleep  never  yet  a  victory  won  ; 
That  the  soul  of  every  beautiful  life. 
Can  only  grow  in  honest  strife. 
For  the  better  good  than  is  to-day, 
Awaiting  the  toiler  on  his  way. 
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UNBELIEF. 


WHO  reads  the  Bible  with  the  critic's  eye. 
Sees  myths  where  millions  see  historic  truths; 
Sees  forgeries  to  serve  the  ends  of  priests ; 
And  sees  the  whole,  mosaic  of  cunning  tales 
And  oriental  visions,  bodying  forth 
Strange  fables,  parables  to  gild  the  tnith, 
As  Homer  spins  his  tales  of  Grecian  gods 
To  build  his  hero  history,  and  charm 
The  ear. 

Before  these  critics  Eden  fades 
Into  a  wind-swept  hill  of  Palestine ; 
Its  violets  into  the  common  sod, 
Its  flowery  gardens  into  pasture  fields, 
Its  sweet  soft  airs  into  November  chills. 
Its  sylvan  shadows  to  oblivious  night ; 
Its  Eve,  that  dream  of  woman's  beauty,  fades 
Into  a  Mary  Magdalene  —  the  snake 
Alone  is  left,  the  final  ocupant. 

Still  not  content  to  blot  our  Eden  out. 
Dissolving  it  with  touch  of  ice,  they  blind 
Their  eyes  with  microscopic  vision,  shun 
The  illimitable  landscape  view  of  history, 
That  holds  and  charms  the  wider  mind,  and  run 
The  ploughshare  through  the  gospel  tales ;  and  sfrip 
Them  of  their  charm  and  truth,  and  hunt  for  Christ 
Beneath  the  rubbish  of  the  Jewish  mind, 
There  find  no  God,  but  one  insane  with  truth ; 
Declare  the  cross  before  whose  agonies 
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The  Roman  Constantine  devoutly  bowed, 
Olympus  and  Olympian  Jove  dissolved, 
The  mystic  sign,  by  which  Christ  holds  the  world, 
Was  but  two  blocks  of  wood  hewn  coarse  and  rude, 
On  which  a  good  man  died. 

They  will  deny 
That  Moses  lived  or  wrote,  or  led  the  hosts 
Of  Israel  through  the  parted  seas ;   deny 
The  delicate  touch,  miraculous  divine, 
That  turned  the  water  into  wine,  and  smile 
Incredulous  at  that  calm  order  "  peace 
Be  still,"  as  though  the  waters  could  not  know 
Their  God ;  and  will  declare  the  abiding  faith 
Of  ages  superstition's  child. 

Would  they 
Dissolve  the  visions,  that  have  stirred  the  love 
And  thought,  the  most  profound,  of  all  the  world. 
And  lifted  man  the  nearest  God  ?     Would  they 
Leave  to  us  only  nature's  naked  laws, 
Resistless  and  relentless,  cold  as  death  ? 

Let  us  reflect  —  is  that  no  less  a  rose 
Whose  aromatic  leaves  are  cut  with  worms?  — 
And  that  no  less  an  oak  because  the  crow 
Nests  in  its  branches  ?  —  That  no  less  a  pearl 
Because  excrescence  from  the  wounded  shell  ? 
No  less  a  garden  for  the  serpent  hid 
In  the  lower  glooms  beneath  the  scented  flowers? 

A  Washington  indulged  just  wrath,  this  was 
The  mortal  part  of  him  ;  and  Luther  flung 
His  Bible  at  the  Devil's  head  —  shall  we 
Forget  the  rounded  character  of  each. 
The  spirit  bold,  the  daring  deeds,  the  work 
Of  each  for  freedom  and  for  truth,  because 
Of  mortal  weakness  ?  —  the  critic  eye 
Of  science  scans  the  sun,  and  sees  dark  spots. 
That  breed  our  hurricanes,  that  fly  earth  round, 


230  BY   THE    ATLANTIC. 

Diverts  the  mariner's  needle  from  the  pole  — 
The  sun  no  less  is  father  of  all  life 
And  love,  that  sweetens  mother  earth,  and  bids 
Her  blush  in  flowers. 

Divine  the  power  behind 
Them  all,  creating  all,  the  rose  and  oak 
And  pearl,  the  Eden  with  its  scented  sweets; 
That  poised  the  balanced  sun  in  pulseless  seas; 
That  gave  us  Luther,  Washington,  to  be 
Heroic  guides  to  higher  planes  of  life. 
Imperfect  each  and  all,  and  yet  what  man 
Denies  the  God  behind  them,  giving  each 
The  earthly  shape  to  mortal  eyes,  to  each 
Perfection's  need  for  it,  to  be  and  do 
That  wliich  fulfilled  its  perfect  destiny? 

Whence  is  the  rock  on  which  we  place  our  feet, 
The  flower  that  sheds  its  essence  on  the  winds. 
The  crimson  cloud  bewitching  setting  sun, 
The  hearts  we  love,  the  eve  that  beams  its  love 
To  us,  the  very  dreams  that  make  us  mad 
With  joy  of  hot  pursuit,  the  very  stings 
Of  conscience  forcing  us  to  hate  ourselves?  — 
Whence  these,  but  sent  us  bv  the  hand  divine. 
As  faulty  ministers  of  our  mortal  needs? 

Vou  sav  the  Bible  is  an  eastern  tale, 
As  unsubstantial  as  the  summer  wind. 
As  unhistoric  as  Arabian  Nights, 
Exuding  from  the  Oriental  myths 
That  brood  o'er  buried  Babylon,  or  fill 
Old  temples  of  the  Ind  ;  that  it  is  full 
Of  vain  conceits,  and  cunning  touch  to  build 
The  power  of  priests,  and  hold  the  unthinking  world 
In  vassalage ;  —  if  'tis  divine,  you  say, 
The  Koran,  Zend-Avesta  are  divine. 
For  they  guide  millions  to  the  light. 

And  yet, 
Can  you  deny  the  Bible  holds  the  truths 
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Of  God,  as  flowers  their  incense  hold, 

As  the  great  sun  holds  light  celestial  ?     Delve 

As  deep  as  plummet  line  can  fall,  and  search 

As  wide  as  the  sweep  of  circling  stars,  you  find 

The  Bible  casting  lines  before  your  feet, 

Pervading  every  atom  of  the  world 

As  electric  fires  the  cloud  —  its  roots  go  back, 

And  still  go  back,  far  back,  to  primal  life. 

To  succulent  sources  in  the  hand  divine ;  — 

That  hand  has  sent  it  forth  by  mortal  aids ; 

Apollo's  chariot  wheels,  must  whirl  in  dust. 

The  feet  of  angels,  stopping  at  our  doors 

To  bring  us  blessings,  tread  the  common  earth, 

Apollo,  angels,  are  no  less  divine. 

By  its  pure  light  faith  lives,  and  love  flows  out 
From  heart  to  heart ;  the  eye  is  lifted  to  the  sun 
Above  the  dust  entanglements  of  the  feet ; 
It  heeds  the  spirit  and  the  power  of  God. 
Concentered  as  the  shield  and  sword  of  man, 
By  it,  right  is  made  clear,  and  wrong  is  scathed 
As  lightnings  blast  the  tree,  and  truth  built  up 
As  warm  and  subtle  light  builds  up  the  oak. 

You  cut  and  carve  and  plow  to  find  the  fount 
Of  its  sweet  life  and  infinite  power,  to  lift 
And  to  uphold  the  world,  yet  finding  not, 
Save  in  the  God  who  giveth  all  good  gifts. 
You  dare  not  burn  the  book  ;  —  vou  see,  to  bum 
Would  be  to  blast  the  tree  of  life,  to  cut 
The  nations  oflT  from  the  guiding  pillar  of  fire 
That  leads  them  boldly  through  the  great  unknown 
To  the  certain  safetv  on  the  farther  shore. 
Elusive  still,  you  can  not  name  the  hand 
That  writ  the  Holy-Writ,  with  verity 
Of  certain  truth ;  find  flaws  in  this,  and  that. 
So  rest  in  bold  denial,  in  which  there  is 
No  rest ;  —  you  find  more  joy  in  blotting  out 
The  Parables,  than  in  their  homely  truths ; 
Mere  joy  in  saying  nay,  to  miracles. 
Than  in  the  eternal  truths  that  they  flash  fovt\\\ 
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More  joy  in  calling  Christ  a  man,  than  in 
The  beauty  of  holiness  his  life  reveals ; 
More  joy  in  dragging  angels  from  the  skies, 
Than  lifting  mortals  to  their  homes. 

The  beams 
Of  wisdom  for  our  halting  lives,  to  light  us  through. 
Come  sifted  through  the  clouds ;  —  we  know  no  truth 
But  on  its  narrower  side,  *tis  God  alone 
Who  knows  all  tnith ;  —  where  is  the  Newton  keen 
And  wide  of  mind,  to  seize  and  analyze 
The  sun's  white  beams,  and  then  declare  he  knows 
Their  essence?     Where  the  alchemist  to  take 
The  diamond,  unmake,  and  then  remake 
As  nature  in  her  crucible  —  in  all 
Evolved  from  darkness  into  light,  there  is 
The  seal  of  mystery  and  power  unknown. 
The  unknown  quantity,  we  must  call  God, 
No  more,  no  less —  the  unknown  power  that  lights 
The  HolyAVrit,  and  fits  it  for  our  eyes, 
We  must  call  God  — we  can  not  call  it  less. 


Could  mortal  man  inspired  in  very  tinith 
Have  writ  a  book  with  more  of  love  in  it ; 
With  more  pure  reason  for  Gentile  and  for  Jew, 
To  go  the  deeper  in  our  loving  hearts. 
Send  shafts  of  truth  the  deeper  in  our  souls  .^ 


The  mortal  in  the  book,  appealing,  speaks 
To  the  mortal  in  ourselves,  as  face  to  face ;  — 
The  hand  of  our  good  friend  of  flesh  and  bIoo<l, 
Touching,  lifts  up  our  halting  feet  to  tread 
Truth's  ways ;  the  angel  in  the  cloud  may  hold 
The  eye,  but  has  no  flesh  and  blood  for  us ;  — 
God  sends  his  subtlest  sweetest  thoughts  to  us. 
By  mortal  messengers,  and  they  do  come 
In  guise  so  like  ourselves,  we  embrace  as  friends. 
And  in  the  embrace,  his  fires  infuse  our  souls 
Until  ablaze. 


'!> 
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The  inathematic  mliul 
Dissecting  with  its  steel,  to  find  the  bone 
Of  truth,  the  marrow  in  the  bone,  will  find 
lint  bones  —  the  warm  and  living  flesh,  the  form 
Divine,  the  fire  lit  eye,  and  aureole 
Around  the  brow,  are  missed,  and  then  it  says 
*'  They  are  not,  are  not,"  then  rests  in  mysteries. 

And  can  we  search  the  alembic  fires  that  breed 
Golconda's  gems,  the  elusive  force  that  cuts 
The  polished  face?     We  have  the  gem  and  tnist 
The  beauty  in  its  dazzling  light,  its  worth 
We  own  and  cherish  it  as  wealth  —  because 
Wc  can  not  search  its  mystic  source,  we  do 
Not  cast  it  to  the  swine  —  God  works  in  gloom 
And  mystery  to  mortal  eyes  —  his  ways 
Are  past  our  finding  out  —  from  out  the  depths 
Profound  evolve  his  purposes,  we  see 
The  flower  and  fruit,  but  not  the  life  blood  flow  ; 
We  know  the  sweets,  but  not  the  law  by  which 
Imprisoned,  or  winged  upon  the  summer  air. 

Vou  say  we  know  not  Christ,  the  Christ  that  was. 
The  man,  as  known  in  Galilee — grant  you 
Are  right,  that  fancy  painted  him  as  he 
Was  not;  that  Matthew,  Mark,  and  Luke  and  John, 
With  loving  and  with  frantic  zeal,  in  years 
Long  after  him,  did  paint  a  Christ  as  they 
Conceived,  not  as  he  was  —  be  *t  so,  the  Christ 
Was  in  their  minds  and  hearts;  who  placed  him  there .^ 
How  came  to  them  this  man  ideal,  this  God 
In  man,  this  godlike  man,  this  one  who  might 
Indeed,  claim  he  was  Savior  of  the  race. 
For  have  not  nineteen  centuries  been  saved 
By  him,  this  Christ  that  was,  or  Christ  that  lived 
In  the  Apostles*  zealous  dreams.^ 

It  matters  not 
In  truth  how  leaped  his  life  to  life,  as  man. 
As  God,  or  as  ideal  —  we  know  he  was, 
He  is,  and  he  will  be,  the  Prototype, 
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Of  incarnation  of  divinity 
To  us,  on  whicli  all  human  eyes  must  rest, 
To  which  all  human  hearts  must  cling,  in  which 
All  human  souls  must  find  their  final  peace. 
And  must  we  not  go  back  to  God  who  gave 
To  Christ  his  life,  or  his  Apostles  thought 
Of  him  as  they  conceived,  to  find  the  sweet, 
The  deep  first  fountain  whence  he  sprang? 

Of  this,  we're  sure,  the  Bible  came  to  us 
As  from  a  hand  that  cleaves  the  clouds  profound  ; 
That  hand  is  roseate  and  beautiful. 
Full  gemmed  with  riches  —  men  who  longed  for  truth 
Received  the  book  and  hallowed  it  with  love. 
And  sealed  it  with  their  blood  in  martyr  fires; 
On  cannon  shaken  fields ;  and  by  its  laws 
Of  even  handed  justice,  founded  states. 
Laid  corner  stone,  and  keystone  of  the  arch 
Of  school  and  church,  and  family  altar;  laid 
Wide  lines  of  commerce  o'er  broad  seas,  so  laced 
And  intei^woven,  nations  feel  a  chain 
Of  gold  has  bound  them  in  one  brotherhood ;  — 
Inspired  by  it,  the  groined  arches  grow 
To  temples  luminous  with  images 
Of  saints  and  holv  men,  all  consecrate 
To  truth,  and  dying  that  truth  might  live;  and  through 
The  aisles  and  fretted  vaults,  the  holy  songs 
And  lortv  anthems  float  and  shake  the  air 
With  harmonv  ;  —  its  altars  carved  of  wood 
And  stone,  and  gold,  and  higher  still,  deep  in 
The  hearts  of  reverent  men,  are  built  world  wide, 
And  millions  bow  before  them,  seeing  there 
Footprints  of  Him  who  doeth  all  things  well. 

Men  see  in  it  the  living  waters,  bread 
Of  everlasting  life,  so  hungry  souls 
Are  fed  as  by  sweet  manna  from  the  clouds; 
The  sages  light  their  lamps  by  it,  and  point 
Highways  to  God  ;  the  toiling  peasants  love 
And  find  it  consolation  for  their  toil, 
Am]  crowns  of  glory,  seldom  worn  by  kings; 
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And  reverent  souls,  that  from  earth's  common  air 
belect,  assimilate  the  very  airs 
Of  heaven,  embrace  it  as  the  Ark  of  God ; 
Good  kings  that  rule  obedient  millions,  lay 
Their  crowns  on  it,  and  on  it  take  their  oaths 
Of  obedience  to  the  laws  of  God  and  njan. 


In  this,  in  all  the  ages  since  it  was. 
Bold  men  have  sworn  it  was  a  lie,  and  burnt 
It  in  their  fires,  as  Jews  old  clothes,  to  free 
The  air  of  poison ;  scholars  flaunted  it 
In  scorn ;  and  cold  philosophers  have  crowned 
Their  reason  in  its  stead  ;  —  the  all  of  which 
Is  but  the  critic  fly  upon  the  dome, 
The  barnacle  upon  the  sailing  ship, 
The  vagrant  cross  breeze  in  the  vast  trade  wind. 
The  worm  within  the  dim  lit  cob-webbed  arch 
Of  some  vast  minster,  dedicate  to  truth. 

And  yet,  this  Bible  nestles  in  the  heart 
Of  man,  as  the  babe  on  its  mother's  breast ;  there  finds 
A  home,  as  each  for  the  other  made  bv  hands 
That  mould  eternal  fitness  here  —  and  man 
Most  reverent  and  loving  man,  most  bold 
Defiant,  clinging  to  the  truth  as  ship 
Of  safety  on  this  sea  of  human  ills, 
Has  brought  this  sacred  treasure  through  the  dark 
And  bloody  ages,  as  a  beam  of  light 
To  lead  the  sovereign  mind  again  to  power. 
And  melt  the  heart  of  nations  as  in  one. 
And  lift  them  nearer  God. 

I  stood  amid 
Assyrian  ruins,  unearthed  by  christian  hands 
From  oblivion's  centuries ;  strange  gods  were  there. 
Gigantic,  hewn  from  stone,  and  eagle  beaked. 
And  bearded,  winged,  with  lion  brawn ;  once  more 
Fixing  their  stony  gaze  upon  the  sun ; 
Earth  born  colossi  of  the  heathen  past ; 
I  hear  a  solem  chant,  and  sec  low  bowed 
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The  laborers  searching  through  these  temple  halls, 
In  worship  —  who  their  God?     Jehovah  sits 
For  them  enthroned,  not  Ashur  with  his  deeds 
Of  glory,  nor  his  gods  of  stone. 

I  stood 
Beneath  a  dome  uplifted,  jewelled  with  light 
As  various  as  the  shells  of  seas  are  tinct, 
Whose  halls  in  distance  fainting  towards  the  sky, 
In  every  niche  and  corner,  and  broad  space, 
Were  dight  with  winged  angels,  bearded  men 
Of  holy  aspect,  clouds  all  rainbow  hued. 
And  light  as  summer  down,  upbearing  horse 
And  chariot  on  their  bosoms;   white  winged  doves 
Descending  on  a  sun  beam  through  their  gloom ;  — 
Below  this  multiformed  magnificence. 
An  altar  rose  in  dim  religious  light. 
All  taper  lit,  with  carven  images 
Uplifted  on  its  tiny  spires ;   and  priests 
With  swinging  censers,  white  and  crimson  robes, 
Before  it  bowed  ;  and  multitudes,  as  with 
The  sound  of  seas,  flowed  back  beneath  the  dim 
Tall  arches,  murmuring  their  prayers. 
And  whv  all  this  of  beautv,  reverence 
And  churchly  dignity,  all  this  near  by 
The  buried  Forum  where  great  Csesar  died, 
And  where  his  legions  laid  their  trophies  won 
From  a  conquered  world  !  —  I  listened,  heard  the  name 
Of  Christ,  and  looked,  and  saw  his  cross,  sun-tipped, 
Crowning  the  pile. 

The  scene  is  changed  ;  I  stand 
W^ithin  the  cabin  on  a  western  plain. 
Where  heaven's  free  winds  unhindered  sweep,  and  see 
Beside  a  solitary  light,  a  poor 
Man  reading  words  of  comfort  to  his  wife 
And  children  —  there,  within  the  border  land 
Of  nature's  savages,  he  fights  for  food 
And  light,  against  her  vigorous  primal  laws. 
To  build  a  home  of  Christian  virtues  —  what 
llns  he  in  his  right  hand  to  battle  with.^  — 
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This  Bible,  and  his  Christ,  who  walked  with  him 
Beside  his  plow  from  sun  to  sun,  at  eve 
They  hallowed  the  stillness  of  his  lowly  roof, 
A  presence,  strong  as  legions  for  their  peace. 

Not  delicate  Grecian,  politic  Roman  sage, 
With  letters,  art  and  power,  sword  and  law, 
Athenian,  Parthenon  nor  Pantheon 
Of  Rome,  nor  Homcr*s  gods,  nor  Virgil's  songs, 
Nor  art  of  Phidias,  nor  eloquence 
Of  Cicero,  nor  Socrates  the  good, 
Nor  moralizing  Seneca,  —  not  all 
This  host  of  stars  that  gemmed  the  centuries. 
Could  seize  and  hold  the  world ;  —  Attila's  scorn 
Clipped  out  these  lights  for  a  thousand  years  of  night. 
The  new  risen  world  turned  to  the  God-like  one 
Of  Galilee,  like  one  clear  morning  star 
Diffusing  soft  light  through  the  dawn  ;  a  light 
Before  unseen  of  human  eyes,  and  it 
Pervaded  all  the  earth  as  calm  and  still 
As  summer  noon  —  the  lights  of  Greece  and  Rome 
Faded  to  heathen  gloom  —  and  why  ?  —  here  came 
Religion  for  the  human  heart,  of  faith. 
And  hope,  and  loving  consolation,  men 
Could  feel  it  gentle  as  the  dew  and  sweet 
As  honey  balm  for  every  human  wound. 

The  Slavs  of  Russian  snow-clad  plains,  the  hot 
And  bronzed  Italian,  Saxon  keenlv  alive 
With  energy,  the  Goth,  the  Vandal,  Hun, 
The  Scots  and  Picts  of  wild  Northumbrian  hills, 
All  slipped  barbarian  robes  into  the  earth 
Before  his  beams ;  and  clothed  their  new  born  selves 
In  christian  white,  and  bowed  before  one  cross. 
And  worshipped  as  divine  Him  crucified. 

And  what  less  this  than  truth  divine,  the  thought 
Conceived  by  God  above,  not  man?  —  what  man 
Can  grasp  and  solve  all  nations  into  one? 
Evolve  the  thought  to  rest  in  peace  in  breast 
Of  Gentile,  Jfew,  the  bond  and  free,  the  king, 
And  servant  at  his  feet  ? 
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The  Indus,  Nile, 
Illysus,  and  the  Tiber,  great  in  pride 
And  subtle  in  their  glimpses  of  the  truth. 
Searched  deep  to  find  the  Absolute,  Divine, 
But  missed  the  jewel  blazing  in  the  sands 
Of  humble  Galilee —  the  hand  that  cast 
It  there,  shore  off  their  diadems,  and  taught 
The  world,  religion's  not  the  wit  of  man. 

Far  up  the  shining  mountain  top,  amid 
The  rocks,  and  where  the  purest  sunlight  sleeps, 
The  crystal  drops  exude  from  adamant. 
There  coalescing,  creeping,  find  a  rough 
Irriguous  channel  to  the  plain  —  here  sits 
An  ugly  toad  within  the  brink,  as  wise 
As  silence  ;  — there,  moss  green,  the  knarled  roots 
Do  vex  and  churn  the  current  to  white  foam  ;  — 
And  there  the  current  slips  o'er  pebbles  smooth  ; 
As  clear  as  air  —  there  plunges  through  a  snarl. 
Log  locked,  with  wrecks  of  ancient  trees,  to  boil 
Below  in  circling  eddies;  glad  to  speed 
And  sparkle  in  the  sun,  and  seek  the  plain 
Where  scented  lilies  kiss  the  brim  ;  — yet  there, 
Beneath  an  alder  shade,  a  pool  lies  dark 
And  still,  whose  dim  repelling  mystery 
Is  deepened  by  a  serpent  stretched  full  length 
Just  in  the  glassy  surface,  but,  below, 
It  glides  between  green  banks  with  flowers  decked, 
Serene  and  sweet  through  all  its  troubled  course ;  — 
The  crystal  waters  tempt  the  lips,  refresh 
The  blood  —  we  drink,  and  gladness  fills  the  soul. 

And  so,  far  back,  among  the  hills  of  God, 
Christianity  exudes,  flows  down  through  rude 
Rough  channels,  cut  for  it  by  human  hands. 
Cleansing  itself  from  muddy  increments. 
And  all  pollutions,  quenching  all  soul  thirst; 
We  know  God's  hand  must  hold  the  fountain  urn. 

At  least,  through  Jews  came  worship  to  the  world, 
The  prayer,  the  spirit's  elevation,  tone 
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Of  music  nearest  perfect  harmony ; 

The  code  of  laws  the  nearest  God's  own  laws ; 

They  set  man's  eye  plumb  in  the  eternal  beam ; 

Stood  on  time's  Pisgah  top,  and  turned 

The  coming  myriads  to  the  promised  land, 

A  gathering  and  increasing  host,  that  comes 

From  the  morning  land,  like  trailing  clouds,  and  spreads 

Its  banners  wide  as  earth,  and  everywhere, 

Hosannas  rise,  and  fill  the  wide  blue  dome 

Of  heaven  with  thunders  sweet  and  soft ;  —  one  love, 

One  spirit  leads  the  hosts,  one  sentiment ;  — 

All  see,  within  the  zenith,  one  white  cross 

Crowned  with  a  face  no  mortal  hand  can  paint;  — 

The  mind  assents,  but  'tis  the  heart  that  leads 

One  Brotherhood  to  meet  one  Fatherhood, 

To  fold  the  expectant  man,  in  His  embrace, 

Harbored,  at  last,  above  heart  ache,  and  safe 

From  the  deep  unrest  that  bounds  all  border  lands 

Of  thought,  as  night  forever  bounds  the  day. 
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VICTORIA. 


VICTORIA,  we  must  rejoice 
With  all  thy  millions  free, 
For  thy  long  reign,  not  of  the  sword, 
But  peace  on  land  and  sea. 

Forgetting  war,  remembering  truth 

In  all  her  boundless  realm 
Of  letters,  science,  art  and  law^. 

Thy  hand  is  on  the  helm. 

Thy  sceptre  calls  no  Caesar  forth. 

Mad  with  the  keen  desire 
Of  power,  and  spreading  ruin  wide 

To  gird  thy  throne  with  fire. 

Thy  boast  is  not  of  Waterloo, 

Nor  brilliant  Trafalgar, 
Thy  Iron  Dukes  and  Nelsons  bear 

Their  arms  in  peaceful  war. 

W^ith  Nature's  laws,  to  search  them  out, 

Deep  in  the  land  and  sea, 
For  trophies  of  a  wider  realm 

Than  India  gives  to  thee. 

The  gems  within  thy  crown  are  arts 

That  build,  protect  the  man. 
His  home,  his  hopes,  his  work,  his  truths, 

Part  of  the  eternal  plan. 
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Better  to  break  stale  custom's  laws. 

And  let  the  caged  bird  fly, 
To  sing  its  songs  in  freedom's  air, 

Than  in  oppression  die. 

Better  to  open  one  small  page 
In  the  eternal  book  of  God, 

Than  rule  a  million  fettered  slaves 
With  the  tyrant's  iron  rod. 

So  commerce,  law,  philosophy. 

The  truths  that  are  to  be, 
Revealed  and  bound  to  do  man's  work, 

Achieve  man's  harmony. 

A  people's  faith  must  be  their  strength, 
Let  them  build  strong  in  truth. 

In  mercy,  justice,  love  and  right. 
They  build  for  eternal  youth. 

Thy  sceptre  is  the  wand  that  touched 
The  stars,  brought  down  the  fire 

Promethian,  to  light  the  ways 
Of  God,  and  lead  man  higher. 

The  Russ,  the  Gaul,  the  Teuton  fight 

Against  prescriptive  law. 
For  liberty  to  do,  to  be,  to  speak 

Their  best,  and  stand  in  awe 

Of  crown  and  sword  and  right  divine. 

Immovable  enthroned ; 
But  Englishmen  are  free  beneath 

Thy  rule,  it  must  be  owned. 

The  Russian  crown  is  worn  by  one. 

One's  purpose  to  fulfil, 
Victoria's  crown  the  symbol  is 

Of  the  people's  sovereign  will. 
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Receiving  thy  people's  title  deeds  ^ 

Of  liberty,  in  blood 
Wrung  but  the  past,  no  less  our  own 

Than  thine,  thou'st  kept  them  good 

For  thee  and  thine,  no  less  for  us, 

For  in  them  lie  the  laws 
Of  God  for  man  and  liberty. 

Mankind's  eternal  cause. 

Offence  must  come,  but  she  is  great 

Who  readjusts  the  wrong. 
So  that  the  weak  shall  never  be 

The  victim  of  the  strong. 

Does  India  complain  ?  —  thy  hand 

Puts  out  her  funeral  pyre, 
And  holds  her  to  the  Christian  law 

That  leads  all  nations  higher. 

Australia  too  ?  —  that  continent 

Sunk  in  primeval  night. 
Beneath  thy  sceptre  builds  along 

The  lines  of  Christian  light. 

And  Ireland  ?  —  with  but  thy  will, 

Drogheda's  sword  again. 
In  the  peace  of  crushed  and  powerless  slaves, 

Would  still  her  cry  of  pain. 

Instead,  thou  givest  her  loyal  men 

Part  in  thy  power,  to  stand 
In  Parliament,  on  field,  to  share 

Thy  glory  in  every  land. 

Her  peasantry  have  rights,  so  have 

Her  lords ;  and  each  must  be 
Protected  from  the  other's  greed, 

To  live  in  harmony. 
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Thy  Parliament  is  thy  people's  will, 
And  thy  decrees  their  voice, 

Thou  can'st  but  execute  the  law 
That  is  their  sovereign  choice. 

Victoria  may  challenge  time 

To  find  a  juster  hand, 
In  dealing  with  a  people's  trust, 

In  doing  but  their  command. 

Within  thy  cannon's  mouth  the  doves 
Have  built  their  nests,  and  reared 

Their  young,  and  by  this  sign  of  power 
Thy  sceptre  is  not  feared. 

Napoleon  seized  his  crown,  thine  fell 

To  thee,  as  falls  a  beam 
Of  light  from  out  the  sun  —  he  wore 

As  in  a  battle  dream  ;  — 

But  thine,  all  weighted  with  the  past 
Of  England's  mighty  name. 

Sits  soft  and  steady  on  thy  brow, 
A  peaceful  and  enduring  fame. 

The  banner  of  St.  George,  the  Stars 
And  Stripes  together  unfurled. 

Lead  in  the  battle  front  for  Christ 
And  freedom,  around  the  world. 

Above  thy  crown  of  gold,  above 
Thy  gems  from  out  the  mine, 

Above  thy  robes  of  power,  thy  womanly 
Christian  virtues  shine. 
July,  1887. 
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PERHAPS. 


TO    K.    M.    B. IN    MEMORY    OF   L.    H. 


EVOLVING  from  the  sun,  a  cloud,  a  mist, 
Earth  starts  its  trackless  and  its  endless  course 
Through  space  —  held  in  an  even  chain  it  can 
Not  leave  the  mother  life,  nor  lose  itself 
In  shoreless  void.     The  obedient  elements 
Conglobe  and  turn  upon  their  pole  —  Earth  joins 
Her  sister  stars,  whose  wondrous  mysteries 
And  social  beams  entice  our  mortal  eyes. 


The  -^ons  pass  in  elemental  war, 
Evolving  seas  encircling  the  globe, 
A  trembling  mass  of  liquid  light,  and  wide 
Distributor  of  warm  and  mellow  airs ; 
Then  shaping  continents  rock-ribbed  and  vast, 
Envesturing  them  with  rich,  deep  mould,  that  teems 
With  lives  innumerable,  on  which  the  sweet 
Air  breathes  and  golden  sunbeams  fall,  from  which 
Fair  shapes  of  marvellous  beauty  rise,  in  plant 
And  tree,  and  tinted  flower,  and  luscious  fruit, 
A  very  garden  of  the  gods. 


At  last 
Man  leaps  upon  the  scene,  instinct  with  life, 
Wherein  there  lives  a  fine  and  lofty  spirit. 
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Doubtful  wliether  of  earth  or  heaven,  from  whence 

Or  whitherward  his  flight.     He  opens  wide 

His  wondering  eyes,  and  mad  to  know  it  all. 

He  starts  his  inquisition,  to  And  his  soul, 

His  God,  the  primal  fountain  of  all  power 

Sowing  space  with  suns,  and  earth  with  life 

And  beauty  —  not  silvery  age,  nor  feeble 

Tottering  steps  abate  his  fires  to  know  — 

He  ploughs  untravelled  realms,  he  splits  the  rocks 

Beneath  his  feet,  divides  and  still  divides 

To  find  the  final  atom  touched  with  law. 

With  some  fond  hope  his  soul  may  be  revealed. 

Revealed  his  God  —  still  crying,  *' whence,  and  where?" 

Earth  reels,  his  eyelids  droop  and  close  the  scene 

In  endless  night. 


Perhaps  not  night  —  though  suns 
As  countless  as  the  sands  upon  the  shore 
Snowing  infinite  space,  and  circling  in  their  maze 
As  still  as  thistle  down  on  summer  winds. 
Do  fill  his  eyes  and  overwhelm  his  thought ; 
Though  they  do  turn  him  back  within  himself. 
To  feel  his  nothingness,  within  he  finds 
A  pure  and  steady  light,  a  quick  instinct. 
Unerring,  reassuring  faith  that  he 
Is  kin  to  the  Central  Soul  of  all. 


Not  this 
Alone,  the  reason  speaks,  for  it  can  see 
God's  footsteps  traversing  the  infinite  spheres, 
And  flashing  light  from  all  their  track  ;  — can  see 
Them  tread  the  white  sea  sands  and  number  them, 
Abating  naught  of  majesty  and  power ; 
Can  see  them  'mid  the  lilies  sowing  sweets ; 
Or  'mid  the  dark  green  caves  of  ocean  tint 
The  shells  with  rose  and  pearl ;  can  see  them  touch 
The  myriads  with  life  and  destiny 
Complete,  that  live  within  one  drop  of  ooze 
From  the  Atlantic  deep,  — and  so  it  knows 
That  great  and  small  are  not,  to  Him. 
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Whv  then 
Shall  man  be  dead,  iiihensate  as  the  clod. 
Obscured,  and  blotted  out  in  endless  night, 
When  all  things  else  do  burn  and  scintillate 
With  light  divine,  the  Almighty's  deeds  of  power? 
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NIAGARA. 


I  STOOD  on  the  hanging  cliff,  and  saw 
The  river  bend  and  fall 
With  the  ocean's  deep  and  hollow  roar, 
With  a  constant  thunder  call. 

The  polished  emerald  arch  broke  out 

In  fleece  as  white  as  snow, 
That  flashed  a  moment  in  the  sun, 

Then  sank  in  chaos  below. 

I  listened  to  Niagara's  voice. 

And  heard  the  central  fire. 
Poised  on  earth's  axle,  loose  its  chains 

And  war  its  fierce  desire. 

The  pewit's  plaintive  silver  note. 

The  cricket's  autumn  crone. 
The  whispering  wind,  and  talking  leaves. 

Were  hushed  in  the  master  tone. 

Within  that  horrible  chasm,  wide 

The  caldron  boiled  in  white 
Confusion,  chaos  of  seething  foam, 

Obscure  as  blackest  night. 


Out  of  this  gulf  the  river  ran, 
So  narrow  still  and  deep, 

My  £incy  saw  it  as  a  great 
Green  serpent,  slowly  creep. 
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My  frightened  vision  shrank  from  it, 

My  feet  turned  back  to  fix 
Themselves  upon  the  solid  earth, 

And  fly  this  creeping  Styx. 

**  Niagara,  Niagara ! 

The  hand  of  God,"  I  cried, 
'*  Alone  could  break  thy  stream  in  foam, 
And  hurl  thy  rushing  tide. 

^^  His  hand  alone  could  bend  thy  peace 
Aljove,  to  headlong  zest 
Against  the  rocks,  and  down  the  gulf. 
To  find  below  thy  rest." 

<<  His  hand  alone  could  rend  the  rocks. 
And  guide  thy  course  to  wide 
Ontario,  thence  to  the  gray 
Old  ocean's  boundless  tide." 

**  Earth's  mountains  have  their  mystery, 
•The  seas  their  dreary  waste 
Of  waters,  sad  as  Sahara's  sands ; 
The  clouds  their  stormy  haste ;  —  " 

*<  Among  the  mountains  man  exults, 
He  fearless  ploughs  the  waves. 
Stamps  on  the  sands,  laughs  at  the  winds 
From  out  his  castle  caves ;  —  " 

*<  But  on  thy  banks  he  feels  his  pride 
And  power  are  but  a  straw. 
Before  thy  awful  majesty, 
And  thy  resistless  law." 

*^  Let  Danube  boast  her  ancient  name. 
The  Rhine  her  castle  walls. 
The  Seine  and  Thames  their  cities*  pride « 
But  on  thy  forehead  falls  " 


NIAGARA. 


349 


**  A  crown  of  beauty  and  of  power 
Above  them  all ;  before 
Thy  awful  face  the  man  is  blind, 
And  dumb  amid  thy  roar." 

I  wooed  the  green  still  earth  again, 
There  saw  one  wild  rose  spread 

Its  crimson  in  the  morning  air, 
Its  perfume  faintly  shed  ;  — 

Then  reverently  I  plucked  the  rose. 

And  from  the  sloping  bank 
I  dropped  the  red  leaves  in  white  foam, 

And  down  the  abyss  they  sank. 

The  Father  of  Floods,  my  peace  offering 

Gave  back  to  me  again. 
In  bending  his  rainbow  over  the  abyss. 

And  in  his  snowy  train. 


Now  evermore,  as  the  years  go  by, 

Niagara^s  flood  and  roar. 
Will  come  to  me  with  the  tender  grace 

Of  summer  seas  on  the  shore. 
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UTOPIA. 


UTOPIA  —  where  is  Utopia 
For  me  ?  —  each  soul  must  find  its  own ;  —  as  hoy 
1  saw  Utopia  in  India, 

Beneath  the  stately  palm,  where  nature  drops 
Her  liberal  bread  in  open  mouths,  and  where 
In  summer  shades,  contented,  women  weave 
The  silken  robe  by  Ganges'  golden  flood ;  — 
I  saw  it  in  the  Isles  of  Emerald  seas, 
Where  soft  waves  sing  their  lullaby s  on  white 
Sea  sands,  and  delicate  shells  of  pearl  are  strewn. 
Gray  ocean's  jewels  carven  rich  and  fair 
By  myriad-fingered  waters. 

Changed  my  mood« 
And  stirred  with  the  inner  manly  strength,  I  saw 
Utopia  in  the  Hyperborean  North, 
Where  ice  eternal  wrestles  with  the  Sun, 
And  fills  the  air  with  crystalline  delights ; 
Where  men  forget  the  passions  that  consume 
The  heart,  contesting  winter's  sovereignty. 

In  lazier  mood,  I  saw  it  on  the  Nile 
Mid  lotus  bloom  and  Theban  ruins,  glad 
For  dreamy  converse  with  the  mighty  past, 
To  learn  mortality  mid  temple  dust. 

Perchance,  obedient  to  a  father's  wish, 
I  looked  for  it  in  Palestine  where  walked 
The  Lord,  and  his,  the  world's  Immortal  Twelve, 
Whose  angel  guided  fingers  wove  the  chain 
To  bind  mankind  to  the  chariot  wheels  of  God. 
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These  were  boy  dreams  amid  the  hills —  my  blood, 
Setimes,  all  vitalized  with  boyish  lires, 
"Would  fly  the  sunshine  to  the  shadows  dim, 
And  see  Utopia  in  the  Babylons 
That  war  and  rule  the  world,  so  full  of  fame 
Of  kings ;  towards  which  all  commerce  sets  white  wings ; 
Whose  streets  forever  murmur  like  the  sea ; 
Where  men  do  meet  and  grapple  in  the  strife 
Of  thought,  each  willed  to  overtop  his  peer ; 
Where  men  of  plume  and  sword  combine  to  shake 
And  bend  the  obstinate  world  ;  where  woman  tricks 
Her  beams  to  win  the  Caesars  to  her  will ; 
Where  art's  divinest  touch  breathes  living  breath 
In  cold  white  stone,  and  spreads  the  glow  of  June 
Beneath  the  painter's  brush  ;  —  in  cities  rich 
And  luminous  with  the  deeds  of  busy  men. 
Who  carve  for  mortal  man  immoi'tal  names. 

This  was  the  boy  —  the  disenchanted  man 
Sees  these  Utopias  fade  to  broken  wrecks 
Strewn  on  dim  shores,  where  multitudes  have  fought 
For  dreams,  as  though  there  in  them  lay  the  sweet 
Eternities  of  love,  and  wealth,  and  peace,  — 
Mere  empty  bubbles  all,  the  froth  and  foam, 
A  moment's  glitter,  then  forever  gone. 

These  fairy  lands  of  boyish  dreams,  are  filled 
With  spicy  airs,  that  tingle  strenuous  desires 
Within  young  blood,  a  greed  of  things  too  fine 
For  moi;tal  use ;  desires  that  grow  to  flame 
Consuming  bud  and  leafage  of  the  heart ; 
Yea  more,  with  touch  satanic,  scorch  and  kill 
The  moral  sense,  when  all  our  aims  are  cold 
And  covert  eyed  with  selfishness —  made  hard. 
Our  restless  spirits  seize  to  win  by  force 
Where  the  loving  heart  should  by  persuasion  win ; — 
What  vantage  in  the  jewelled  crown,  so  worn 
That  thorns  leap  out  the  golden  band  and  prick 
The  wearer?  —  fierj'  youth,  with  piercing  eye 
But  narrow  scope,  himself  a  Caesar  sees. 
Will  bear  no  other  Caesar  near  the  throne ; 
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So  frets  his  being  out  for  mastership,  and  builds 
Ideals  impossible  in  deed  ;  —  his  mad 
Ambition  conquers  all  but  self,  and  peace. 
When  peace  is  all  he  wants.     Too  late,  he  learns 
That  love,  the  queen  of  all  rewards,  eludes 
The  grasp  of  power,  flies  far  a  wide 
The  dreamlands  of  the  boy,  and  opens  her  gates 
To  sun  beams,  where  red  thunderbolts  would  fall, 
As  harmless  feathers  from  the  sparrow's  wing. 

And  yet,  the  boy  is  father  to  the  man ; 
My  castle  building  still  invades,  and  now, 
Forced  in,  upon  myself,  world  baffled,  ill 
For  grasping  bubbles  empty  as  the  air, 
I  build  Utopia  among  the  hills ;  the  hills 
That  are,  to  my  fond  eyes,  all  dignity ; 
Whose  domes  serene  and  round,  do  couch  the  sky 
And  mock  my  restlessness ;  mid  valleys  filled 
With  velvet  footed  shadows,  singing  birds. 
With  buckwheat  scents  and  thistle  blooms ;  in  flelds 
All  mottled  with  the  summer  greens,  or  ripe 
And  golden  with  the  bending  grain  ;  where  men 
Of  simple  creeds  lie  down  in  nature's  lap 
And  eat  and  rest,  and  are  content ;  and  where 
They  labor  on  the  stubborn  hills,  in  deep 
Soiled  valleys,  till  they  flow  with  waves  of  grass 
And  grain  and  flower,  mother  nature's  smile 
And  benediction  for  her  faithful  sons.  • 

And  yet  amid  the  hills  and  valleys,  peace 
Is  not,  the  forces  there  intrude,  unbid. 
Mysterious,  from  the  earth  and  air,  that  work 
A  ruin,  making  toil  for  bread  a  clutch 
And  wrestle  with  a  myriad  enemies, 
A  strife  with  the  Giver's  bountiful  hand 
That  giveth  all,  or  nothing  can  be  had. 

Utopia  lives,  alone  within  my  soul ; 
'Tis  not  in  city,  hill,  nor  plain,  nor  in 
The  flowery  fields,  nor  in  the  silken  ranks 
Of  custom,  nor  beneath  the  groined  arch 
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-And  nnillioned  windows,  where  the  sun-beams  pour 
Their  rainbow  tints  to  gild  surplice  and  cross 
Of  ostentatious  prayer,  nor  in  the  fields 
Of  strife,  where  mad  ambition,  greed  of  gold 
And  power,  fret  the  world. 

The  silvered  brow, 
Bent  down  with  time,  communing  with  the  shades 
That  swift  and  swifter  deepen  at  his  feet, 
Sees  its  Utopia  in  the  land  where  hand 
And  heart  join  in  the  rhythmic  songs  of  love, 
And  circle  in  the  bands  of  peace. 

My  soul 
Creates  its  own  Utopia  ;  creates 
The  valleys  rich  and  mountains  fair,  and  light 
To  bathe  them  in,  to  be  my  Paradise ; 
To  circle  me  in  daily  toil,  a  part 
Of  my  own  being,  a  land  as  wise  and  fair 
As  the  wealth  of  love  that  in  me  lies. 

The  soul 
Distils  within  the  blood  its  summer  balm. 
And  odors  of  flower-gilded  June  —  if  peace 
Sits  crowned  within,  the  inner  vision  fills 
The  w^orld,  the  outer  as  the  inner  w^orld, 
Both  in  sweet  unison,  both  lulled  in  peace. 

And  so  the  wiser  years  declare,  each  heart 
Creates  its  own  Utopia,  not  head 
But  heart ;  not  in  the  future  but  to-day, 
Eternal  now,  to  circle  us  in  care 
And  toil  as  sunshine  circles  shadow — love 
Is  the  central  sun,  and  that  must  guide  our  feet 
And  draw  our  limit  lines,  we  cannot  pass 
Beyond  — our  fates  are  not  in  iron  hands 
Reached  out  the  clouds,  they  are  the  final  voice 
And  deed)  of  the  harmonies  within  the  soul. 
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INDWELLING. 


AS  comes  a  vision  from  the  air,  or  mist 
From  out  the  sea,  God  rises  on  the  soul  — 
A  feeling  growing  into  thought,  or  kissed 
To  a  living  flame  by  Love's  supreme  control. 

He  is  the  passion  tinting  morn  with  rose, 
The  burning  incense  in  the  blood  of  life. 

The  vital  heat  in  all  that  comes  and  goes. 
The  flaming  sword  in  every  mortal  strife. 

His  eye  in  every  human  vision  beams ; 

His  touch  gives  life  to  every  fine  desire. 
His  sceptre  marshals  all  our  sleeping  dreams, 

And  kindles  every  sacrificial  fire. 

He  lives  within  the  circling  Pleiades, 
Is  as  supremely  throned  within  the  dew 

Of  morning  trembling  in  the  morning  breeze, 
As  in  the  mighty  dome  of  tranquil  blue. 

He  comes  not  as  a  clearly  rising  thought 
Upon  the  mind,  but  as  a  consciousness 

Within  the  very  soul  of  being  wrought. 
Pervading  life  with  warmth  and  loveliness. 

We  feel  his  gentle  yet  almighty  hand 
Upholding  all  as  with  a  golden  chain. 

And  Faith  in  him,  must  as  the  mountains  stand, 
An  instinct  leading  Reason's  stately  train. 


INDWELLING. 


255 


He  lives  within  the  soul  as  light  within 
The  dew,  as  essence  in  the  rose ;  — before 

Thought  spreads  her  infant  wings,  or  would  begin 
Her  flight,  God  waits  to  ope  the  morning  door. 


He  is  the  primal  sense  before  all  thought, 
Essential  essence  in  the  first  pure  ray 

That  dawns  upon  our  eyes,  the  first  from  naught. 
The  last  to  be,  the  soul's  eternal  day. 
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GOD    IS. 


WHENCE  all  the  beauty  in  this  world,  this  light 
Ineffable,  this  multitudinous  life. 
These  graceful  motions  from  the  summer  down 
To  the  ocean's  cradle  sweep,  this  harmony 
Of  sound  delighting  listening  ears?  —  and  whence 
Fair  Sirius  responding  to  our  gaze 
With  friendly  greetings  from  his  unknown  deeps  ?  — 
And  whence  the  silken  verdure  of  the  fields. 
The  sweetness  of  the  dews  distilled  from  cool 
Night  airs,  the  soul's  response  to  see  itself 
Mirrored  in  other  eves,  the  comfort  in 
A  friendly  voice,  the  strength  of  love  that  comes 
From  the  daily  interchange  of  life,  if  God 
Be  not  before,  behind,  above  it  all. 
Conceiving  and  designing  all,  to  set 
All  things  to  final  harmony? 

Blind  Chance, 
Mechanic  Force,  evolved  from  nothingness. 
And  self-evolved,  if  God  did  not  create, 
As  aimless  as  November  winds  that  whist 
The  dry  leaves  to  their  rest,  must  turn  the  wheel 
And  shape  man's  final  destinies ;   must  swing 
The  balanced  earth  upon  its  pole,  and  hold 
The  throbbing  seas  in  tranquil  level  to 
Their  brim  —  or  God,  omnipotent,  must  hold 
The  helm,  and  by  creative  touch,  forethought 
Profound,  design  the  daisy  in  the  field. 
All  quick  and  fond  affinities  that  bid 
The  elements  embrace,  and  shape  all  forms 
Pleasing,  and  rich  in  color,  decking  earth, 
And  filling  seas,  and  each  his  living  voice, 
Speaking  eternal  love. 
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If  only  Chance,  or  Force, 
Both  purposeless  and  blind,  why  should  they  give 
Us  hints  of  God?  —  how  send  our  longing  eyes 
Deliberate,  to  search  the  limitless 
In  quest  of  Him,  who  cannot  be? 

Can  Chance, 
Or  Force,  awake  a  hope  within  the  mind, 
A  love  within  the  heart,  a  reverence  within 
The  soul?  —  create  chimera,  air-born  ghosts. 
Deceiving  us  to  think  them  gods  indeed  ? 
The  heart  of  man  has  faith  in  God,  the  love 
Of  man  is  drawn  to  him,  the  thoughts  of  man 
AVill  turn  to  him,  the  all  of  man  will  search 
For  him,  as  night-worn  traveller  for  the  sun ;  — 
These  are  his  Holy  Writ,  celestial  fires. 
His  inspiration  in  every  human  soul. 

We  see  the  sun,  the  moon,  the  social  stars, 
And  earth's  magnificence  in  June  ;  we  see 
The  flowers  rivalling  the  rainbow ;  list 
The  melodies  of  silver-throated  birds 
Pouring  their  souls  out  on  the  morning  air ;  — 
We  see  the  fertile  earth  evolving  shapes 
Of  beauty,  tinting  them  to  please  the  eye. 
In  changing  cloud,  in  restless  wave,  in  leaf 
And  flower,  in  violet  or  giant  oak  ;  — 
We  see  the  restless  wing  cut  gentle  cuiTes 
Of  beauty  in  the  air,  and  see  the  flash 
Of  diamonds  in  the  sunlit  brook —  all  these, 
All  living  motion,  speak  a  harmony 
That  could  not  be,  unless  one  sovereign  will 
Had  preconceived  and  set  diversity 
To  the  melodies  of  peace. 

All  testify 
A  living  God  —  they  seize,  compel  the  mind 
Of  humblest  savage  in  Andean  shades 
To  lift  his  brow  ;  they  move  persistent  Jew, 
And  cultured  Greek,  alike  to  bend  the  knee ; 
And  to  the  Hindoo  in  the  morning  land 


358  BY   THE   ATLANTIC. 

They  whisper  "  God/*  and  bid  him  temples  build 

Bedecked  with  jewels  and  with  gold ;  they  prompt 

Rameses  on  the  Nile  to  scheme  to  foil 

Oblivion  ;  they  arm  a  myriad  hands 

To  mass  the  columns  of  a  Thebes  as  though 

The  gods  designed  ;  they  raise  the  Pyramids 

To  heaven's  embrace;  they  still  a  Newton's  mind 

To  weigh  the  suns,  and  open  Nature's  gates 

Into  primeval  light,  and  awe  him  to  the  child  — 

First  mortal  seeing  face  to  face  with  God. 

God  walks  in  Nature's  inner  courts,  in  robes 
Above  the  artifice  of  kings,  that  flow 
Their  beams  beyond  the  tangled  Pleiades, 
Returning  in  a  pale  and  silvery  tide 
From  that  far  shore,  the  Milky  Way ; 
And  e'en  the  smallest  insect  wing  that  thrills 
The  summer  ray  with  motion,  flashes  back 
His  glory. 

Chance  or  blind  mechanic  Force 
Creates  no  light,  cannot  from  star  dust  build 
And  vitalize  a  human  soul,  and  send 
It  searching  God  —  awake  a  hint  of  Him 
As  final  cause  —  the  realm  of  matter  lies 
Eternal  frost  in  which  no  life  can  be ;  — 
Man's  mind,  divine  indeed  if  aught  can  be 
Divine  upon  this  earth,  let  fall  to  earth. 
By  instinct  seeks  its  source,  and  it  must  see 
The  image  of  its  God  within  itself; 
And  seeing  know  that  God  must  be,  and  rest 
In  thought  of  him,  and  love  of  him  who  lives 
Himself  obedient  to  the  laws  that  live 
Essential  in  himself,  and  hence  supreme. 
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IN  the  little  white  church  beneath  the  hill, 
Our  Parson  Hunter  is  preaching  still, 
In  the  pulpit  where  for  fifty  year 
He's  taught  his  people  God  to  fear. 
In  a  very  mild  but  certain  way 
He  manages  to  have  his  say ; 
And  keeps  the  pathway  Orthodox, 
Without  apostolic  blows  and  knocks ; 
By  yielding  much,  and  being  civil, 
He  spiritually  outwits  the  devil. 

When  but  a  boy  he  took  my  hand 
And  helped  me  on  my  feet  to  stand ; 
And  aided  me  in  every  cause, 
For  deeper  truths  and  better  laws ; 
And  taught  me  to  be  true  and  strong 
In  every  contest  with  the  wrong, 
By  acting  with  me,  in  my  plan, 
To  grow  to  something  of  a  man  ; 
Descending  from  his  pulpit  down, 
Among  the  people  of  the  town, 
He  led  them  as  good  shepherds  do. 
Beside  still  waters,  in  pastures  new. 

But  little  he  knew  how  his  fine  art 
Put  hope  and  courage  in  my  heart, 
And  daring  to  plunge  into  the  east ; 
To  find  my  way  to  learning's  feast. 
To  stand  up  bold,  and  give  and  take 
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Full  many  a  blow  for  truth's  own  sake. 
The  power  that  in  a  good  man  lives 
Is  never  lost,  for  it  always  gives 
To  young  and  old  a  better  light, 
And  stronger  will  to  do  the  right. 

I  sought  the  east  and  left  him  there, 
In  the  little  church  beneath  the  hill. 

Preaching  to  men  who  did  not  care 

To  have  the  parson  thwart  their  will ;  — 

For  they  knew  this,  and  they  knew  that, 

And  what  they  didn't  know  was  flat ; 

The  headiest  flock  that  could  be  found 

In  all  the  countrv  far  around. 

And  each  man  thought  in  his  own  way, 

And  as  he  thought  would  have  his  say ; 

And  each  man  carried  in  his  pocket. 

In  force  of  will,  a  dynamite  rocket. 

And  yet  the  parson,  true  as  steel. 

In  a  gentle  way  would  make  them  feel 

That  the  quiet  truth  would  rule  the  hour 

Better  far  than  dynamite  power. 

So  infldcl  lion  and  atheist  bear 

In  all  their  growlings  felt  him  there, 

As  guiding  still  their  crazy  heads 

By  the  moral  force  of  his  spider's  threads ; 

And  it  was  nothing  but  his  quiet  way 

Of  doing  his  duty  to  back  his  say, 

With  a  little  of  truth  in  every  word 

That  he  uttered  and  they  heard. 

Since  he  preached  there,  see  how  the  years 
Have  mottled  the  world  with  smiles  and  tears ! 
Napoleon  the  Little  his  race  ran 
From  the  coup  d'dtat  to  sad  Sedan ; 
And  Disraeli,  ambitious  Jew, 
Taught  English  lords  what  blood  could  do ; 
And  English  science,  keen  as  steel, 
Has  cut  the  tendons  in  Calvin's  heel ; 
And  Unbelief,  that  frightful  thing, 
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So  full  of  subtle  questioning, 

Is  learned  to  be  but  another  phase 

Of  faith  in  God's  eternal  ways ; 

And  Garibaldi  and  Cavour 

Made  Italy  one  that  was  broken  before, 

And  prisoned  the  Pope,  like  a  common  man, 

Within  the  walls  of  the  Vatican  ; 

And  the  Russian  czar,  with  a  stroke  of  his  pen, 

Created  twenty  millions  of  men  ; 

And  Prussian  pride  venged  Austerlitz 

In  the  heart  of  Paris,  where  French  pride  sits ; 

And  England's  queen  of  the  British  lord 

Is  empress  now  of  India's  horde ; 

And  better  still,  the  best  of  all, 

The  North  arose  at  Freedom's  call. 

And  staying  Rebellion's  bloody  hand, 

Freed  every  slave  within  the  land ; 

And  wrote  upon  our  country's  page 

Names  bright  as  those  in  any  age. 

Sacred  to  freedom,  love  and  truth, 

To  live  in  Fame's  eternal  youth  ;  — 

And  Parson  Hunter  is  preaching  still 

In  the  little  white  church  beneath  the  hill. 

And  year  after  year,  as  I  went  there 
For  summer  relief  from  city  care. 
And  looked  at  the  dear  old  town  once  more, 
The  dearest  to  me  on  this  mortal  shore, 
I  asked  the  judge  if  the  parson  still 
Preached  in  the  church  beneath  the  hill. 
And  year  after  year  the  same  word  came  — 
Yes,  Parson  Hunter  is  preaching  the  same. 
And  doing  his  duty  every  day 
In  a  Christian-like  and  orderly  way ;  — 
Till  I  grew  to  see  this  faithful  man, 
Built  on  the  old  Presbyterian  plan, 
In  his  daily  life  was  preaching  strong 
A  beautiful  sermon  fifty  years  long;  — 
And  Parson  Hunter  is  preaching  still 
In  the  little  white  church  beneath  the  hill. 
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ON  THE  HEIGHTS. 


UTOPIA,  understood,  bids  look  within, 
Bids  soul  to  know  itself,  and  in  itself 
To  find  the  microcosm  circling  life, 
Its  final  destiny,  and  all  that  is 
For  it ;  —  this  thing  I  do,  and  yet  my  soul 
In  contemplating  self,  is  restless  still, 
Looks  out,  away,  and  up,  as  though  to  find 
Its  final  destiny  amid  the  stars. 
That  destiny  attracts ;  —  earth  bound  I  am, 
And  yet  I  spurn  the  earth,  and  fly  to  stars 
To  taste  their  sweet  serenities,  and  find 
My  home  —  impeded  still  by  cold  dull  clay 
I  mount  the  mountain  peaks,  their  shaggy  sides, 
There  build  my  sanctuaries  in  still  caves, 
Or  shaded  mountain  spots,  where  liquid  light 
In  flowing  from  the  chariot  of  the  sun 
To  gild  the  day,  lies  still,  a  silent  pool, 
Glassing  to  my  eyes,  this  wondrous  world, 
And  glimpses  of  the  final  truths,  for  me. 

These  mountains  kindle  fervent  zeal,  and  wake 
Within  their  solitudes,  and  on  their  heights. 
The  mystic  perfume  of  the  soul,  the  rhythm 
Of*  loflier  harmonies  than  fill  the  vales 
With  silver  tongues. 

When, man  would  meet  his  (rod, 
And  dwell  with  him  profound  and  still,  he  mounts 
The  beetling  crags,  gateways  to  heaven's  own  courts ;  — 
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There  lifted  and  encalmed,  the  world  below 
In  deep  confusion  tangled  sinks  from  sight ; 
And  his  freed  soul  evolves  white  wings,  as  broad 
As  his  horizon  sweep,  to  wind  in  clear 
Cut  circles  to  the  sun. 

When  Christ 
Would  be  transfigured,  sorrowing  and  calm 
He  sought  the  mountain  solitude,  beneath 
The  eye  of  Hermon,  and  his  crown  of  snow,  — 
Guided  by  the  Pharos  of  his  destiny, 
By  the  deeper  inward  sense  of  it,  to  be 
Himself,  one  moment  free,  untouched  by  taunt 
Of  Jew  or  chain  of  Roman  law,  —  when  there. 
His  face  shone  as  the  sun,  and  garments  were 
White  as  the  light  —  a  white  cloud  covered  him. 
Voiced  with  the  words  of  God  —  he  knew  the  place 
Por  this  transcendent  miracle  of  all. 

Not  on  the  plain,  nor  by  the  sparkling  streams, 
Nor  in  soft  valleys  decked  with  flowers  green 
With  verdure,  but  amid  the  thunders,  gloom 
And  mysteries  of  Sinai's  mount,  God  gave 
Mankind  his  law,  his  light  for  all  the  world. 

When  Grecian  mourners  carried  forth  their  dead, 
They  sang  light  airs,  sang  airs  of  reverent  tone  — 
Consigning  earth  to  earth,  their  thoughts  went  up 
To  Jove's  Olympian  seat,  for  there  they  saw 
The  soul  ascend  an  earthly  harmony, 
Upon  its  way  to  meet  the  harmonies 
Of  peace  and  love,  and  souls  of  those  before  — 
And  thus  with  thoughts  uplifted  to  the  heights. 
Sang  '*vale,  vale,  vale,"  as  the  last 
Sad  words  of  mortal  tribute  to  the  dead. 

On  far  New  Zealand's  high  north  Cape,  where  swells 
A  barren  sea  and  wind  swept  hill,  to  this 
Maorian  warriors  are  borne,  in  whose 
Limp  hands  the  axe  of  jade  will  slay  no  more, 
To  take  departure  for  the  unknown  world  \  — 
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A  savage  instinct  prompting  them,  to  wing 
The  parting  soul  from  summit  near  the  sun. 

Where  built  the  Cenobites?  —  not  in  the  plains. 
But  on  the  slopes  of  Lebanon,  in  sight 
Of  mountain  snows,  white  pure  and  still, 
Fixed  emblem  of  eternity,  the  gates 
Of  pearl  for  mortals  to  immortal  things ;  — 
They  built  amid  the  crags  of  lofty  Alps 
And  shaggy  Apennines,  and  blent  their  songs 
With  winter  winds  amid  eternal  snows. 
Or  with  the  forests  hvmns;  — thev  built  on  hills 
Of  Panama  between  two  oceans  wide, 
There  saw  the  sun  of  morning  trick  his  beams 
In  one,  and  quench  them  in  the  level  west,  — 
There  found  seclusion  wide,  profound,  sublime, 
For  mountain  ocean  sun  with  God  alone 
There  moved  in  silent  majesty,  and  filled 
The  soul  with  holy  awe ;  —  they  built  their  towers 
In  west  Andean  solitudes,  to  light 
Those  warders  of  Pacific  seas,  with  beams 
Of  the  eastern  star,  with  avaricious  zeal 
To  girdle  earth  with  truth  ;  —  they  built  on  heights 
Along  the  sinuous  flowing  Rhine,  till  it 
A  sacred  river  ran  ;  —  on  Cumberland  hills. 
The  home  of  English  bards,  are  ruins  robed 
In  Ivy,  vibrant  once  with  matin  song 
And  vesper  hymn,  — and  on  the  Orkney's  steeps. 
Within  the  gloomy  and  tempestuous  north. 
As  on  the  vine  clad  hills  of  Italv 
Beneath  blue  skies,  the  reverent  monk  went  up 
In  mountain  solitudes  for  prayer,  and  praise 
And  song,  communion  with  the  mysteries 
Uniting  heaven  and  earth,  man  and  his  God. 

The  reason  cold  and  clear  but  walks  the  earth. 
Imagination,  eagle-eyed,  will  cleave 
The  clouds  and  vision  all  the  world,  and  reign 
The  queen  of  every  spiritual  realm,  —  with  touch 
As  delicate  as  pencils  of  the  sun. 
She  tones  and  colors  all  our  lives  with  tints 
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Of  gold,  soft  summer  hues,  the  puiple  shades 
Of  eve,  all  fading  to  the  dim  unseen. 
She  chains  the  reason  to  her  chariot  wheels 
As  proud  Achilles  Hector  slain.     We  build 
Our  ships  with  reason  keeled  and  ribbed,  but  fill 
The  bellying  sail  with  imagination's  winds. 
To  bring  rich  argosies  from  stranger  seas. 


The  reason  sees  the  mountains  bare  and  cold, 
Imagination  peoples  them  with  forms 
Of  gods,  of  Jupiter  and  Juno  fair, 
Jehovah's  golden  throne,  the  Christian's  Christ 
Transfigured  in  the  light ;  with  Satan  dark 
And  wily  tempting  him  ;  with  genii 
Of  spirits,  clustering  in  every  form 
And  hue,  as  cumuli  of  clouds  in  deep 
Cerulean  skies,  disporting  mirthfully 
In  song  and  dance ;  or  working  miracles 
In  wizard  ways ;  or  mixing  sombre  tones 
Of  melancholy  in  our  songs  of  joy. 
Or  twisting  our  fine  plans  to  evil  ends  — 
While  we,  fond  children,  shallow  eyed,  will  build 
These  phantoms  into  gods,  endowing  them 
With  power  and  will  to  shape  our  destinies. 
On  this  side  'neath  the  glimpses  of  the  sun. 
And  then  on  that,  the  home  of  the  parted  soul. 


If  God,  in  his  wide  journeyings  'mid  the  stars. 
E'er  tip-toed  touch  upon  the  earth,  he  touched 
The  mountain  peaks,  and  left  his  trace  in  pale 
Soft  gold  and  tint  of  rose ;  and  in  the  deep 
Felt  awe  and  silent  grandeur  clothing  them 
As  purple  robes  a  king ;  —  their  solitudes 
Of  hollow  winds,  and  rolling  clouds,  of  light 
Clear  set  as  crystal  round  the  globe,  attract 
Our  hearts,  inspire  our  minds,  uplift  our  thoughts, 
To  images  of  Him,  dream  born,  earth  robed 
In  mortal  fashioning,  the  outward  type. 
Suggestion  clear  and  strong,  of  the  One  Truth 
That  shall  abide,  when  nature  fades  in  night. 
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What  wonder  then,  that  from  the  Lebanon, 
To  the  rocks  along  the  Nile,  across  the  Alps, 
To  the  Orkneys  and  the  Hebrides,  the  soul, 
Drawn  to  its  God,  above  the  base  set  world, 
Above  the  selfishness  of  kings,  should  seek 
The  peaceful  mysteries  on  the  heights,  unvexed 
By  man's  caprice  and  fitful  will,  to  be 
At  rest,  amid  the  deeper  harmonies 
And  perfect  rhythm  of  immortal  life? 


Look  up,  proud  man,  vain  man,  weak  man,  all  men. 
Above  you  on  the  Heights  lives  God,  and  all 
His  sweet  and  infinite  attractions,  rich 
In  love  and  strength  ;  place  there  your  eye  and  heart, 
Then  earth,  and  time,  and  all  the  earth  bom  brood 
That  dog  your  steps,  will  vanish  as  the  mist 
From  coverts  in  the  hills  before  the  sun  — 
The  loftier  spirit  then,  in  all  men's  souls. 
Self  crowned,  God  crowned,  will  sovereign  all  your  lives. 
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THE  dim  lit  woodlands  are  my  sacred  lands 
To  me  —  now  many  years  a  memory  alone 
And  yet,  'tis  only  yesterday,  I  walked 
A  solitary  man,  amid  their  shades, 
Musing  their  sunny  spots,  and  seeing  hopes 
Now  bom,  arising  on  my  mind,  to  grow 
Into  another  and  a  better  day ;  — 
Their  mild  soft  glooms,  unfolded  fancy's  wings 
Into  genial  airs,  when  visions  came  to  me 
Foiling  surrounding  night,  enlarging  life 
To  better  deeds,  untrammelled  powers,  perchance 
To  speak  my  highest  thought  and  sing  my  song. 

And  still,  their  solitudes  revisit  me 
In  dreams,  and  in  the  silent  night,  I  walk 
Beneath  their  arches  and  their  leaves,  as  real 
As  in  the  ancient  days,  and  feel  the  joy 
Again,  of  lofty  thoughts  they  never  failed 
To  bring  to  me. 


The  hours  of  calm  delight 
In  thought  and  feeling  consecrate  the  paths 
I  wandered  in,  with  all  their  sacredness. 
The  joy  that  comes  to  one  beneath  the  trees. 
Or  by  some  music  breathing  stream,  or  in 
Some  mellow  shade,  will  leave  its  light  and  calm 
And  fragrance  there,  and  hallow  it  for  us, 
As  a  temple  fit  for  holy  rites. 
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My  hill, 
The  eastern  hill,  that  hid  the  morning  sun 
From  me,  so  enviously,  has  been  to  me 
A  mountain  of  delight  —  for  many  years 
Its  growing  trees  have  grown  into  my  heart, 
Into  my  intimate  companionship, 
Winding  the  fibers  of  their  roots  into 
My  thoughts  —  now  in  the  city's  dust,  I  feel 
Their  shades  still  cover  me,  their  dignity 
And  grace,  still  beckoning  the  better  part 
Of  me  to  be  as  they  —  and  in  the  tired 
Unrest  of  sleepless  nights,  their  murmurs  steal 
Into  my  room,  and  win  repose,  as  once 
I  found  it  cradled  in  their  wind  swept  arms. 

That  hill  has  not  a  rough  stone  wall,  nor  field 
Of  huckleberr}^,  fern,  or  scattered  pine. 
Of  thistle,  limpid  spring  or  rivulet; 
Nor  granite  boulder,  mottled  with  soft  gray 
Of  lichen  growth  ;  nor  hoary  ledge  of  old 
Earth's  naked  ribs  proclaiming  wrinkled  age ; 
Nor  copse  of  scrubby  oak  that  only  grows 
To  tangle  lazy  feet,  nor  soft  warm  sod 
That  blushes  in  anemones,  and  spring 
Time  wildwood  violets,  and  Solomon's  seals  — 
But  it  is  mine  to-day,  a  part  of  me 
And  of  my  vision's  opulence ;  I  hold 
By  fond  companionship  with  them,  a  deed 
Unsigned,  unsealed,  unregistered,  that  yields 
A  title  none  can  give  nor  take  away ;  — 
Where'er  I  go,  upon  the  uneasy  seas. 
Or  among  the  far  away  hills,  or  mid  the  noise 
Of  streets,  these  friends  do  shadowly  follow  me. 
Still  rich  in  natural  gifts ;  their  violets  still 
Blush  blue  in  spring,  and  pale  anemones 
Still  bend  their  slender  necks  in  gentle  winds. 
And  Solomon's  seals  still  snow  beneath  the  pine. 

I  have  a  temple  still  within  that  wood 
Of  birches,  white  and  tall  and  slender  branched, 
Where  I  with  merry  children  ran  as  free 
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As  forest  deer,  exuberant  with  shouts 

Of  frolic  laughter —  beckoning  they  called 

Us  there  in  early  spring,  when  growing  buds 

Began  to  spread  a  film  against  the  sky ;  — 

In  deep  luxurious  summer,  when  the  leaves 

Whispered  their  melodies  in  welcome  shades ; 

In  winter,  when  these  corsairs  of  the  air 

The  steel-armed  frosts,  white-winged  with  snow  Rakes  fine, 

Tore  off  their  emerald  robes,  and  folded  them 

Upon  the  forest  floor  in  russet  brown. 

With  winter's  marble  mantle  covered  them. 

Then  let  the  chill  winds  loose  to  play  their  pranks 

With  naked  limbs,  as  dryad  tresses  fine. 

Should  age  let  fall  her  snows  upon  my  brow, 
I  trust  she'll  send  no  finger  touch  of  frost 
To  blot  these  happy  scenes,  and  lay  in  dust 
This  birchen  temple,  sacred  to  me  now 
As  when  a  worshiper  within  its  aisles. 

In  earlier  years,  when  red  rebellion  shook 
The  nation  like  an  aspen  leaf,  I  went 
Across  the  peat-bog  trembling  'neath  my  feet 
Into  a  wood,  half  circled  by  a  swamp 
Of  huckleberry,  and  rank  ferns,  and  flags 
Sword  leaved,  and  noxious  weeds,  to  find  sunshine 
And  silence,  save  the  buzz  of  fly  and  song 
Of  bird. 

An  hour  in  that  still  wood,  and  I 
Was  boy  again,  light  hearted,  blithe  as  sang 
The  robin  overhead —  and  my  free  mind 
Alive  took  pleasure  in  the  beechen  twig 
Full  leaved,  in  flowers  hiding  in  the  shade. 
In  trees  that  shouldered  upward  to  the  sun. 
And  in  the  mosses  creeping  at  my  feet, 
Or  frosting  ancient  branches  on  the  trees ; 
In  everything  that  makes  the  woods  a  charm. 

One  winter's  day,  I  drank  the  clear  cold  air 
That  ran  within  my  veins  a  flood  of  flame. 
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And  took  the  laughter  loving  to  the  woods, 
And  she  was  strong  and  lithe,  and  sensitive, 
Inquisitive  with  ''  wherefores  "  on  her  tongue ; 
We  made  new  paths  far  through  the  winter  snows. 
And  with  our  laughter  from  the  pendent  boughs 
The  light  snows  shook,  and  idly  scared 
The  snow  birds  from  their  caves,  fluttering  wild 
Upon  the  frosty  air. 

In  sober  mood. 
We  scanned  the  architecture  of  the  trees. 
So  fine  and  delicate  in  tracery. 
Each  planned  and  built  in  harmony  with  itself; 
The  dim  aisle  winter  lit,  invited  us 
To  invade  their  sombre  privacy,  and  feel 
The  social  spirit  of  their  solitudes ; 
As  every  nook  and  corner  of  our  earth 
Has  voice  and  music  of  its  own  to  win 
And  hold  the  ear  as  with  a  harmony. 

We  climbed  the  hills,  and  crossed  the  valleys,  slid 
Upon  the  frozen  streams,  and  bent  the  ear 
To  ice  bound  waterfalls,  whose  crystal  chains 
Could  not  imprison  music  from  the  winds 
That  caught  and  wafted  it,  with  mellow  breath 
And  cold,  far  through  the  woodland  aisles. 

We  stood 
Upon  the  aqueduct,  with  curious  eye 
To  scan  the  silken  cocoons  of  the  moths. 
Immured  beneath  the  coping  stone,  to  catch 
The  morning  sun  and  soft  south  wind  ;  so  housed 
To  blossom,  beauty  winged  in  spring — we  gave 
Our  sympathies  to  burdened  boughs,  that  bent 
Beneath  soft  snows  and  crystal  ices,  laid 
As  winter's  lead  upon  their  nakedness. 

The  full  robed  summer  has  its  majesty, 
Its  silken  vestments  clothe  the  hills  and  vales 
With  comely  covering  and  colors  fair 
To  look  upon,  but  winter  has  its  charm, 
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A  ivitchery  as  deep  as  summer —  death 

And  gloom,  are  ever  Kinged  and  Queened  and  throned 

-Among  the  barren  branches,  creating  apt 

-Ajid  melancholy  music  on  the  winds 

To  scare  the  soul,  and  freeze  it  with  a  chill  — 

The  heart,  by  facile  eyes  constrained  to  see 

-And  search  the  wealth  of  nature's  husbanding, 

Sees  opulent  summer  in  the  sleeping  bud. 

The  bursting  flowers  in  the  sleeping  sod. 

The  spring  time  waters  in  the  ice  bound  stream ; 
Sees  dancing  blue  eyed  days,  and  tresses  fine 
'With  gold,  far  floating  on  the  mellow  winds, 
To  the  reedy  music  of  the  fields,  spring  out 
Of  nature  couchant  on  her  sunny  bed. 

At  home  again,  my  crimson  blood  was  fresh 
IVith  buoyant  life —  new  pictures  haunted  me ; 
The  woods  were  clothed  in  jewelled  raiment  cold 
White  bearded  winter  bore  within  his  hand. 
Great  cornucopia  of  wealth,  and  wore 
A  diamond  diadem  upon  his  brow. 
White  pearls  about  his  neck,  and  was  a  king 
Indeed  upon  his  crystal  throne  —  and  all 
Because  my  eyes  were  opened,  and  I  laid 
My  ear  close  to  the  breast  of  mother  Earth, 
And  heard  its  rythmic  beat  in  love  for  man. 

Longing  for  silence  most  profound,  to  search 
Life's  deepest  meanings  —  silence,  harmony 
Of  all  God's  voices  in  symphony  of  one ; 
In  which  all  tongues  could  speak  to  me,  in  tones 
£ach  of  its  own,  once  sought  old  Prospect  hill. 
And  climbing,  silence  deepened  as  I  climbed  — 
The  lone  still  whistle  of  a  bird  fell  on 
The  air,  the  voice  of  solitude ;  the  hum 
Of  bees  pervaded  flower  blooms  a  deep 
IfOW  muffled  sound,  as  though  by  sweet  concord  of  will 
They'd  clothed  their  busy  wings  with  velvet  down 
To  hide  the  voice  of  industry ;  the  flies 
Xlpon  their  fitful  errands,  flashed  their  wings 
"With  arrow  speed,  through  sun  beams  sifted  down 


272  BY    THE   ATLANTIC. 

Between  the  interlacing  trees — my  eye. 
My  ear,  the  windows  of  my  soul,  became 
As  delicate  as  seolian  strings  to  seize 
And  make  report  of  everything  that  lived 
Obedient  to  law — confusion's  voice. 
That  makes  a  bedlam  of  the  lower  world. 
Benumbing  sense,  confusing  thought,  and  skilled 
To  send  us  skurrying  here  and  there,  in  mad 
Cross  purposes,  receded  as  I  climbed, 
Then  I  was  free  to  be  the  all  I  am. 

Upon  the  summit  winding  into  view. 
The  valley  lay  below  far  to  the  sea. 
Quickened  with  the  city's  ceaseless  life,  and  bright 
With  mansions  of  the  rich,  and  pierced  with  spires, 
And  crowned  with  the  distant  golden  dome. 

I  felt 
Their  meanings,  whys  and  wherefores,  hopes  and  joys, 
Ambition's  passions  playing  their  fierce  games 
To  end  in  ashes  —  saw  the  multitude. 
That  human  Python  of  the  city's  slime, 
Slow  creeping  from  their  shadows  to  the  grave's 
Profounder  gloom  —  all  dreams  they  are  to  me, 
And  all  their  strong  endeavor  on  the  shores 
Of  time  must  end  in  dreams  —  a  dream  was  I, 
To-day  we  blinked  our  glimpses  of  the  sun. 
The  rich  and  poor,  the  strong  and  weak ;  all  gone 
To-morrow  with  not  a  memory  behind. 
Dumb  as  the  tongueless  rock  beneath  my  feet. 

But  yesterday,  before  the  Puritan, 
This  valley  a  green  forest  waved,  far  interlaced 
With  paths  of  savages  and  wild  eyed  deer, 
The  war  cry  startled  slumbering  innocence ; 
The  Bible  and  the  musket  lay  in  close 
Compact  to  keep  the  peace  ;  the  cross  sent  deep 
Its  silvery  beams  into  the  forest  gloom. 
To  lighten  it,  and  plant  the  flowers  of  love ; 
But  now,  along  these  paths  there  rolls  the  rich 
Man's  chariot ;  and  silken  voices  thread 
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The  winds,  and  prayer  books  golden  clasped,  now  lie 
On  velvet  tables ;  empty  muskets  hang 
Upon  the  walls  as  memories  alone. 

Enough  !  my  heart  would  cry  —  this  silence  pains 
And  tortures  me,  this  upper  air  but  strips 
My  human  self  of  its  humanity; 
And  leaves  me  only  naked  grieving  mind 
In  such  rapt  sympathy  with  spirit  life, 
It  wears  its  own  life  out.     I  must  descend 
And  in  the  lower  world  find  heart  amid 
My  fellows  —  heart  life  amid  their  hopes,  and  be 
Alive  to  their  fond  loves,  and  hate  with  them 
Their  enemies,  and  build  with  them,  their  shrines; 
Happy  indeed,  to  dry  one  tear,  or  paint 
One  smile,  where  shadows  fell  before. 

Perchance  the  world  went  wrong  with  me,  some  hope 
Died  out,  some  envious  tongue  had  pierced  me  like 
A  lance,  some  scheme  bewitched,  had  scattered  thorns 
Instead  of  flowers,  or  melancholy's  breath,  , 

Beclouding  me  with  soft  obliviousness 
Of  these  sweet  lights  that  give  us  joy. 
Had  made  me  weary ;  or  some  Croesus  vain 
In  tinsel  trappings  of  his  shallow  pride 
With  a  haughty  glance  had  withered  me ;  perchance 
My  constant  friends,  so  garmlous,  so  dear. 
My  unaccusing  books,  had  made  me  sated 
And  weary  with  their  talk  —  then  to  the  woods 
I  flew,  away  from  women  and  from  men. 

To  my  cathedral  of  the  lofty  pines. 
Where  I  could  breathe  their  scented  airs,  and  pluck 
White  daisies  from  their  fragrant  floors,  and  count 
Their  leaves  for  the  law  that  in  its  bosom  folds 
The  tenderest  thing  —  here  summer,  year  by  year 
A  new  green  carpet  spread  and  broidered  it 
With  cones  —  the  birds,  the  butterflies,  the  bees 
And  I,  here  found  a  home  for  music,  rest 
And  peace. 
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But  here,  sometimes  young  children  came, 
Shouting  their  joy,  and  flinging  on  the  winds 
The  fragrant  needles  from  the  russet  floor ;  — 
Or,  chasing  nimble  squirrels  through  the  trees, 
Their  quick  ears  caught  the  sombre  music  tones 
Breathing  their  monody  overhead,  they  paused 
And  drank  the  music,  hushed  in  silence,  stood. 

At  times  alone  I  stole  away  with  book 
And  pen,  and  wooed  the  angels  of  the  mind  . 
To  brood  me  with  prolific  wings,  bedight 
With  hues  unseen  on  land  or  sea,  and  call 
My  hidden  gems  of  thought  to  winged  speech, 
And  sanctify  the  hour,  as  one  in  which 
Fancies  were  born,  to  be  my  richest  wealth  — 
Therein  myself  was  called  back  to  myself, 
And  my  soul's  forces  sailed  on  even  keel. 

The  myriad-minded  Goethe  loved  the  woods. 
To  wing  the  fancies,  crowding  thick  and  fast 
From  the  fertile  coverts  of  his  mind,  like  flocks 
Of  wild  Birds  from  the  forest  shadows ;  then 
Society  had  no  charms  for  him,  and  he 
Could  stalk  his  cloudlands  free,  and  bid  his  thoughts 
To  dare,  and  to  create,  and  look  coy  truth 
Full  in  the  eye  to  catch  her  subtlest  beam. 
The  shadows  nursed  his  strength,  and  housed 
His  energies  for  loftier  flights,  and  whet 
His  sword  for  hewing  through  the  gloom  to  light, 
Bidding  the  world  to  follow  him. 

The  great 
Napoleon,  in  the  quiet  hours  of  peace, 
Sated  with  battles'  fury  fought  for  crowns. 
In  the  Garden  of  Plants  would  walk  in  solitude,  — 
But  not  alone,  for  he  saw  there  the  face 
Of  God,  unconquerable  and  infinite; 
And  gave  his  thoughts  to  him,  communed  with  him 
As  the  brooding  spirit  of  the  leaves  and  bowers, 
And  seeing  in  them,  as  Plato  saw,  his  God's 
Epistle  to  the  world  in  nature's  forms ; 
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And  seeing  in  the  delicate  tint  that  flushed 
The  rose,  a  mightier  power  than  his  sword ;  — 
That  sword  lies  powerless  in  the  Invalidcs  — 
That  rose  still  crimsons  in  the  garden  bower. 

Our  Darwin,  keen,  inquisitive  to  search 
All  origins  hid  in  primal  nature's  night. 
And  bidding  Life  reveal  her  first  heart-throbs. 
So  climbed  to  Nature's  unity,  there  stood 
The  unerring  herald  of  new  days ;  —  but  when 
He  would  do  deepest  reverence,  he  bowed 
Subdued  within  Brazilian  shades,  there  saw 
A  forest  temple  reared  by  hands  divine 
Indeed,  oppressive  in  magnificence 
And  wealth  of  beauty,  filling  all  his  soul 
With  a  subtle  quiet  abiding  sense  of  power, 
Unfelt  beneath  the  arches  of  Cologne. 

These  are  not  Pantheistic  dreams  —  they  are 
The  blending  of  the  ear,  the  eye,  —  those  wide 
And  open  windows  of  the  soul,  to  do 
Their  work,  let  in  Divinity,  to  calm. 
Subdue  and  elevate  the  passions,  fill 
The  heart  with  love,  the  mind  with  sentiments 
Harmonious  with  the  higher  law,  and  sweet 
With  Christ,  and  trust,  and  peace  with  all. 

I  know  no  place  in  consecrated  hall, 
In  temple  carven  rich  in  dreams  of  stone. 
Wherein  the  pure  delight  of  worshipping 
Can  make  us  feel,  and  see,  and  know  God  lives. 
The  Immaculate  One,  more  than  within  the  woods ;  — 
Away  from  Life's  highways  of  stone,  with  young 
Glad  children  voicing  their  delights  in  shouts 
Of  glee ;  — amid  the  woods  where  laws 
Eternal  build  their  silent  growth,  in  trees 
Each  with  an  architecture  all  its  own, 
In  leaves,  each  colored,  scented,  shaped  to  please 
All  fancies ;  flowers  spicing  all  the  air 
And  rivalling  the  rainbow  in  their  robes ; 
In  weeds  rude  shapen  or  fantastic,  willed 
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To  have  their  humble  place  and  blink  the  sun  ; 
In  the  very  soil  beneath  them,  russet  brown, 
Teeming  with  industrious  insect  life,  to  turn 
And  mellow  it,  and  mix  it  with  sunbeams. 
And  sweeten  its  succulent  juices  for  the  roots;  — 
And  all  beneath  the  great  sun  curtained  rich 
With  light,  strained  through  the  arches  overhead, 
And  with  the  zepyhrs'  sounding  their  thin  roar 
Of  myriad  waves,  upon  the  shores  of  leaves, 
A  lullaby  inviting  me  to  sleep. 

1888, 
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BOUNDARIES. 


AT  times,  when  baffled  in  our  purposes, 
Our  fierce  desires  flame  out,  and  rage  as  fire 
To  wither  opposition  —  hate,  an  instinct  is, 
Against  the  faintest  shadow  of  a  face 
That  limits  will,  or  our  desires ;  we  bear 
All  things  but  boundaries,  and  those  we  leap. 
The  boundless  universe  is  ours  or  war 
To  make  it  such,  without  reser\'e. 

Young  Rome  was  eagle-eyed  —  the  green  clad  hills 
Of  Italy  were  skirted  north  by  high 
And  rough  clad  mountain  barriers ;  on  east 
And  west,  and  sunny  south,  by  that  blue  sea. 
The  heart  of  all  the  world ;  she  drew  her  sword, 
And  hewed  those  barriers  away,  and  burned 
Them  as  the  chafif;  would  bide  of  no  control, 
Save  nature's  northern  snows  and  western  tides  — 
Why  could  not  Caesar  live  in  days  of  ease, 
Content  with  fond  Calpurnia,  in  sweet 
Domestic  bliss  —  he  had  the  itching  blood. 
The  how  and  why  he  could  not  tell  —  that  forced 
Him  like  a  lion  ravage  Gaul,  and  pause 
Alone  at  Scotia's  hills  ;  turn  back,  and  cross 
The  Rubicon,  to  chide  a  Pompey's  pride;  — 
He  did  not  make  himself,  himself  could  not 
Control  —  made  but  a  scourge,  he  scourged  the  world. 
Till  Brutus'  dagger  ended  him  ;  this  let 
His  fiery  blood  out,  to  cool  on  the  marble  floor 
Of  the  senate  house  —  its  first  repose. 
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THE  OLD  POET'S  LAMENT. 


NEVERMORE  can  I  recapture 
Visions,  and  the  lofty  rapture 
That  to  me  were  so  divine ;  — 
Through  me  creeps  a  chilling  feeling, 
Cold  and  colder  through  me  stealing — 
Cold  and  silence  now  are  mine. 

Gone  the  saffron  tints  of  morning, 
Golden  sunsets  fade  in  mourning, 

Waters  murmur  but  in  sighing;  — 
Gone  the  robin's  notes  of  gladness, 
Falling  into  tones  of  sadness, 

Into  twilight  silence  dying. 

Roses  once  my  heart  delighting, 

Shed  their  petals  touched  with  blighting. 

Snapped  the  chains  wherein  they  bound  me ; 
Fades  the  mist  with  fragrance  tinctured. 
All  my  being  by  it  cinctured, 

Fades  to  common  day  around  me. 

Where  the  pleasure  that  once  thrilled  me, 
Where  the  love  that  once  o'er  filled  me, 

Giving  love  for  love  in  greeting? 
From  my  friends  I  have  not  parted, 
Still  they  cold  and  colder  hearted. 

Chill  me  in  our  daily  meeting. 
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A'^outh  in  all  its  sweet  confusion, 
Weaves  a  snare  and  wild  delusion, 

Paints  the  field  and  river  flower, 
Face  of  friend  and  eye  of  woman, 
Full  of  colors  more  than  human, 

To  delude  me  for  an  hour. 

See  that  shadow  in  the  distance 
Creep  and  tliicken  !  —  no  resistance 

Merely  human  can  control  it  — 
Lethe  floods  me  swift  and  noiseless, 
'T  is  oblivion  black  and  voiceless  — 

Phantom  fingers  o'er  me  roll  it. 

Rise  the  waters  !  fly  the  vision 
To  my  fancy  once  elysian ; 

Rise  the  waters  !  fly  delusions, 
Snaring  feet  and  winning  glances 
From  my  eyes  for  folly's  fancies. 

But  to  blind  them  in  confusions. 
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Rise  the  waters  !  — Lethe  swallow 
All  my  raptures,  visions  hollow ; 

Bury  them  in  caverns  deeper ; 
Nevermore  to  rise  and  fret  me, 
Evermore  to  rest  and  let  me 

Sleep  a  quiet  peaceful  sleep«r. 
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THE  MYSTERY. 


DOWN  through  all  history 
Men  love  a  Mystery ; 
Delusions  fire  the  soul 
To  reach  some  fancied  goal ; 
And  good  men  fight  and  die 
To  win  and  crown  a  lie. 

The  truth  is  not  a  certain  thing, 
To  clear  and  thoughtful  questioning; 
The  symbol  may  imperfect  be 
To  which  we  bow  in  constancy ; 
Beyond  the  symbol  is  the  light 
And  vision  of  the  certain  right. 

Through  fierce  Mahomet  and  his  sword 
The  Moslem  scqs  the  Holy  Word ; 
Through  mortal  Buddha  shines  the  rays 
Of  truth  and  its  eternal  ways ; 
Through  Christ  we  see  the  God  who  reigns. 
And  gives  to  mortal  all  his  gains. 

But  though  Mahomet  is  a  lie, 
And  Buddha  but  idolatry, 
And  Christ  is  but  a  simple  man 
To  teach  us  God's  eternal  plan  ; 
Each  centres  in  himself  the  light 
That  guides  us  to  the  higher  right; 
As  diamonds  seize  the  wide  sun's  rays 
And  centres  all  within  their  blaze? 
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Though   Christ,  Mahomet,  Buddha  fall 

By  critic's  touch,  to  mortals  all, 

And  they  appear  on  history's  page 

As  myths  of  superstitious  age, 

What  man  can  say  they  were  not  sent 

By  God  to  light  our  firmament. 

To  lift  the  nations,  as  His  sign 

Of  Truth  and  Power  and  Peace  divine? 
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•  THE   TWO  MAIDENS. 


PHILOSOPHY,  the  sad-eyed  maid, 
Enkirtled  in  a  sober  plaid, 
One  morning  took  her  lamp  in  hand 
And  walked  upon  the  ocean  strand, 
And  looked  out  on  the  stretching  main. 
To  find  a  resting-place  from  pain. 

Behind  her  lay  the  continent. 

Where  she  her  wandering  life  had  spent; 

Now  Searching  here,  now  searching  there. 

And  searching  wide  and  everywhere, 

On  sunny  hills,  in  cities  great. 

In  learning's  halls  and  halls  of  state, 

In  cloister,  temple,  in  the  ways 

Where  labor  delves  laborious  days, 

In  rocky  cave  and  mountain  glen. 

To  find  the  certain  tnith  for  men ; 

To  find  the  wav  wherein  her  feet 

And  solid  rock  beneath  would  meet, 

Instead  of  sand  which  slipped  away, 

And  left  no  footing  for  a  day  — 

Pursuing  her  quest,  she  was  forlorn. 

And  found  no  bed  without  a  thorn. 

So  searching  wide  and  at  her  best 
Her  faltering  feet  still  found  no  rest 
On  solid  land,  where  science  boasts 
That  in  her  realm  there  are  no  ghosts; 
She  held  her  lamp  above  her  head. 


THE   TWO   MAIDENS.  283 

And  to  herself  she  musing  said, 

*^  On  land  there  is  no  rest  for  me, 

And  can  I  find  it  on  the  sea  ?  " 

Then  peering  out  on  the  stretching  deep 

To  see  if  the  billows  cradled  sleep ; 

When  to  her  feet  a  bubble  rolled, 

All  glittering  in  green  and  gold. 

And  in  her  doubting  and  distress 

She  stepped  on  it,  'twas  nothingness ; 

A  tiny  wave  slid  up  the  strand, 

She  stepped  on  it  and  sank  to  sand ; 

A  little  bold,  she  tried  once  more 

To  tread  the  waters  from  the  shore. 

Hoping  the  rock  would  rise  to  meet 

Her  hesitating  timid  feet. 

But  wave  and  foam  and  mist  and  spray. 

Dashed  out  her  lamp  and  hid  her  way, 

When  she  turned  back  upon  the  strand, 

Where  doubting  still,  she  still  might  stand ; 

Then  in  her  darkness  and  despair. 

She  poured  her  burdens  on  the  air, 

"  The  solid  land  is  not  for  me. 

And  not  for  me  the  restless  sea." 

A  whirr  of  wing  and  sudden  light 
Flashed  in  upon  her  gloomy  night ; 
She  looked  and  saw  a  maiden  fair 
In  silken  robes  and  golden  hair 
Pass  by  her  on  an  easy  wing, 
And  o'er  the  waters  sweetly  sing ; 
Around  her  shone  as  pure  a  ray 
As  ever  gemmed  a  summer  day ; 
She  lit  upon  a  pearly  shell, 
And  rode  upon  the  billows  well. 
Winged  onward  by  the  gentlest  breeze 
That  ever  rippled  o'er  the  seas. 
Now  here,  now  there,  now  everywhere 
Careering  with  the  veering  air. 
And  always  riding  every  crest, 
As  though  at  home  in  perfect  rest. 
And  always  shining  in  her  face 
Content  and  every  Christian  grace. 
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Religion  on  her  wings  of  faith 
Was  not  sustained  from  underneath, 
But  rode  the  billows,  as  from  high 
She  held  her  anchor  in  the  sky. 


Philosophy  looked  on  and  smiled 
To  see  Religion  sailing  wild, 
Then  turned  to  walk  her  native  shore. 
And  wander  from  it  nevermore ; 
And  leave  Religion  in  her  realm, 
With  God  and  Mystciy  at  the  helm, 
To  guide  her  to  the  peaceful  sea 
That  smiles  in  calm  eternity. 
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TURN  back  the  leaves  of  time,  and  see  how  man, 
A  child,  but  feebly  creeps ;  —  the  world  is  strange 
To  him,  and  he  a  stranger  to  the  world ;  — 
Impulses  timorous  start,  and  flow  in  tides 
That  overwhelm  his  mind  —  he  flies  to  clay. 
To  weeds,  the  rocks  and  caves  to  shelter  him 
Against  the  sun,  the  rain,  the  biting  frost. 
And  beasts  disputing  empire  with  his  arm. 
It  was  rude  force  'gainst  nature's  earth  born  force, 
Man's  feeble  arm  against  the  elements. 
To  win  his  peace,  —  that  peace  secured,  there  came 
To  him  up  out  the  border  lands  of  thought. 
Dim  white  sailed  argosies  of  sentiments 
That  made  life  rich  with  coloring,  the  hues 
Native  to  the  soil,  these  fancv  seized  and  used 
To  shape  and  deck  loide  dwellings  on  the  hills, 
Euphrates,  and  the  Indus,  till  the  arch. 
The  spire  and  column  grew  from  cave  and  hut. 
To  temples  where  the  gods  came  down  and  dwelt. 


Man  searches  for  the  Infinite — he  seeks 
It  through  all  time,  all  space,  all  things;  — he  looks. 
Inquisitive,  into  each  ray  of  light 
That  blushes  in  the  rose,  or  lives  within 
The  level  beams  of  summer  eve,  to  find 
In  each  the  golden  gates  of  eternal  day. 
Wherein  there  flits  no  shadow  of  a  change, 
Wherein  no  night  in  chill,  nor  silence  folds 
Her  sable  wings. 
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Conceptions  came  to  him, 
From  shadow  lands  within  the  heart,  of  things 
Eternal ;   forms  that  shape  themselves,  and  bid 
The  cunning  hand  to  carve  their  lineaments 
In  wood  and  stone,  that  they  may  live  when  we 
Are  not,  as  sovereign  in  man's  spiritual  realms. 
This  impulse,  born  when  the  breathing  soul  is  bom. 
Insists  the  last,  the  perfect  ideal  conceived. 
In  symbols  must  be  bodied  forth  by  Art, 
As  Jupiter  on  his  throne,  Jehovah  on 
His  judgment  seat,  beneath  Angelo's  hand. 

And  it  is  well  to  build  these  symbols  high 
Above  the  world,  full  in  the  light  of  day. 
Upon  the  hills,  beneath  the  shades,  in  streets 
Subdued  in  dust  and  roar,  where  we  can  pause. 
Step  in  beneath  a  temple  porch,  and  in 
Our  symbols  see  the  jasper  gates  that  turn 
And  let  heaven  in  upon  our  eyes,  and  let 
Us  in  the  presence  chamber  of  the  gods  — 
For  peace  is  there,  or  nowhere  for  the  soul. 

Yet  mortal  hands  build  onl}'  for  decay. 
For  on  the  shores  of  time,  their  grandest  work. 
The  most  profound  in  thought  and  deed,  in  which 
We  find  the  symbols  of  the  Infinite, 
Are  temples  reared  in  reverence,  decreed 
By  kings  at  the  sacrifice  of  human  blood. 
To  be  eternal  as  the  hills ;  —  but  time 
Will  bring  new  faiths,  new  gods,  destroy  the  old ; 
And  hence  along  the  nations'  great  highways. 
Are  vestiges  of  nations  dead,  of  faiths 
Forgotten  in  history,  in  temples  wrecked 
In  hopeless  ruin  scattered  here  and  there, 
Mere  broken  columns  and  ivy  leaves,  mid  which 
The  lioness  broods  her  young,  the  Owl  and  Night 
In  covert  muse,  and  Silence  veiled  in  gloom, 
The  sister  of  Decay,  is  queen  of  all. 

Decay,  with  Silence  and  Oblivion, 
Must  be  the  final  Trinity  of  all. 
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The  triple  crowned  Sovereign,  to  reign 

In  all  Eternity,  the  Infinite, 

If  matter  only  is,  and  soul  is  not. 


If  nature  only  is,  and  God  the  soul. 
The  only  soul,  then  nature  is  God,  and  God 
Is  nature,  one,  inseparable,  the  two ;  — 
Then  when  my  finger  turns  the  tiny  stream, 
Or  bursts  on  ocean  bubble  on  the  shore. 
Or  hides  the  sunlight  from  a  drop  of  dew, 
It  foils  the  law  of  God,  yea  God  himself 
In  a  degree,  then  I  am  equal  God, 
IFor  I  thwart  him,  and  his  decrees. 


Some  teach 
'Tis  ether,  atoms,  law,  and  nothing  more. 
Nor  less,  beginning,  middle,  end  of  all ; 
That  these  are  life,  and  form,  and  energy. 
No  whit  increased,  and  never  a  whit  destroyed ; 
That  spirit  is  but  law,  pure  principle 
By  which  all  change  will  come  to  perfect  ends; 
The  earth  be  changed  to  Paradise.     They  teach 
That  these  evolved  our  Eden,  that  they  are  here 
To-day,  and  yEons  hence  they  will  be  here ; 
That  they  do  crystalize  the  gem,  do  plant 
The  acorn,  hence  evolve  the  oak ;  do  form 
The  crysalis,  evolve  the  butterfly, 
And  swing  the  seas  within  their  mighty  gulfs, 
And  clothe  the  hills  and  flowery  verdured  plains; 
They  teach  this  visible  earth,  and  dome  of  stars. 
By  law,  in  time  to  ether,  atoms,  pass 
Again ;  that  life  is  only  law,  preserved 
As  vitalizing  force  in  every  change, 
A  gleaming  golden  thread  through  all,  on  which 
Is  strung  all  things,  as  beads  on  a  silken  chord ;  — 
And  yet  the  law  is  cold,  eternal,  blind 
And  purposeless,  and  without  love  or  hate. 
Or  soul  or  God  —  annihilation  this, 
A  blank  abyss  of  ice  in  which  there  is 
No  light  essential,  nor  reflected  beam. 
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And  yet,  if  matter  be  the  all  in  all, 
Whence  came  our  Vishnu,  Zeus,  and  Jupiter, 
And  God,  to  human  vision,  thought  and  speech? 
They  came  in  majesty  with  the  morning  stars 
Of  time,  to  gladden  our  eyes  and  rest  our  souls. 

When  first  there  came  beneath  the  sun's  warm  beams 
That  bright  eyed  mvsterj'  man,  to  sleep  beneath 
The  shades,  to  cat  the  pendent  fruit,  and  drink 
The  pure  sweet  waters  flowing  in  the  streams, 
.  To  look  the  sun  square  in  the  eye  in  pride 
Of  life,  then  stirred  within  him  thoughts  profound. 
Desires  burning  as  the  passions  bum, 
To  strive,  to  be,  to  know,  and  master  all ; 
And  with  these  came  both  love  and  hate,  and  fear 
The  shadow  of  the  death  to  be,  looked  in 
Above  the  world's  dim  edge  a  skeleton ; 
Yea  Hoods  mysterious  from  boundless  realms 
Rolled  in  upon  the  soul,  and  shadowed  it, 
Or  illumined  secret  chambers  with  soft  lights 
And  strange  —  all  born  when  primitive  man  was  bom. 

Up  from  the  imperial  day,  out  from  the  night. 
Up  from  the  flowery  kirtled  land,  out  from 
Old  ocean's  dreary  waste,  the  eye  of  God 
Looks  out  unquenchable,  his  majesty 
Of  form  arose  to  the  first  born  sons  of  time. 
As  though  twin  born  with  nature's  birth,  and  part 
Of  it  — Omnipotent,  he  rules  in  light, 
Brooding  the  world,  yet  shapeless  as  the  wind, 
Unseen,  yet  palpable  as  the  niountiin  <iome, 
Present,  but  elusive  as  the  shadows  are. 

Conscious  of  inborn  strength,  and  seeing  high 
Upon  the  mountain  tops,  and  in  the  stars. 
Anil  in  the  sovereign  sun,  a  loflier  strength 
And  mightier  calm  than  in  hiiji  lav,  a  deep 
Impulse  arose  to  search  this  calm,  to  try 
This  strength,  defy  the  majesty  and  power 
Of  God ;  but  man  was  Itaflled'  by  the  winds, 
}iy  lightning  flash  and  thunder  tone;  by  frost 
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And  fierce  red  fires,  and  by  the  skeleton  hands 

Of  g^ay  Decay  —  not  only  these,  the  rude 

Brute  force  of  nature  everj-where  supreme ; 

But  e'en  the  mysteries  of  birth  and  growth 

To  blossoming  sind  luscious  fruit  and  seed^ 

Bewitching  all  the  earth  with  loveliness, 

And  lending  luscious  sweetness  to  the  tongue. 

Made  him  wide-eyed  in  wonderment,  and  cry 

A  fierce  deep  cry,  to  search  this  mystery 

Blazing  in  miracles  everywhere,  to  grope 

The  riches  of  the  affluent  hand,  so  skilled 

In  giving  life,  creating  keen  desires. 

And  giving  the  food  to  feed  them  on,  as  free 

As  sheds  the  sower  his  golden  grain.     In  vain 

He  cried  and  probed,  his  widening  lines  of  light 

Ended  in  wider  circles  of  mystery. 

The  more  he  knew,  the  more  he  saw  unknown. 

Baffled,  at  last,  he  like  a  tired  child 

From  play,  s^nk  down  to  sleep  on  nature's  breast. 

So  slowly  came  to  him,  conviction  clear. 
There  was  a  power  beyond  his  power,  an  eye 
That  swept  the  outer  boundaries  of  his  life, 
An  arm  upholding  him  in  all  his  paths. 
Fingers  that  spun  the  threads  of  life  for  him, 
Instinctively  he  reverenced,  and  loved 
And  feared  this  power,  and  bowed  to  it  with  lip 
And  attitude  of  prayer. 

As  love  will  bless 
And  consecrate  the  spot  where  love  is  felt. 
And  shed  a  light  unseen  by  eyes  profane. 
So  reverence  will  fill  the  place  where  men 
Have  found  the  benediction  of  repose, 
Falling,  as  sunbeams  through  the  rifled  cloud, 
To  clear  the  way  and  cheer  the  heart. 

Jacob 
The  patriarch  went  to  Laban's  land,  and  laid 
His  head  upon  a  stone  for  sleep ;  in  sleep 
He  found  oblivion  of  care,  or  dreamed 
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Sweet  dreams,  or  for  one  night  all  life  to  him 

Was  reconciled  ;  —  in  thankfulness  for  peace 

He  reared  the  stone,  annointed  it  with  oil, 

And  named  it  "  Bethel  —  House  of  God  "  —  it  stood 

An  altar  for  sacrificial  offering, 

A  temple  testifying  faith,  a  rock 

Wherein  his  soul  could  find  repose. 

And  hence 
The  patriarchs  caught  the  fire  that  Jacob  lit, 
And  made  rude  altars,  obelisks  of  stone 
Upon  the  plains,  and  dedicated  them 
To  the  true  God  Jehovah,  poured  the  wine 
Upon  them,  lit  them  with  the  holy  fires 
Of  sacrifice  —  but  enmity  arose. 
The  Canaanites  their  altars  built,  and  called 
Their  sun-god  Baal  to  brood  them  with  his  beams, 
And  Moses  threw  them  down,  to  him  but  one 
Was  God,  Jehovah  only  was  divine. 

And  so  when  faith  and  gratitude  and  love 
And  reverent  fear,  first  sought  a  name  and  place 
In  this  rude  world,  wherein  to  meet  their  God 
And  worship  him.  the  bitter  conflict  came  — 
Jehovah  could  not  rule  where  Baal  reigned ; 
But  one  could  be  supreme,  and  so  the  note 
Of  war  was  sounded  in  the  holy  place 
Of  God  —  the  sword  above  the  altar  hung. 

And  why  contest?  —  admit  one  God,  that  he 
Is  God,  supreme  and  loveth  all,  he  should 
Decree  one  harmony,  hate  sin  and  war. 
Direct  his  children  in  the  paths  of  peace. 

Here  is  the  mystery,  'tis  war  and  peace 
And  peace  and  war  alternate  in  the  world  — 
One  hand  build's  Babel's  pile,  another  builds 
The  temples  to  the  sun,  another  rears 
The  Bethel  house  of  God  —  diverse  the  deeds, 
And  yet  the  purpose  is  but  one  in  all. 
To  crusli  the  earth  born,  win  the  heaven  bom  powers. 
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As  yet,  deep  in  primeval  night,  men  built 
By  blind  impulse  —  clear  light,  and  perfect  deed 
To  fit  the  purpose  clear,  must  wait  the  years 
To  come ;  God  means  that  man  shall  climb  to  him 
On  two  sure  feet,  and  reach  his  loftier  heights 
As  nature  hers,  by  slow  eliminations 
From  white  dumb  chrysalis,  to  Psyche's  wings. 

The  cunning  hands  of  Daedalus,  the  first 
Rude  architect,  devising  keen-edged  tools 
To  shape  his  wood  and  stone,  for  wall  and  roof. 
For  house  and  temple,  bowed  to  inward  laws 
As  deep  as  life ;  he  could  not  see  the  end. 
The  boundless  limits  of  his  deeds  ;  that  in 
His  hammer,  axe  and  saw,  there  lay  the  means 
To  build  Diana's  marble  pride,  devise 
Rome's  Pantheon,  the  house  of  all  the  gods ; 
Or  in  the  later  ages,  shape  that  dream 
In  stone  from  Gothic  gloom,  Cologne —  he  knew 
But  this,  his  facile  hands  must  cut  and  carve 
As  bid  by  the  eyeless  monitor  within. 

An  instinct  bid  him  lift  his  eyes  aloft. 
The  gods  were  in  the  clouds,  not  in  the  fields; 
Above  within  the  fountains  of  the  light ; 
Upon  the  hills,  not  on  the  plains ;  within 
The  solitudes,  not  in  the  busy  marts 
Of  men  ;  —  they  must  be  wooed  and  won  to  love 
And  to  protect;  must  be  brought  down  to  men, 
In  sacred  nearness  to  their  souls ;  — the  rocks 
And  hills  were  cut  and  carved,  to  shape  their  forms 
As  fancy  willed  ;  to  consecrate  their  shades 
And  call  Olympian  deities  to  make 
Their  sacred  seats  within  ;  —  so  in  the  groves. 
In  rocky  solitudes,  upon  the  heights. 
Full  many  a  mar\'ellous  temple  rose, 
Wherein  Apollo  with  his  beauty  shone. 
And  Eros  with  his  bow  and  quiver  lit, 
With  Aphrodite,  from  the  Olympian  height ;  — 
And  Hermes,  from  his  cold  white  marble  breast 
Did  breathe  the  emotions  of  the  soul,  — 
And  these  fine  symbols  of  the  gods,  though  made 
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By  human  hands,  shed  dim  religious  light 
That  bathed  the  worshipers  and  filled  their  souls, 
Till  every  symbol  shadowed  foith  to  them, 
The  powers  behind,  eternal  as  the  sun. 

An  instinct  stirred  the  toolless  hand,  to  raise 
The  obelisk,  the  Cromlech  and  the  Cairn 
From  Hindoostan,  across  the  world  to  West 
Cornwall ;  to  set  the  circle  in  Stonehenge, 
In  Abury,  and  build  the  serpent  line 
Rough  creeping  for  a  mile  o'er  hill  and  plain. 
Gigantic  symbol  of  eternity. 

That  instinct  built  the  gloomy  columns  of  Thebes, 
The  graceful  shafts  of  fair  Persepolis; 
But  in  the  mountains  north,  beneath  the  oaks, 
The  Druids,  untouched  by  cunning-fingered  Art, 
Unsoftened  by  her  mellow  lights,  knew  force, 
And  only  force ;  they  were  not  taught  to  build 
And  carve  devices  of  the  inner  thought. 
To  trace  religious  instincts  in  fine  lines ;  — 
Near  to  the  earth,  in  all  their  thoughts  and  deeds, 
Forth  from  her  shaggy  breast,  they  tore  rough  rocks 
And  built  rude  altars  for  human  sacrifice. 
To  testifv  their  love  of  God  —  and  can 
We  call  them  less  devout,  than  Calvin  was. 
Who  burnt  Servetus,  to  show  his  love  of  God? 

This  instinct,  on  the  Ganges,  in  the  far 
First  dawning  of  the  world,  when  mortals  crept 
With  timid  glances  to  the  upper  light. 
Led  men  to  cai*ve  their  temples  in  the  rocks. 
And  to  exalt  in  dim  sepulchral  light, 
Their  rough  hewn  deities ;  —  and  as  art  grew, 
And  fancy  spread  her  wings  of  many  hues. 
Beneath  their  touch,  religion  left  the  caves. 
And  built  her  temples  in  the  sun,  bedecked 
With  symbol  and  with  ornament,  as  at 
Madura  and  Tanjore  pagodas  rose 
The  crowns  of  Hindoo  art. 

And  it  is  plain, 
Each  nation,  with  an  eye  that's  all  its  own, 
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Has  its  own  vantage  ground,  its  citadel 

Built  up,  and  high,  from  which  it  peers  far  down 

The  morning  land,  through  mists  and  clouds  and  dim 

Historic  pageantry  ;  and  far  above 

The  dark  confusion  of  contending  powers 

On  lands  and  seas,  the  image  of  its  God 

On  its  horizon's  verge  will  rise,  all  clothed 

WiLh  might  and  majesty —  and  what  is  it? 

Is  this  indeed  the  God  !  or  large  reflex. 

The  high  wrought  symbol,  of  the  pure  ideal 

That  dwells  unbidden  in  that  nation's  soul. 

To  it,  the  Absolute,  Unchangeable, 

And  Good? 


Ideals  in  the  mind  will  shape 
Themselves  in  outward  forms ;  the  cunning  hand. 
The  willing  slave  of  thought  will  do  thought's  work, 
And  build  the  outer  as  the  inner  world  — 
An  Eden  in  the  soul  will  localize 
Itself  among  delectable  hills,  and  fill 
Them  with  the  crowns  of  flowers,  and  soft 
Cool  shades,  and  mossy  beds  of  emerald, 
And  luscious  fruits — and  earth  indeed,  some  hold. 
Is  but  the  shadow  of  the  mind,  and  as 
The  mind,  so  is  the  earth  ;  but  touch  the  mind 
With  light  divine,  and  earth  will  all  be  filled 
With  that  same  light —  'tis  not  environment 
That  makes  the  man,  the  man  will  make  his  own 
Environment;  —  the  facile  mind  creates. 
And  will  create  its  God,  its  own  supreme  ideal 
Of  all  the  truths  and  virtues  of  the  world 
And  crown  it  king  of  all. 


/ 


And  so,  in  time. 
All  visions  grow,  —  they  do  not  leap  to  life 
Like  flashes  from  a  summer  cloud,  complete. 
Full  beamed  as  Venus  on  the  brow  of  eve ;  — 
All  change  is  evolution  from  the  germ, 
Is  from  the  baser  to  the  higher  thought ;  — 
The  acorn  in  an  age  unfolds  the  oak, 
To-day,  has  all  to-morrow  in  its  genn ; 
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And  in  slow  centuries,  the  perfect  laws 

Of  God,  in  infinite  harmony,  reveal 

Themselves  to  searching  eyes,  which  will  not  rest 

In  truths  half  told ;  —  and  with  new  truths  full  known, 

Ideals  change,  and  clamber  upward  out 

Of  earth,  into  the  air,  into  the  sun. 

To  find  perfection  none  can  carp  at.     From 

The  rude  Elijah's  altar  on  the  heights. 

To  Solomon's  Temple  in  Jerusalem ; 

From  Jacob's  obelisk  to  Egypt's  wide 

And  gloomy  columns ;   from  the  rocky  caves 

Of  Elephanta,  stayed  in  roof  and  wall 

With  columns  and  colossal  images 

Full  of  symbolic  mystery,  to  rich 

Pagodas  on  India's  hills ;   from  rough 

Cyclopian  walls  by  hands  forgotten  built. 

Up  long  and  weary  years,  to  Ephesus, 

The  marble  pride  of  Greece ;  from  Imperial  Rome's 

Rude  altars  to  the  Pantheon,  and  from 

Druidic  stones  in  ancient  Brittany, 

To  proud  old  Canterbury's  Gothic  arch, 

Propping  the  sky  —  the  hand  of  man  has  wrought 

As  by  instinct,  along  an  upward  line. 

From  lofty,  to  the  loftier  ideals; 

The  symbol  growing  with  the  inward  sense. 

To  finer  types,  on  lines  of  higher  thoughts;  — 

At  first,  the  human  sacrifice,  and  then 

The  garlanded  bull  and  firstlings  of  the  flock ; 

And  then  the  dim  lit  taper  shedding  slender  light; 

And  censer  giving  sweet  perfumes;  until 

The  inward  sense  of  power,  self  sustained, 

Coming  the  closer  to  the  Eternal  eye, 

And  seeing  with  a  vision  clear,  leaped  all 

Gross  symbol  barriers,  and  calmly  stood 

In  the  supremest  attitude  of  man. 

In  silence  lifting  up  his  face  to  God, 

In  silence  letting  out  his  soul  in  prayer. 

In  silence  myriad  tongucd  to  spiritual  ears;  — 

So  silent  flowers  turn  uplifted  leaves 

Full  to  the  sun,  to  drink  his  aflfluent  beams. 

And  be  it  Brahmin,  Magi,  Druid  priest, 
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Or  priest  beneath  the  columns  ut'  Tliebes,  (;r  H<^ht 

Corinthian  of  Greece;  they  all  evolve 

Their  deities  from  the  peopled  land  of  dreams, 

And  fashion  them  in  types  of  wood  and  stone, 

So  marvellously  human,  gods  are  men 

And  men  are  gods,  no  line  between ;  —  each  finds 

His  way  to  symbolize  his  deity. 

And  bring  him  near  to  loving  eye  and  lip 

In  still  and  sweet  companionship  —  and  yet, 

Down  deep,  beneath  this  wide  diversity. 

But  one  God  stirs  the  soul  of  all  the  world,  — 

It  is  one  God  within  the  changeless  sky, 

A  myriad  in  the  restless  sunlit  sea ; 

One  God  beyond  the  clouds,  who  touches  earth, 

Thfe  hearts  of  men,  and  bids  them  wing  to  him 

Their  doves  of  peace,  with  plumes  of  many  hues, 

In  varying  courses,  through  the  trackless  air. 

Look  on  this  Cromlech  stone,  an  altar  rude, 
A  temple  dedicate  to  an  unknown  god ;  — 
I'he  hand  that  reared,  carved  on  its  face  no  line 
Of  sentiment,  no  form  of  saint,  no  fine 
XDcvicc,  no  symbol  of  a  lofty  thought, 
^o  legend  rallying  cry,  no  shibboleth 
Id  fire  the  faith  of  worshipers ;  —  so  thus 
^A.  barren  stone,  it  tells  a  mournful  tale 
Of  barren  thought  and  barren  love,  of  souls 
Kut  blindly  groping  for  the  light  of  God, 
£ut  just  emerging  from  the  primal  gloom. 

From  this,  pass  on  and  up  to  storied  York, 
^Through  intervening  ages  rich  with  spoils 
Of  peace  and  war,  accumulated  wealth 
Of  thought,  where  Englishmen,  in  greed  of  truth. 
Pursued  the  light  of  nature  to  the  fount. 
Preserving  all  revealed,  and  see  this  fane 
Elaborate  in  traceries  of  art, 
With  carvings  fine,  and  niches  canopied ; 
With  buttress  and  with  delicate  pinnacle ; 
With  rose  and  lancet  windows  sifting  light 
To  rainbows  in  the  inner  gloom ;  with  beams 
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Supporting  Gothic  arches  interlaced 

With  flowering  traceries ;  with  England's  kings. 

And  angels  carved  in  stone,  each  moulded  fine 

Around  a  central  thought ;  with  winged  forms 

In  lofty  windows  pendent  in  the  air, 

The  types  and  symbols  of  religious  art 

From  nature's  dawn  to  the  Apocalypse —  all  these 

Are  but  devices  of  the  lofty  thoughts  of  men. 

To  show  their  pathways  to  the  stars. 

And  footsteps  of  the  angels  down.     So  grace 

And  dignity,  and  reverence  profound, 

Pervade  the  ancient  pile,  ideal  fane. 

For  it  was  made  with  human  hands,  and  it  arose 

The  grand  embodiment  of  man's  ideal 

Of  mansions  in  the  heavens  —  these  stones  but  tell 

How  man  must  creep  through  long  slow  years 

To  reach  his  loftiest  sentiment,  and  dwell 

Above  the  clouds,  within  the  perfect  day. 

And  yet,  religion  hath  her  realm  distinct. 
And  far  from  mathematic  modes  of  thought; 
She  has  no  line  and  plummet  in  her  hands. 
No  saw,  no  axe,  no  compass  and  no  rule ; 
She  plants  no  trees,  she  builds  no  walls,  and  plows 
No  soil,  nor  counts  her  shekels  in  the  vaults 
Of  money  changers ;  —  her's  is  shadow  land. 
Full  limned  with  infinite  forms,  no  painter's  brush 
Can  copy,  no  eye  divine,  no  tongue  portray ;  — 
And  yet,  no  less,  they  are  the  substance  sweet 
Of  things  to  be,  eternally  to  be ; 
So  all  true  souls,  in  higher  moods  will  turn 
To  them,  as  by  an  instinct  planted  deep 
In  every  human  breast,  and  see  in  them, 
Their  final  destiny  and  peaceful  rest. 
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MY  pear  trees  —  green  and  beautiful  they  were 
To  me  each  spring  —  I  planted  them,  and  pruned. 
And  watched  the  buds  as  swelling  into  life, 
And  watched  them  as  unfolding  into  lefives, 
The  leaves  expanding  to  a  verdant  roof,  — 
And  loved  the  graces  in  the  pendent  boughs ; 
Beneath  the  roof,  I  nestled  as  a  child 
-Amid  the  witching  shadows  falling  there  — 
Tjpon  the  roof,  a  flowing  robe  of  green, 
The  waves  of  sunshine  dashed  and  broke  as  on 
The  seas,  into  a  thousand  gleams,  as  soft 
.And  delicate  as  silk,  and  light  as  air. 

These  shadows  shed  upon  the  grass  beneath 
Invited  to  reflection,  and  the  buds 
Unfolding  burst  in  summer  snows  that  bowed 
And  billowed  in  the  winds,  the  haunts  of  birds 
And  coverts  of  their  songs,  to  shed  themselves 
Upon  the  grass  in  wantonness  of  wealth, 
And  melt  as  snow  flakes,  in  the  summer's  sun. 

The  mornings  and  the  evenings  came,  and  I 
Lived  in  their  shadows,  finding  social  voice 
In  every  tree  and  leaf  and  bud  and  flower  — 
But  not  alone  I  lived  ;  — the  first  rich  note 
Of  spring  that  from  the  robin  fell,  I  heard. 
And  knew  that  with  his  song,  a  choir  would  come 
And  flash  their  plumage  in  the  leaves,  and  blow 
Their  silver  pipes  to  make  me  glad,  and  fill 
My  garden  temple  with  their  melodies ;  — 
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And  when  they  sang  they  waked  new  songs  in  me. 
Welling  from  deeps  profound,  unknown  before ;  — 
The  harmonies  without,  and  those  within 
Were  so  responsive  each  to  each,  I  felt 
That  all  the  world  was  beautiful  and  good, 
That  in  my  garden  Eden  came  again. 

This  temple  was  not  reared  by  Solomon, 
No  human  hand  could  trace  its  arches,  lines. 
And  arabesques  of  leaves,  its  shaded  aisles 
And  breezy  courts  —  the  infinite  fingers  loosed 
The  succulent  juices  in  the  sod,  the  germ 
Enfolded  in  the  seed,  and  bid  them  rear 
The  delicate  column  and  the  spangled  roof. 
And  shed  sweet  odors  on  the  winds,  that  I, 
And  those  I  loved,  might  wander  here,  or  roam 
As  summer  butterflies  mid  thistle  blooms. 
Sucking  the  nectared  sweets,  and  drinking  in 
The  sun  at  every  pore. 

When  fancy  waked, 
I  saw  the  earth  and  air  beneath  these  trees 
Enpeopled  with  the  images  of  saints, 
Of  sages,  heroes  of  the  olden  time. 
Of  friends  who  once  had  given  to  me  love, 
The  love  an  inspiration  for  the  truth. 
Repeating  songs  that  stirred  their  souls,  and  hopes 
That  lit  horizons  of  their  journeyings. 
And  joys  that  shed  around  them  peace. 

Nav  more,  . 
Divinest  footsteps  in  my  garden  walked, 
And  filled  me  with  a  deepened  sense  of  power 
Illimitable  surrounding  me,  of  power 
That  bears  all  living  things  upon  its  tides. 
As  ocean  bears  the  ships  of  all  the  world  ; 
That  bears  from  shadows  to  the  shades  again. 
From  namelessness  to  namelessness, 
From  nothingness  to  blank  forgetfulness. 
All  visions  of  the  human  eye  and  thought, 
All  hopes  that  animate  the  human  breast, 
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^All  varieties  that  lure  the  human  mind, 
^nd  all  ambitions  that  feed  our  passion  fires ; 
TJpon  this  soft  green  shore  of  time,  I  heard 

The  steady  pulses  of  this  power  rise 

And  fall,  then  knew  I  was  a  bubble  here, 

A  moment  Bashing,  then  forever  gone. 

And  yet  these  pulses  bore  my  paradise 
As  riches  on  my  shores,  laid  at  my  feet 
The  shepherd's  visions  of  Chaldean  hills ; 
Sculptured  colossi  of  the  ancient  Nile, 
Visions  of  battles  on  the  lUvssus  shore : 
Of  Spartan  struggles  with  the  Persian  kings ; 
Of  Roman  eagles  circling  the  world ; 
Of  Goth  and  Vandal  fresh  from  out  the  north 
Spreading  a  yellow  waste  o*er  Italy  ;  — 
So  often  sunny  mornings  I  have  sat 
Beneath  my  trees,  and  delved  these  riches  deep. 
And  plundered  of  their  store,  for  my  delight. 

Not  all  delight —  sometimes  at  eve,  as  fell 
The  shadows  in  the  Autumn  time,  1  heard 
A  spirit  saying  ''  As  ye  sow  so  shall 
Ye  reap  "  —  this  gladdened  me  with  hope  to  pluck 
And  eat  in  after  years,  when  the  eye  was  dim 
And  the  hand  was  weak,  and  there  was  need  of  store 
Garnered  in  the  beauty  and  the  strength  of  youth. 
But  ^*  One  shall  plant  another  reap"  —  this  line 
Went  twisting  round  the  trunks,  and  through  the  leaves 
Of  every  tree,  as  a  serpent  may  invade, 
And  filled  me  with  a  deep  disquietude. 
As  though  my  paradise  must  pass  away. 
And  join  the  shadows  travelling  to  the  shades, 
And  all  be  lost  in  dim  forgetfulness. 
Leaving  no  trace,  no  sound,  to  mark  the  time 
Of  these  sweet  hours  to  me,  to  tell  to  those 
Whose  footsteps  led  them  there,  that  once  I  was. 
That  I  had  planted  these  fair  ranks  of  trees, 
And  gathered  their  golden  fruitage,  sweet  with  toil. 

Though  now  another  reajjs  —  the  birds  still  sing 
For  me,  though  other  ears  now  list  their  songs ; 
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The  odorous  clouds  of  summer  snows  still  fall, 
Though  other  feet  now  press  them  in  the  grass ; 
The  golden  fruit  still  gives  to  me  its  wealth, 
Though  others  pluck  and  eat,  and  give  no  thought 
To  him  who  found,  in  this  small  spot  of  earth 
Transcendent  beauty,  voices  sweet,  and  rest. 

Yes  in  remembrance,  they  are  my  pear  trees  still. 
And  yearly  yield  to  me  a  fruitage  all 
My  own,  of  fancies  in  the  summer  days, 
Of  (beams  still  playing  mid  the  summer  leaves, 
Of  thoughts  their  dim  seclusions  mused  to  life, 
Of  joys  that  nature  yields  to  the  laboring  hand. 
Of  odors  quaffed  on  the  passing  winds,  and  rare 
Delights  that  still  do  fill  my  heart  to  see 
Such  grace  and  beauty  spring  from  the  cultured  soil ; 
These  memories  come  to  me,  each  spring,  and  live 
With  me,  in  the  summer  calms  of  distant  hills, 
In  the  quiet  hours  of  my  winter  home,  do  still 
Give  me  a  joy  that  makes  me  rich  —  and  so, 
Till  winter  comes,  my  garden  will  be  mine* 
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CAN  spirits  plant  an  acorn,  grow  an  oak; 
Or  tint  a  red  rose  with  a  sable  hue; 
Or  pull  a  wreck  on  shore  to  save  a  life? 
Can  angels  touch  the  issues  of  our  lives 
To  finer  ends,  or  Satan  trip  us  in 
To  pit  falls  he  has  digged  for  us?  —  if  yea, 
Where  is  the  delicate  spot  that  angels  touch, 
Or  Satan  binds?  — I  feel  no  angel  hands 
In  mine,  nor  Satan's  chains  upon  my  feet; 
And  if  they  touch  me  not,  how  can  they  guide? 
My  feet  and  hands  obey  my  will  —  the  bonds 
To  bind  mv  flesh,  must  be  of  flesh  —  the  cause 
Must  equal  the  eflect ;  to  move  a  grain 
Of  sand,  the  weight  of  that  small  grain 
Must  touch,  a  Cajsar's  will  without  that  aid 
Is  naught. 

And  if  they  touch  me  not,  how  can 
They  guide?     My  feet  obey  my  law,  my  hands 
Obcv  mv  will,  and  both  as  I  conceive 
Must  follow  Satan's  will,  or  mine,  the  will 
Of  angel,  or  my  will — their  wills  cannot 
Control  my  deeds,  and  make  them  good  or  ill. 
Control  mv  feet,  mv  hands,  for  this  or  that. 
Then  punish  me,  or  give  to  me  reward, 
For  what  the  Satan  or  the  angel  did. 


Crawled  Satan  as  a  snake  in  Eden  ?  —  sits 
He  now  the  chiefest  one  below? —  do  souls 
Escaping  clay,  enwinged  and  glory  crowned, 
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About  us  hover  in  the  air  as  moats 

In  sunbeams,  loving  still  with  mortal  taint 

Old  haunts,  old  friends ;  as  angels  tilt  and  poise 

Tip-toe  on  snow-banked  clouds,  and  overlook 

Our  hearts  desires,  our  loves,  and  hates,  our  wild 

Ambitions,  greeds,  or  tangle  wayward  steps 

To  ruin  ? 

Are  there  two  worlds,  insensate  dust 
The  one,  the  other  Phantoms?  —  dust,  to-day, 
Now  organized  and  vitalized  in  man. 
On  fire  to  battle  with  the  gods,  or  mount 
The  stars  and  delve  their  mysteries ;  and  yet 
By  death's  pale  finger  touched  to  dust  again. 
Impalpable  as  air,  and  lightly  brushed 
From  the  spider's  sightless  film  at  summer  noon, 
By  the  zephyr's  lazy  wing?  —  and  must  we  see 
The  Phantoms,  lasting  as  the  rock-ribbed  hills? 

Or  is  it  earth,  and  man,  and  God?     The  first, 
But  this  base  sod  on  which  we  tread,  from  which 
Are  built  these  perishable  tenements  of  clay : 
The  next,  a  lambent  flame  that  veers 
And  blows  this  way  and  that  between  the  two, 
Uncertain  which  its  source  or  home ;  the  last 
Beginning  and  the  end  of  the  other  two. 
Omnipotent  and  Omnipresent  One, 
Whose  will  forever  reigns,  save  where  the  man 
Would  play  the  demi-god,  and  in  this  world. 
His  narrow  sphere,  would  strive  for  mastery? 

If  spirits  live,  they  must  have  power,  and  will 
Behind  the  power;  with  will  and  power. 
And  field  for  action,  so  far  as  they  do  act, 
They  limit,  hedge  Omnipotence,  then  'tis 
Omnipotence  no  more ;  the  space  they  fill. 
Be  it  but  tlie  shadow  of  a  single  hair. 
In  that  thev  rule  that  shadow's  breadth,  then  two 
Must  rule  in  heaven  —  but  how  is  this?     Our  God, 
As  we  conceive,  is  limitless,  or  God 
No  more. 
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Show  me,  who  can,  where  spirits  dwell. 
And  issue  forth  as  ghostly  travellers. 
Revisiting  the  Earth,  iu  moonbeams  pale. 
Or  peeping  out  beneath  the  sable  wing 
Of  night,  with  messages  of  trivial  things, 
Amusing  fond  credulity —  who  pass 
The  wise,  the  good,  the  great,  the  trusted  ones. 
Selecting  weaklings  to  receive  their  thoughts. 
Ami  carry  them  across  the  spirit  line. 
As  messages  of  love  to  a  hungry  world. 
Is  htavtH  a  place,  or  shadow  of  a  thought 
That  bubbles  in  the  brain?     Is  it  in  the  sun, 
Or  mid  the  spheres,  the  center  of  harmony. 
Or  in  ccrulian  space,  and  limitless?  — 
Or  in  that  soul  that  lives  in  perfect  peace? 
A  state,  condition  of  that  soul,  as  much 
Its  essence,  as  odor  of  the  summer  rose? 


These  visions  come,  and  with  them  questionings. 
Demanding  whence,  and  where,  and  why  they  come 
Disturbing  this  our  cold  dull  world  with  lights 
And  shadows  from  the  immortal  realms  —  alone 
With  mother  earth  to  dig  our  bread,  and  fight 
Her  hostile  forces,  peace  might  be  in  us, 
These  visions  stir  eternal  discontent;  — 
Philosophers  in  wrestle  with  them,  lose 
Their  reason  ;  poets  on  fire,  declare  they  see 
Etei'ual  cities  in  eternal  worlds, 
IV'opled  with  gods  and  angels  ;  peasants  bent 
Forever  in  the  laboring  furrow,  dream 
'I'liese  visions,  coming  but  to  torture  them, 
Still  leaving  them  in  peasant's  chains:  —  away 
These  visions  haunting  us,  content  would  come 
A  white  winged  dove  to  nestle  in  our  homes. 

What's  Cajsar?  —  that  poor  body  on  the  floor 
At  Ponipey's  feet  so  full  of  crimson  wounds? 
Not  this,  —  to-day  'tis  but  a  few  red  pounds 
Of  flesh,  to-morrow  food  for  worms  ;  —  is  he 
But  a  dreaded  name,  an  armed  but  sightless  shade, 
Colossal  as  St.  Peter  over  Rome, 
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Whose  veins,  but  touched  with  this  my  dagger's  point 

Would  bleed  the  ichor  of  the  gods?  —  'tis  said 

That  Brutus  killed  this  Caesar's  body  —  dead 

His  body,  lives  his  spirit  a  thousand  fold, 

So  lives,  that  Brutus,  Cassius  fly  from  it, 

The  eyes  and  wounds  pursue  them,  fiends  of  air 

And  winged  scorpions,  scaring  their  ver^'  souls 

Beyond  the  world's  dim  edge  ;  —  though  dead,  he  lives 

Avenging  those  red  wounds  by  which  he  died  — 

And  yet,  what  lives  of  Caesar  dead,  so  dead 

And  still  so  potent?  —  holds  he  yet  both  space 

And  time  his  subjects? —  asks  he  now  a  seat 

In  the  spirit  world,  a  being  of  smiles  and  joys. 

And  one  to  wear  a  crown  ?  —  Still  living  there 

Beyond  the  grave  and  maw  of  filthy  worms, 

By  so  much  as  he  lives,  with  force  of  will, 

Omnipotence  is  circumscribed,  is  such 

No  more.     If  Caesar  shares  his  throne  and  will, 

Dead  Caesar  lives,  but  if  a  throne  and  will 

He  now  has  none,  then  Caesar  is  no  more; 

And  it  is  true  as  he  the  Senate  told 

Commending  death  for  Cataline,  "the  dead 

Know  nothing." 

Still,  some  tell  us  Caesar's  ghost 
The  pale  reflection  of  his  earthly  self. 
Revisits  us,  with  gibberish  of  raps 
And  knocks  to  speak  imperial  will,  as  though 
In  Roman  heaven  he'd  lost  his  Roman  tongue;  — 
If  now  an  angel  or  a  God,  why  have 
All  attributes  but  speech  the  queen  of  all  ? 
The  still  small  voice  was  in  the  bush  of  old 
For  Moses,  now  if  God  or  angel  speaks 
Across  the  line  between  two  worlds,  the  "  Still 
Small  voice  "  were  more  in  dignity  to  charm 
The  ear,  command  due  reverence 
With  reasoning  men  —  in  all  things  fitness  lives. 
In  nature  all  is  natural,  at  ease. 
Due  means  adapted  to  right  ends  —  did  He 
Who  ordered  all,  design  the  spirit,  freed, 
To  cross  again  the  border  line  to  earth, 
That  spirit  would  have  tongue,  and  we  the  ear 
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-Attuned  to  spirit  speech,  and  words  would  come 
So  weighted  with  eternal  truths,  we  could 
Not  let  them  die  — 

All  loving  truth  with  truth 
Is  harmony,  and  that  cannot  exist  % 

That  breeds  a  fixed  confusion  in  the  world ;  — 
Our  fancies  with  our  reason  set  in  war 
Must  fail,  and  come  to  naught,  for  reason  still 
Is  the  final  voice  of  God,  and  mortal  man 
Can  hold  no  faith  with  reason  unreconciled. 

The  mystery  of  Christ  in  history. 
What's  this?     It's  not  the  fact,  but  faith  that  tells ; 
Not  faith  in  birth,  nor  miracle,  nor  faith 
In  resurrection,  but  the  faith  in  things 
He  taught ;  in  love,  in  charity,  and  in 
Due  reverence  for  the  Father  of  us  all. 
The  faith  in  things  he  symbolized,  which  lifts 
The  individual  man  the  nearer  God. 
The  mind  conceives  no  sweeter  love,  it  sees 
No  more  pure  light,  and  truths  no  more  profound, 
Than  circle  his  brow,  as  a  holy  auriole ; 
Therefore  he  fittest  is,  to  symbolize 
Our  thoughts  of  God  ;  and  cling  to  him  we  must 
As  to  the  one  eternal  need  and  truth. 
The  supernatural  Christ  is  myster}'. 
And  mysteries  blind,  they  do  not  aid  our  sight :  — 
The  mortal  Christ,  in  vital  touch  with  man, 
Is  not  a  mystery ;  we  understand. 
And  understanding  grasp  him  to  our  hearts ;  — 
Not  faith  in  mysteries  but  faith  in  truth 
We  need,  for  mysteries  have  not  the  lamps 
In  hand,  to  guide  us  through  the  night  to  day. 

To  live,  to  be,  with  sure  identity 
Apart  from  all  things  else,  eternally. 
Not  formed  of  sunbeams  nor  of  luminous  air, 
Mere  outlined  shadow  filling  space  in  heaven, 
With  feelings,  faculties,  intelligence. 
As  one  distinct  from  the  myriads  of  time, 
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And  unconditioned  in  desire,  would  be 

The  crown  of  life,  the  soul  complete,  the  full 

And  perfect  blossom  promised  in  the  seed. 

That  men  must  argue  now,  and  bring  their  proofs 
TM^t  so  we  live,  shows  that  no  traveller 
Has  ere  returned,  revisiting  the  earth. 
The  sea,  the  air,  nor  laid  the  kiss  of  love 
Upon  the  cheek,  nor  told  of  joys  that  live 
In  heaven,  nor  limned  the  golden  streets  to  lure 
The  searching  eye,  nor  whispered  in  the  ear 
Solutions  of  philosophy,  nor  songs 
The  angels  sing  —  that  such  report  comes  not, 
We  must  believe  'twas  not  designed  to  come ; 
And  that  a  black  impenetrable  veil 

'Tween  heaven  and  earth  is  hung,  through  which  thethoug 
May  pierce,  but  light  can  never  go. 


(( 


Nay,"  cries 

The  preacher  —  this  word  comes  from  lips  serene 
And  honey-touched  with  truths  from  the  other  land 
Beyond,  "  the  risen  dead  shall  marry  not;  "  — 
Why  pierce  the  veil  and  bring  this  message  here. 
Where  the  only  sober  certainty  of  bliss  is  love? 
What  comfort  this  to  aching  hearts,  who  search 
Forever  for  their  kindred  hearts,  that  two 
May  be  as  one  —  love  is  the  joy  of  earth. 
And  so  of  heaven  or  'tis  no  heaven —  is  love 
A  carnal  passion?     No,  it  is  two  souls 
Wedded  to  the  same  eternal  truth,  as  face 
To  face  two  worshipers,  in  prayer  devout 
Illumined  by  the  same  unchanging  sun. 
The  perfect  life  is  lived  in  two  as  one ; 
God  set  us  here  as  heart  to  heart,  and  heaven. 
As  we  conceive,  can  be  no  heaven  where  ties 
Are  not  —  these  words  still  leave  the  veil  unrent. 
The  pagan  Greek,  eluding  shaded  vales 
For  sunlight  on  the  morning  hills,  looked  up. 
Saw  Jupiter  to  Juno,  Rhea  to  Saturn 
Wed  ;  reporting  this,  in  myth  and  song 
And  at  his  altar  fires,  thus  homage  gave 
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To  dual  life  in  one,  the  origin 
Jn  love,  and  therefore  infinite,  of  all 
Of  men  or  angels  in  our  earth  or  heaven ;  — 
AVhile  mortals  here,  our  heaven  must  be  tinged 
With  mortal  coloring,  without  the  taint 
Of  sin  or  weakness,  spiritualized,  the  clear 
And  perfect  sunlight  of  our  shadow  here, 
Earth  limned  in  heaven,  as  mountains  on  the  sea. 
I'm  in  the  Pantheon,  and  hear  strange  tongues 
In  soft  composed  murmurings ;   around 
Me  stand  and  kneel  in  humble  reverence, 
The  blue  eyed  Greek  before  his  Jupiter 
And  his  Apollo ;  dusky  Egyptian  Priest 
Before  Osiris ;  Brahmin  from  the  East, 
Before  misshapen  sitting  images 
Of  Brahma,  Vishnu,  Siva  —  Cybelene 
From  Phrygia  —  Mylitta  from  Babylon; 
The  Persian  worshipers  of  the  rising  sun  ;  — 
And  are  these  gods,  indeed,  these  images 
In  gold,  and  bronze,  and  ivory,  and  stone?  — 
The  Jews  declared  they  were  not  gods,  and  would 
Have  played  the  iconoclast  with  all ;  and  yet 
These  worshipers  sincere,  devout,  revere 
In  them,  some  power  mysterious  and  great  — 
Above  the  Pharaohs,  Csesars,  and  Cambyses 
All  crowned  and  sceptered  on  their  thrones;  — why  this? 
The  gold  and  silver  are  not  warm  with  life, 
Jove's  thunderbolts  untipped  with  fire,  are  still 
And  harmless  in  his  hands ;  Apollo's  lute 
Emits  no  music  to  the  worshiper's  ear; 
No  howling  Corybantes  shake  the  air 
Of  reverence  around  —  philosophy 
Must  say,  these  images  but  body  forth 
Men's  thoughts,  supreme  ideals ;  and  their  fond  hearts 
•Do  love  these  creatures  of  their  minds,  so  dote 
And  dwell  upon  them,  they  do  form  a  world 
Peopled  with  supernatural  beings,  who  live 
But  in  the  brain  of  him  who  sees  this  world ;  — 
They  are,  and  then  they're  not ;  —  they  cannot  shrive 
A  sinner,  split  an  oak,  nor  sail  a  ship. 
Nor  brush  a  fly  from  an  infant's  delicate  cheek ;  — 
As  unsubstantial  as  a  dream,  but  dreams 
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They  are  —  yet  to  these  worshipers,  they  live, 
Realities,  apparelled  with  a  power 
And  beauty,  but  the  pale  reflex  of  that 
Idealized  within  —  what  wonder  then, 
If  devotees  declare  them  to  be  gods 
Indeed,  the  Supernatural  kings  that  rule 
The  world  ? 

Within  the  acorn  lives  the  oak, 
Infolded  with  its  beauty  and  majesty ; 
Within  the  bud  the  immaculate  lily  lies 
With  its  fragrance  husbanded  for  summer  airs ; 
So  in  the  natural  man  the  spiritual  lives, 
With  wonderful  discerning  eyes,  that  see 
The  images  within  sent  forth  to  walk 
The  earth,  but  duplicates  of  inner  thoughts, 
Miraculously  endowed  as  very  gods. 
To  us  so  leal,  and  so  substantial,  true. 
We  claim  they  are  the  supernatural, 
Sceptered  and  crowned  to  rule  our  lives,  and  fix 
Our  final  destinies. 

'Tis  tyranny 
In  heaven  one  cries,  this  will  of  one  to  shape 
All  destinies,  and  all  obey  as  slaves? 
As  well  not  be,  as  be  and  have  no  will ;  — 
If  we  have  will,  remembering  aught  of  earth. 
Its  loves,  its  reverences,  its  worshippings, 
In  heaven  should  be  revolt,  and  headlong  charge 
To  break  the  border  line,  and  bring  to  us 
Solutions  of  heaven's  mysteries,  to  make 
Of  hope  sw^eet  certainty. 

It  must  be  true. 
The  eternal  will  and  all  soul's  wills,  are  one ; 
In  peace,  as  summer  noon  on  pulseless  seas; 
He  will  not  speak,  or  they  obey  ;  his  thought 
Their  thought,  his  will,  their  will ;  the  first  faint  trace 
Of  new  desire,  that  stirs  the  fountains  deep 
In  Him,  as  quickly  trace  their  shadows  through 
Their  souls,  we  myriads  and  He  are  one. 
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-And  fill  the  space  of  heaven,  as  light  the  dome 
day. 


That  this  is  true,  religion,  faith 
^And  love,  and  keen  philosophy  proclaim ; 
"rhus  are  we  drowned  in  Him,  as  bubbles  sink, 
Dissolved  as  sunlit  beauties  in  the  sea ;  — 
Identity,  and  will,  and  souh  all  lost 
In  that  pure  essence  giving  birth  to  all ; 
Condition's  there,  are  not  conditions  here. 
Mv  heaven  to  me  Mohammed  would  not  love : 
The  Roman  sees  one  god  in  heaven,  the  Jew 
Another,  Scandanavian  has  his  Thor, 
The  Iroquois  sees  within  his  heaven  great 
Spirits  and  happy  hunting  grounds  —  hence  comes 
Suspicion  heaven  is  but  the  fancy's  child, 
A  thousand  fancies  shaping  a  thousand  heavens. 
So  heaven  is  but  the  heart's  desire,  and  has 
No  local  habitation  in  the  spheres. 

The  fact,  and  not  the  fancy  satisfies 
The  soul ;  the  fact  eternal  is,  but  lives 
The  fancy  only  for  the  day,  till  comes 
A  sweeter  and  a  dearer  one  to  take 
New  empire  in  the  heart ;  —  our  fancies  are 
But  bubbles  in  the  brain,  to-day  is  blown 
Olympus  peopled  with  its  Grecian  Gods ; 
To-morrow  Plato  scouts  it,  then  it  lives 
But  in  the  poet's  dreams  —  Hades,  to-day 
Yawns  liquid  fires,  engulfs  the  sinner's  soul. 
To-morrow,  vanishes  in  sightless  air; 
Let  men  report  of  these  as  pleases  them, 
They're  vanished  shadows  of  the  border  land 
Of  truth,  reflections  of  the  inner  thought. 
So  pass  away,  and  leave  mankind  no  wealth 
But  imagery  of  things  unseen,  unknown. 
That  cannot  be,  delusions  all. 

And  yet 
These  symbols  aid  the  aching  heart,  the  soul's 
Profound  and  lofty  aspirations,  help 
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Poor  mortals  clambering  to  the  feet  of  God. 

A  Venus  in  a  Homer's  dream,  once  cut 

In  pure  Pentelican,  will  sanctify 

The  temple  by  its  presence  graced,  diftuse 

A  delicate  sense  to  other  eves,  and  be 

A  vision  following  them  —  Madonna's  fixed 

Upon  the. dim-lit  w^alls  of  chapel  arch, 

By  a  Raphael's  skilful  touch,  is  multiplied 

By  every  eye  beholding  it,  becomes 

Love's  symbol  in  a  myriad  homes ;  —  but  he 

Who  in  the  symbol  sees  a  daughter  of  Eve 

All  fleshed  and  tinted  as  the  living  form. 

Would  waste  his  love  upon  the  desert  air. 

Heaven  lies  within  —  far  back  within  the  still 
And  sunlit  glades  of  thought  and  love,  far  up 
W^ithin  the  amber  dropping  fountains,  where 
The  morning  sunbeam  mixes  with  the  pure 
Untainted  morning  airs  —  the  gods  have  birth, 
And  angels  too,  all  children  of  the  soul. 
And  in  the  infinite  play  of  light  and  shade, 
Prolific  as  the  teeming  summer  air. 
They  people  earth,  and  time,  and  all  celestial  spheres 
W^ith  loving  images,  all  formed  and  touched 
With  her  own  lineaments,  so  like  herself 
In  bright  intelligence,  and  deep  desire. 
And  force  of  will,  philosophy  exclaims, 
''  These  are  but  children  of  the  human  soul ; 
God  breathed  his  essence  in  the  soul,  and  these 
Express  creative  energy,  instinct 
Within,  responsive  to  the  power  he  gave." 
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PSYCHE  AND  THE  WINDS. 


DEEP  blue  above,  swift  winds  around  in  billows 
Of  undulating  silver  flash  and  flow 
Beyond  this  barren  peak,  o'er  the  vale  below, 
And  roll  their  floods  upon  the  bending  willows ;  — 
But  one  short  step,  I'm  in  the  abyss  of  air ; 
Braced  only  can  I  stand,  yet  see,  and  know 
A  delicate  butterflv  as  white  as  snow, 
Liorhts  on  a  bending  mullein  stalk,  and  dare 
Unloose  herself  again,  and  spread  her  wings 
Against  the  winds ;  with  ease  now  here,  now  there, 
She  flits  at  her  own  will,  and  gaily  flings 
The  wind's  rough  will  aside,  returns  and  clings 
Again  to  her  bending  perch  —  this  slender  child 
Of  daintiest  dust  can  match  the  billows  wild. 


So  on  this  wind-swept  hill  of  life  I  stand ; 
My  soul,  a  fearful  hesitating  thing. 
Unfolds  a  shadowy  and  fitful  wing, 
A  Psyche  slipt  from  out  the  eternal  hand ;  — 
Cross  currents  seize  it,  force  with  fierce  command 
Now  here,  now  there,  as  enA'y,  slander,  hate, 
Deceit,  and  fraud  —  but  by  some  mystic  wand 
Of  power,  my  timorous  Psyche  foils  the  fate 
Tliey  would  impose,  outrides  the  hurrying  blast  — 
Iler  realm,  the  boundless  blue  and  sun  above, 
ller  rest  in  the  creating  hand  made  fast, 
She  finds  in  these  a  tranquil  light  and  love :  — 
Cross  winds  may  will,  her  will  not  theirs,  must  guide 
Iler  delicate  sails  through  the  tranquil  eventide 
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DECEMBER  4TH,  '90. 


MY  natal  day  —  it  is  December, 
To  me  a-cold,  for  few  remember 

My  natal  day ;  — 
I  see  the  sun,  it  is  declining. 
And  shadows  rise  !  —  but  no  repining, 

I  will  be  gay. 

To  me  a-cold  —  the  wheel  is  turning 
The  downward  slope,  and  yet,  discerning 

I  look  and  see 
I  am  as  near  the  axle  spinning 
In  central  rest,  as  in  beginning 

Of  life  for  me. 


Turn  turn  the  wheel  —  and  yet  life's  beauties 
Entrance  me  still,  and  still  her  duties 

Are  just  as  sweet, 
As  when  the  gay  and  dancing  hours 
Lit  up  my  skies,  and  spread  their  flowers 

Around  my  feet. 

Far  back  I  see  the  morning  shining, 
And  forward  see  the  day  declining,  — 

While  one  is  bright, 
The  other  whispers  "  I  am  olden. 
And  all  my  shadows  soft  and  golden, 

Will  fade  in  night." 
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Turn  turn  the  wheel  —  but  no  forgetting 
Stars  with  me  rising,  have  their  setting 

Companions  still, 
With  silken  leashes  never  broken, 
The  axle  binds  all  to  its  token, 

The  Eternal  Will- 
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THE  REAL  TRAITOR, 


OUR  Temple,  fashioned  by  the  hand  of  man, 
Almost  divine,  and  built  for  holy  work, 
To  be  a  home,  for  millions  free,  now  leans 
As  undermined  by  treacherous  hands. 

'Twas  built 
By  patriot  men  who  loved  their  country  more 
Than  they  loved  fame,  or  gold,  or  power ;  whose  souls 
Were  set  on  fire  by  truth,  and  liberty, 
And  law  —  a  Washington  defended  it. 
And  Hamilton,  with  fertile-chambered  brain 
Set  many  a  pillar  on  its  base  of  strength ; 
And  Jeficrson,  wide  over  all  shed  light 
So  pure  and  clear,  the  wide-eyed  nations  saw 
And  lit  their  torches  by  its  beams;  and  Chiy, 
And  Webster  in  the  senate  hall,  and  Kent 
And  Marshall  with  judicial  minds,  with  strength 
Of  giants,  bound  in  chains  of  unity 
This  temple  which  our  fathers  built,  to  keep 
A  citadel  of  freedom  for  the  world. 

And  yet,  in  these  degenerate  days,  a  churl 
In  spirit,  on  the  senate  floor,  with  tongue 
As  limber  as  a  willow  wand  ;  with  false 
Philosophy,  to  gloss  and  hide  his  hate ; 
With  vision  narrowed  to  his  native  hills. 
And  patriotism  bound  by  party  lines. 
May  roar  of  liberty  as  one  possessed. 
Yet  in  mad  zeal,  may  pierce  the  nation*s  side 
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i  -  Jccpcr  than  rilU'd  sliot  or  .scream in j^  shell ; 
^^lay  prick  a  poison  in  the  nation's  blood 
^ar  deadlier  than  Lee  with  traitor's  sword ; 
Jay  pierce  the  nation's  heart  with  venomed  speech, 
^'hile  southern  spears  would  splinter  on  her  ribs. 

Our  East  and  West,  our  North  and  South,  must  be 
— As  one  in  spirit  or  we  break  —  and  he 
A\'ho  big  with  learning's  pride  stands  high  to  lead, 
Sees  only  black  barbarians  in  his  foes, 
And  tempers  not  his  speech  with  courtesy. 
But  champions  confusion  and  her  brood, 
Armed  with  the  pick  and  spade,  to  undermine 
The  arches  of  our  nation's  edifice. 

He  hates  the  Union,  who  in  liberty's  name 
Hates  half  her  people  —  rise  we  must  and  crush 
The  foe  sword-armed,  and  foe  speech-armed,  and  teach 
All  men,  that  unity  is  power,  and  power 
Is  love  of  each  for  all,  and  gentle  speech 
To\vards  all ;  that  he  the  traitor  is  to  peace. 
Who  stings  his  brother  to  revenge  by  false 
Reproach  — our  speech  and  work  must  be  in  love, 
In  this  alone  lies  union,  freedom,  peace. 

1866. 
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NOVEMBER,  »90- 


THERE  is  a  sound  of  thunder  in  the  air, 
A  murmur  in  the  deep, 
Is  it  a  lion  rousing  from  his  lair. 
Or  nation  from  her  sleep  ? 

Low  cunning  and  brute  force  in  the  nation's  hall 

Of  state,  now  plot  for  gains 
Of  gold  and  power,  to  elevate  the  small, 

Give  them  the  chariot  reins. 

Forgetting  liberty,  and  truth,  and  law, 

Each  with  a  selfish  eye 
Sees  but  himself  and  his,  and  has  no  awe 

Of  Him  who  rules  on  high. 

The  East  against  the  West  sets  iron  heel, 

The  North  against  the  South, 
To  hold  her  power,  shows  her  teeth  of  steel. 

With  slanders  in  her  moutli. 

And  corporate  wealth  within  the  lobby's  shade 

Surrounds  the  capital. 
And  with  smooth  tongue  can  easily  pursuade 

The  wrong  is  right  for  all. 

Confusion  reigns,  no  party  and  no  man 

Declares  eternal  right 
For  every  section,  shall  prevail,  sole  plan 

Of  unity  and  might. 
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Shall  Maine,  self-willed,  command  the  sUite ;  — 

And  Georgia,  struggling  fall 
Neath  Afric  heel  —  this  policy  of  hate 

For  one,  is  hate  for  all. 

Shall  the  myriad-spindled  East,  declare  the  West, 

Must  in  the  plow  alone 
Seek  wealth  and  power,  while  feathering  her  nest 

From  the  farmers'  blood  and  bone  ? 

When  Massachusetts  speaks  her  gracious  will. 

Shall  Carolina  nod. 
As  at  the  angry  frowns,  decrees,  and  still 

Small  voice  of  sovereign  God? 

No  longer  will  her  sentimental  cant, 

Her  trade  in  great  reforms. 
Monopoly  of  truth,  rhetoric  rant, 

Control  a  nation's  storms. 

Though  slow  to  learn,  she  can  but  see  'tis  plain 

The  sun  may  rise  and  set 
With  genial  beams,  outside  her  small  domain. 

Then  should  herself  forget ;  — 

Then  learn  that  souls,  not  bom  of  her  thin  soil 

May  be  as  true  and  great. 
As  any  son  of  hers,  in  that  long  toil. 

The  building  of  a  state. 

There  is  a  larger  world  than  she  conceives, 

As  true  to  truth  and  right 
As  her  own  sons,  in  which  strong  faith  believes  • 

That  charity  is  might. 

Let  her  now  sgflen  speech  at  others'  wrongs. 

And  use  her  better  tools 
Now  left,  the  spelling  book,  the  poets  songs, 

And  philosophic  schools. 
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Let  her  give  heed,  and  from  the  Senate  call 
That  rancorous  tongue  and  speech, 

Which  Eastern  culture  has  not  rid  of  gall. 
Experience  cannot  teach. 

With  Pharisaic  cant  he  shouts  of  truth, 

Of  eternal  verities, 
As  though  his  sole  monopoly  from  youth. 

And  all  the  virtues  his. 

Not  such  as  he  can  frame  a  nation's  law  — 

Let  him  return  again 
To  the  scholar's  classic  shades,  and  bow  in  awe 

To  his  ''  Idols  of  the  Den." 

Both  man  and  party  fail,  who  count  to  gain 

A  nation's  gratitude, 
Without  some  guiding  star  of  truth,  and  plain 

Commanding  will,  for  good. 

The  people  standing  back  looked  on  and  saw 

With  shame,  their  chosen  men. 
Each  section's  aim,  would  crystallize  in  law. 

And  hold  with  tongue  and  pen. 

Now  will  men  heed,  and  turn  their  faces  right. 

Forgetting  self,  to  see  and  build 
The  truth  for  all,  triumphant  in  its  might. 

For  all  men  kindly  willed  ? 

The  people  rule,  and  in  their  heart  there  lies 

A  conscience  strong  and  deep  ; 
A  vigilance  alert,  and  keen  and  wise. 

And  never  found  asleep. 

And  when  the  people  speak,  they  will  be  heard, 

So  from  the  very  sod 
A  voice  of  thunder  rolls,  their  mighty  word, 

The  sovereign  voice  of  God. 
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SLANDER. 

SLANDER,  foul-tongued,  vampire- winged,  with  breath 
Of  venom  breathed  upon  the  air —  there  flew 
Behind  her  steps  a  motley  swarming  crew 
Of  phantoms  breeding  only  lies  and  death. 
The  victim  touched,  could  only  cry  '*  endure, 
My  own  true  self  I  know,  another's  wrath 
Cannot  change  me,  make  me  less  true  and  pure, 
Nor  rob  me  of  one  virtue  my  soul  hath ;  — 
Faces  may  turn  a-cold,  and  lies  may  lure 
Weak  minds  to  punish  with  a  shallow  frown ; 
For  these  time  hath  no  wisdom,  life  no  cure  — 
The  reed  shall  bend  and  break  not,  when  the  crown 
Of  oak  is  crushed  —  sure  Slander  and  her  lies. 
Within  her  own  black  mildew,  lives  and  dies." 


ELECTA. 

THESE  faded  leaves  within  my  hand,  are  gold 
Within  my  purse,  and  in  my  heart,  are  love, 
And  in  my  eyes  a  new-born  joy  untold  ; — 
Near  forty  years  unread,  now  read,  they  prove 
The  soul  that  moved  vouth's  ardor,  still  can  move 
As  with  old  fires,  the  heart  now  grown  too  cold ; 
And  in  these  dim-grown  lines,  I  see  a  power 
And  loftiness  of  mind,  and  subtlety. 
And  wise  philosophy,  for  any  hour 
Of  need  —  ah,  cruel  fate,  how  can  it  be 
The  hand  that  penned  these  lines,  hast  plucked  no  flower 
Upon  life's  hills?  —  'tis  well,  —  unfettered,  free 
From  custom's  laws,  her  busv  hands  are  filled 
With  daisies  white  alonjj  God's  bv-wavs  tilled. 
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CREEDS. 

THE  rivers'  muddy  beds  send  to  the  sea 
The  shining  rivers  —  on  the  rivers  ride 
The  stately  ships  before  the  gentle  winds  and  free ; 
And  there  is  beauty  in  the  changing  tide, 
Reflecting  back  the  sun  in  all  its  pride, 
With  bosom  gemmed  with  all  the  stars  of  night ; 
With  every  delicate  hue  of  heaven  dyed 
That  fills  the  eye  of  man  with  pure  delight — 
So  through  the  ages  flows  the  Christian's  light, 
W^ithin  the  muddy  beds  of  narrow  creeds, 
Filled  with  earth's  sediments  and  foul  remains ; 
For  God  decrees  his  truths,  for  mortal  needs, 
Must  flow  through  mortal  channels —  earth  and  pains 
Below,  above,  immortal  light  and  gains. 


THE  SCALES  OF  ANUBIS. 

OSIRIS  holds  high  court  in  Menti ;  —  hearts 
Anubis  weighs  in  delicate  scales  —  this  one 
Is  sent  to  Elysian  fields ;  — but  this  departs 
To  transmigration  pains  for  evils  done. 
Creeping  some  ages  more  beneath  the  sun 
Through  beasts  and  birds  —  the  liar's  uncertain  soul 
Into  Chameleon  ;  —  the  miser's  runs 
Beneath  the  sod  to  animate  a  mole ;  — 
The  politician's  slips  into  a,  fox 
To  double  on  itself;  — the  zealot's  stands 
A  stork  upon  one  leg ;  —  the  orthodox. 
Sans  charity,  the  vulture's  wing  expands ;  — 
And  the  recluse  forever  in  his  lair. 
His  penance  pays — within  the  skin  of  a  bear. 


DRSAMS   AND    GOLD.  321 


DREAMS  AND  GOLD. 

ON  that  far  bank  a  dreamer  stands  —  on  this 
A  man  of  gold  —  between,  a  gulf  as  wide 
And  black  as  night ;  — each  finds  his  peace  and  bliss 
In  that  in  which  the  other  has  no  pride  ;  — 
Gold  perishes  with  its  day,  the  dreams  abide 
The  wealth  of  poets,  philosophers  and  kings 
Of  thought,  the  nation's  light,  the  flaming  guide 
To  eternal  truths,  to  life's  eternal  things;  — 
Let  gold  revile,  her  shallow  tongue,  blind  eyes. 
And  body  of  clay  without  a  soul  or  wings. 
Is  only  a  burrowing  worm  ;  —  but  in  the  skies 
Dreams  are  fixed  stars,  real  gods  in  light's  disguise. 
They  rule  the  world  —  when  gold  and  thrones  go  down, 
There  shine  the  dreams,  crowned  with  eternal  crown. 


JOHN. 


COME  John  sit  down  within  this  sunny  beam. 
Renounce  the  city's  roar,  and  let  it  roar; — 

Here  pluck  we  flowers  breathing  incense,  more 
Delightful,  odorous,  than  the  poet's  dream ; 
Of  poesy,  philosophy,  or  cream 

Of  jests,  of  joys  in  learning's  golden  store  ;  — 
We'll  wrestle  for  the  truth,  and  flash  her  gleam 

On  the  gloomy  edge  of  toil  —  why  fill  our  days 
With  muck-rake  work  ?  —  sure  jollity  and  mirth 

Are  but  the  song  birds  by  our  toilsome  ways. 
And  laughter  rich  with  wisdom  has  her  birth, 

Twin-born,  they  travel  hand  in  hand,  and  blaze 
Crowned  goddesses  of  glorious  days  —  now  give 
Thy  truths  and  jollities,  that  we  may  live. 
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SOUL-QUEST. 


THE  room  was  dark,  but  one  small  ray 
Crept  in  the  window  from  the  day, 
And  lit  a  gray-beard  in  his  quest 
To  see  if  man  with  soul  was  blest — 
A  strange  keen  fire  was  in  his  eye, 
Declaring  he  must  do  or  die ; 
And  on  his  brow  the  furrows  deep, 
Showed  nightly  vigils  murdering  sleep ; 
And  nervously  he  heaped  the  coal, 
In  furnace  fire  to  find  a  soul,  — 
In  his  alembic  to  distil 
This  subtle  essence  at  his  will. 

He  plucked  the  diamond  from  his  ring. 
And  in  the  alembic,  glittering 
In  rainbow  rays,  he  laid  it  down 
As  precious  jewel  from  a  crown ; 
Then  fanned  the  flame,  and  watched  the  stone 
Dissolve  away  'till  it  was  gone ; 
And  gone  the  ruby  lights  and  green. 
And  gone  the  purple  and  the  sheen. 
Escaping  him,  he  knew  not  where. 
Fading  into  the  sightless  air. 

A  butterfly  on  the  window  pane 
Lit  in  the  sun  and  fled  again, 
And  fluttering,  returned  to  fill 
His  soul  with  sunbeams  resting  still ; 
His  keen  quick  eye  saw  at  a  glance 
Here  was  a  favoring  Providence, 
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Then  caught  this  beauty  of  the  air, 
And  dropped  it  in  the  alembic  there ; 
It  shrivelled  and  shrank  from  out  his  sight, 
As  a  star  quenched  in  a  cloud  at  night ; 
The  delicate  dust  upon  the  wing, 
The  velvet  colors  of  green  and  gold, 
Escaped  his  eye  in  vanishing, 
And  left  behind  but  ashes  cold  ;  — 
He  searched  them  with  his  utmost  care. 
And  found  no  living  Psyche  there ; 
Found  only  ashes,  nothing  more, 
To  light  his  realm  of  mystic  lore. 

He  grasped  a  rose,  impatient  still, 
That  blossomed  on  the  window  sill ; 
His  cold  eve  softened,  as  there  came 
Sweet  odors  from  the  crimson  flame; 
An  unseen  presence  in  the  room 
Revealing  summer  garden  bloom  ;  — 
He  took  the  petals  one  by  one 
That  shed  their  odors  in  the  sun, 
And  in  his  crucible  of  fire 
Saw  leaf  and  color  both  expire ; 
Then  searched  the  ashes  with  an  eye 
That  would  the  soul  of  life  espy. 
To  find  the  cell  where  sunbeams  laid 
Their  touch  of  gold,  and  incense  made ; 
But  only  ashes  gray  and  cold 
His  searching  eye  could  there  behold. 

A  sea  shell  on  the  mantel  laid. 
He  held  it  to  his  listening  ear. 
The  sounding  shore  its  music  made. 
The  ocean  melodies  were  near ;  — 
He  dashed  it  in  his  pot  of  fire. 
As  frenzied  with  a  holy  ire. 
To  find  the  soul  of  everything 
Escaped  him  on  a  sightless  wing ; 
The  shell  dissolved  and  passed  away, 
Leaving  no  trace  but  ashes  gray  ;  — 
He  stirred  the  ashes,  heard  no  roar 
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Of  waters  on  a  distant  shore ; 
Nor  hollow  breathing  of  the  tide 
That  never  can  in  rest  abide  — 
Gone  all  the  pearl  with  tint  of  rose, 
And  gone  the  vision  of  the  deep, 
That  flowed  around  the  shell,  as  flows 
Fond  love  around  a  child  asleep. 

He  angry  then  declared  the  blaze 
Of  diamonds  but  delusive  rays ; 
The  Psyche  in  the  butterfly 
Was  not  a  life,  for  it  could  die ; 
That  in  the  rose  no  essence  dwelt. 
For  it  dissolved  unseen,  unfelt; 
That  in  the  shell  there  could  not  be 
The  music  of  the  sounding  sea. 
For  body  and  soul,  within  his  pot 
Dissolved  in  fire  and  were  forgot. 

He  could  not  pause,  it  was  his  goal 
To  find  and  know  a  human  soul ; 
To  know  if  it  alone  could  be 
A  phantom,  or  a  fantasy, 
A  sweet  delusion  of  the  mind. 
Its  shadow  only,  dumb  and  blind ; 
Speaking,  but  not  to  human  ear, 
In  accents  certain  sweet  and  clear ; 
Seeing,  but  not  to  human  eye 
Revealing  of  its  mystery  ; 
Being,  but  never  telling  man 
Its  place,  or  destiny,  or  plan  ; 
A  Presence  with  us  every  breath. 
The  myster}'  of  life  and  death. 

A  gentle  rap  and  in  the  door 
An  aged  friend  stepped  on  the  floor; 
Intelligence  and  kindliness, 
Shone  in  his  face  his  friend  to  bless ; 
His  soul  within  was  shining  through 
His  bars  of  clay  as  souls  will  do. 
A  fine  divinity,  to  light 
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This  work-day  world  against  the  night ; 

To  find  fraternal  kith  and  kin 

In  every  mortal  man  of  sin, 

Where  heart  to  heart,  and  mind  to  mind 

True  strength  in  unity  can  find. 

The  hermit  at  a  glance  espied 
The  last  solution  to  be  tried. 
To  see  if  in  the  alembic  fire 
The  soul  and  body  both  expire. 
The  mad  man  seized  —  all  love  forgot, 
And  dashed  his  friend  within  the  pot, 
And  sealed  the  mouth  with  wetted  clay 
So  spirit  could  not  pass  that  way. 
The  body  burned,  he  searched  with  care, 
And  found  no  soul  —  only  ashes  there. 

He  threw  himself  upon  the  floor. 
In  anguish  cried  Til  search  no  more. 
For  with  the  body  dies  the  soul 
That  is  the  essence  of  the  whole,  — 
There  is  no  God,  no  heaven  to  be, 
The  soul  is  but  a  phantasy. 
And  Eden  but  a  poet's  dream  ; 
And  love  is  but  a  glancing  beam 
Of  sunlight  in  the  bubbles  gleam  ; 
And  truth  itself  will  fade  and  rust 
With  God  and  soul,  to  final  dust; 
And  silence  black  as  night  will  reign. 
With  none  to  know  of  joy  or  pain. 
And  all  things  living  in  the  light. 
Will  perish  in  eternal  night. 

A  tremor  seized  him  —  then  he  passed 
The  mortal  boundary  line  at  last. 
Into  the  land  of  the  to  be. 
Which  solves  all  mortal  mystery. 

So  dies  the  man  who  will  not  know 
The  line  and  compass  cannot  g^age 
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All  truths  of  God,  above,  below, 
Writ  everywhere  upon  his  page ; 
That  all  his  strength  no  power  hath 
To  measure  in  the  world  of  faith ; 
That  in  this  bosom  a  fire  bums, 
That  goes  not  out  in  mortal  urns ; 
A  fire  that  is  a  living  light, 
Unquenchable  in  eternal  night. 


^ 


THB   CHURL. 
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THE  CHURL. 

POOR  churl,  canst  then  imprison  me  with  cold 
Disdain?  —  as  well  padlock  the  eagle's  wing 
In  his  mid-heaven,  chain  the  lion  bold 
In  India's  jungle,  or  the  birds  that  sing 
In  summer  airs,  or  with  thy  bodkin  sting 
A  h<^art  of  steel  —  my  realm,  in  which  I  reign. 
Confesses  me  its  only  sovereign  king; 
And  at  my  bidding  rise  a  royal  train. 
The  cultured  Greek,  the  poets  swxet  refrain, 
The  armored  Roman,  orators  with  tongue 
Of  tlame,  and  purple-robed  art  with  gain 
Of  ages  in  her  arms  —  I  live  among 
A  company  that  give  to  me  their  meed 
Of  love,  of  thy  poor  love  I  have  no  need. 


YOUTH  AND  AGE. 

WITH  years  is  wisdom  —  youth  may  scout  gray  hairs, 
But  time,  within  the  silver  twines  the  gold. 
Rich  histered  truth  and  beauty  of  the  old, 
The  wild  bright  eye  of  youth,  is  blind  to  snares 
That  twist  their  tangles  for  our  sorrow  cares ; 
And  as  she  is  blind,  so  is  she  rashly  bold. 
And  flings  at  age  as  timid  and  too  cold  — 
But  her  dim  orbs  have  inward  vision  clear. 
To  see  youth's  boundary  lines,  eternal  laws. 
So  delicate,  none  see  them  but  the. seer. 
So  strong,  none  grapple  but  are  foiled  in  fear ; 
So  when  she  chides,  ambitious  youth  must  pause. 
And  sit  on  the  foot  of  age,  and  learn  the  wise 
Will  question  her,  and  list  her  calm  replies. 
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NECESSITY. 


^npIS  no  conjecture  that  each  molecule 
1       Selected  from  the  earth  or  air,  by  grain 
Of  wheat,  or  forces  in  the  acorn  shell, 
And  sent  through  throbbing  streams  to  make  new  grain. 
Or  build  new  oak,  does  an  appointed  work. 
Obeys  a  law  not  of  and  in  itself, 
A  law  imposed,  and  which  it  must  obey. 

The  pebble  on  the  shelving  beach,  rent  from 
Some  sea-girt  rock,  and  rolled  on  ocean's  floor. 
As  a  marble  in  the  sport  of  wanton  boys ; 
Flung  there  by  some  fierce  storm,  lies  there  still 
At  just  the  point  where  wind  and  wave,  and  all 
Of  nature's  forces  spent  their  power —  one  ounce 
The  more  of  wind  and  wave,  one  ounce  the  less, 
It  might  have  been  unseen. 

No  less  the  soul, 
So  delicate,  so  evanescent  like 
A  wraith  of  mist,  and  yet  so  like  a  king 
In  sense  of  power  and  living  energy. 
As  the  pebble  in  the  ocean's  cradle  rocked ; 
And  just  as  blind,  though  it  has  a  thousand  eyes, 
Sways  to  and  fro,  the  child,  and  care,  and  play 
Of  deep  pulsations  in  the  heart  of  nature. 
The  throbs  profound  of  deep  and  shoreless  seas. 

The  mighty  forces  work  unseen,  but  felt 
And  then  obeyed  —  though  veiled  behind  the  ken 
Of  sense,  the  soul  instinctivelv  in  fear 
And  love  obeys,  and  knows  it's  master  lives. 


But  doubt  exclaims  •*  the  infinite  in  power 
For  good,  who  holds  within  his  hand  my  soul 
As  light  within  the  drop  of  dew,  if  he  be  just, 
And  love  the  child  born  of  his  will, 
And  if  it*s  every  motion  be  his  will, 
His  will  it's  destiny,  its  consciousness 

Of  self  and  him,  his  breath  in  it,  whence  sin 

And  misery  and  black  despair?     And  whence 

This  final  cry  of  agony  as  life 

Departs,  a  cry  so  unrelieved  by  hope 
Of  final  joy  assured ?  " 

"  If  you  are  right 
l^ree  will  is  not,  all  is  necessity  "  ;  — 
<3od*s  will  is  that  necessity,  and  faith 
That  all  is  well  the  same  necessity, 
I*'or  God  is  infinite  good,  can  do  no  wrong. 

This  problem  of  humanity,  this  wail 
Of  misery  eternal  through  the  earth, 
The  horrors  of  battle  fields,  and  those  still  pains 
That  bum  into  the  myriad  human  hearts 
-As  slow  consuming  fires,  with  thwarted  hopes 
^nd  loves  in  broken  homes,  mav  sink  all  faith 
In  deep  despair. 

And  yet  we  still  must  say. 
These  are  but  transient  cries,  the  passing  clouds 
From  which  the  star  of  faith  will  rise  again 
With  brighter  beams  for  the  eclipse,  —  and  this 
Must  be,  for  the  final  words  of  love  and  hope 
In  all  philosophy,  in  every  age 
And  clime,  are  these,  ''  He  doeth  all  things  well." 
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''  BORN  AGAIN. 


»» 


BE  born  again  ?     We  may  be  bom  again 
As  Cromwell,  seeing  divinity  in  man 
And  not  in  kings ;  as  Luther  in  whose  plan 
Of  Church  he'd  have  no  Pope,  imposing  pain 
Of  Peter's  pence,  oppressing  souls  for  gain  ;  — 
As  Henry,  crying  ''  Liberty  or  Death  !  " 
As  Warren,  dying  to  break  a  tyrant's  chain. 
New  life  is  of  the  inward  eye  and  breath, 
A  flash  of  inward  spiritual  light,  that  fills 
The  heart,  as  morn  the  golden  skies  and  hills ;  — 
'Tis  but  the  sleeping  Hon  roused  to  shake 
His  mane,  show  terror  in  the  force  that  wills ;  — 
God  gives  the  power,  imperial  will  must  make 
This  power  within,  to  grander  deeds  awake. 


So  France  was  born  again  in  painful  throes 
Of  revolution,  willed  to  achieve  her  good 
In  freedom,  though  wading  through  a  sea  of  blood, 
With  vengeance  for  her  crowned  and  heartless  foes; 
A  flame  from  heaven?     No.     A  wind  that  blows 
Down  from  the  eternal  hills  to  give  new  life? 
Not  this ;  —  'tis  fire  twin-lit  with  soul,  that  glows 
Red  heat  when  souls  are  bound  and  will  a  strife 
For  freedom,  bursting  bounds  and  singeing  earth 
Of  custom's  sapless  trunks  for  its  new  birth. 
In  every  heart  there  is  this  spark  divine ; 
Who  will,  may  kindle  flames  upon  his  hearth  ;  — 
God  gives  the  spark,  it  glows  at  his  command. 
When  we  will  feed  it  with  a  willing  hand. 
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WHERE  IS  GOD? 


1   SEARCH  for  God,  look  on  the  mountain  top 
As  on  Olympus,  he's  not  there  ;  —  down  deep 
In  valleys  mid  their  subtle  shades  and  find 
Irlim  not ;  peer  out  into  the  ocean  mists 
To  see  him  riding  as  u  white  winged  ship, 
.And  see  but  ships  and  boundless  mystery  ;  — 
1  dig  mid  Roman  ruins  to  find  a  trace 
Of  Him,  one  column  of  his  judgment  seat. 
And  find  but  broken  stones  of  Caesar's  throne  — 
So  going  up  and  down  the  earth,  I  find 
But  land  and  sea,  the  savage  beast,  and  man 
With  earth  and  time  all  centered  in  his  breast. 
Untamed,  resistless,  restless  still,  the  one 
Created  thing  forced  into  war  with  fate — 
Forever  in  a  hopeless  search  for  God. 

Stamping  my  foot  upon  the  earth,  to  find 
My  God  walks*  not  on  hill,  nor  plain,  nor  sea  ; 
With  cunning  hand  I  do  devise  my  glass 
To  leap  earth's  bounds  and  plunge  amid  the  stars, 
To  find  his  footsteps  or  his  shining  throne 
In  heaven's  fixed  light — the  Pleiades  say  '*  nay  ;  " 
The  bands  of  Orion  unloose  themselves 
And  shake  their  purple  mysteries  out,  to  show 
They're  innocent  of  hiding  him  ;  and  from 
The  pole  I  circle  to  the  Southern  Cross,  — 
Recoiling  from  this  fathomless  deep,  compelled 
Back  to  my  little  speck  of  earth,  the  stars. 
And  space,  and  all  celestial  beams  cry  back 
To  me  a  hopeless  ''  Nay  —  God  has  no  throne 
Within  our  courts." 
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Whv  make  the  .sun,  llu*  vt;nv. 
Earth  and  her  seas,  then  hide  himself  behind 
Them  all  ?     Whv  breathe  eternal  harmonies 
Amid  the  spheres,  then  hide  the  mouth  that  sings, 
And  hands  that  string  the  harp  ?  —  Must  we  believe 
This  universe  but  image  of  himself, 
As  man  his  image? —  one  transmitting  light 
Divine  to  human  eyes,  the  other  frail 
And  evanescent  as  a  summer  cloud  ? 

I  see  his  skill,  feel  his  Omnipotence, 
But  never  find  his  image  in  my  search  — 
Eluding  me,  in  doubt,  I  cry  '*  no  form 
Can  be,  that  thing  can  not  exist,  if  I 
Can  never  fashion  it  within  my  brain  — 
What  I  can  see,  I  can  believe  —  beyond 
This  border  land  of  sense,  are  dreams 
And  nothing  more,  are  only  shadows  dim. 
The  pale  reflections,  doubling  this  fair  world 
In  ghostly  images  that  fade,  go  out 
In  nothingness  as  we  approach,  —  beyond 
The  grave  a  dead  blank  darkness  reigns." 

Or  shall  I  leave  this  outer  world,  and  go 
Inland,  where  sits  my  soul  enrobed  in  sense, 
A  solitary  king,  wh<jse  heralds  are 
My  thoughts,  whose  scepter  is  my  will,  whose  realm 
The  universe  ;  and  who  creates,  destroys, 
And  plays  with  fantasies  he  conjures  up. 
As  boys  will  conjure  bubbles  on  the  air?  — 
And  I  would  see  my  soul,  its  port  and  mien, 
As  I  would  see  a  king  in  purple  robes, 
As  I  would  see  myself  within  the  glass; 
And  yet  my  soul,  my  other  self, 'my  own  true  self^ 
Eludes  my  sight,  as  God  eludes. 

In  search 
For  God,  or  for  the  image  of  my  soul, 
All  roads  converge  in  central  mysteries ;  — 
I  can  but  stand,  as  on  a  mountain  top. 
With  face  turned  morning- ward  to  hail  the  sun. 
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And  SO  call  God,  the  Father  of  light,  of  all 
Illuminiitions  seen  on  earth  or  heaven  ; 
But  in  the  light  so  robed  the  eye  of  man 
Can  never  penetrate  behind  the  veil 
Wherein  he  sits  in  awful  majesty, 
Unformed,  unlimited,  the  soul  of  power. 

Ages  before  the  Galilean  came 
The  Grecian  Thales  waked,  and  on  his  eyes 
A  young  world  beamed,  in  wonderment  he  gazed  — 
Two  queries  rose  upon  his  soul,  the  whence 
And  why  of  all  this  beauty,  majesty, 
Enshrining  him  the  center  of  it  all ;  — 
So  iitirred  to  questionings,  to  doubts,  he  searched 
For  God,  for  faith,  but  found  them  not  —  from  htm 
Philosophy  groped  on  the  earth,  or  winged 
The  skies,  o'er  trackless  sands,  through  trackless  space. 
Uttering  her  restless  cries  for  one  sweet  drop 
To  quench  her  thirst  insatiable,  for  one 
Eternal  beam  so  fixed  it  faded  not 
When  she  would  travel  to  the  eternal  fuutit ;  — 
To-day,  she  saw  God  here,  to-morrow  there. 
But  each  fair  vision  fled  at  her  approach. 
Engulfing  her  in  night  again,  to  seek 
Again  the  upper  light,  by  instinct  keen, 
Unconquerable,  and  fly  despair. 

To  this 
Shf  came  at  last,  in  Athens  she  could  raise 
A  statue  to  the  "  Unknown  God"  — unknown 
And  nothing  more,  —  and  so  her  dreams  depart, 
Ht-r  faiths  remembered  only  as  her  dreams  — 
I kr  gods,  the  deities  of  the  Pagan  world  ; 
Her  truths  the  fancies  of  a  poet's  muse ; 
RLinembeied  as  our  follies  are,  to  warn 
Our  feet  to  other  paths —  and  yet  the  bee. 
Unreasoning  child  of  the  sun  and  flower,  has  built. 
Since  Homer  sang,  upon  Ilvmettian  slopes 
Ills  home;    he  knows  wild  thyme,  the  saffrnn.  rose, 
Each  year  will  bloom  to  give  him  sweets  —  his  faith 
Unerring  instinct  is,  hence  he  has  rest. 
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Why  search  ?  — 

To  solve  my  solitude  in  loved 
Companionship,  clasp  to  my  heart  my  heart's 
Desire  —  unfound,  I  live  sequestered  far 
From  other  souls  as  from  most  distant  star — 
A  sensitive  form,  a  point  of  light  alone 
In  boundless  night ;  a  voice  that  cries  to  break 
Its  walled-in  silence,  crying  but  in  vain ; 
A  trembling  soul  on  which  surrounding  night 
And  mysteries  converge  their  waves,  as  storms 
Of  Arctic  night  converge  upon  the  pole  — 
So  hemmed  and  walled  and  beaten  on  myself, 
I  cry  an  infinite  cry  to  find  my  God. 

Baffled,  I  pause  — 

My  child  comes  to  my  breast 
And  nestles  there,  and  I  find  rest  in  love ;  — 
He  lavs  his  hand  in  mine,  «ind  there  is  sweet 
Content  in  the  mysteries  of  his  beating  pulse  ;  — 
He  brings  to  me  a  purple  grape,  we  taste 
Of  it ;  an  apple  from  the  Autumn  tree. 
And  its  aroma  fills  the  room  —  he  bids 
Me  see  the  sunbeam  sparkle  in  the  dew, 
And  with  his  dainty  finger  tips  he  weaves 
The  spider's  web  as  though  'twere  banded  air ; 
He  sits  so  still  to  see  the  sun  high  on 
The  mountain  tops,  and  blinks  the  shining  stars, 
And  strives  to  pluck  them  down  as  jewels  to  deck 
His  girdle  with  —  I  take  him  to  the  sea. 
The  iridescent  bubbles  on  the  shore, 
Are  all  an  ecstasy  of  joy  to  him. 

And  how  is  this?  —  this  unreflective  child. 
The  innocent  creature  of  his  God,  finds  joy 
And  God  in  everything,  in  everything 
Finds  him,  the  giver  of  all  delights. 

And  I 
Reflect,  and  see  this  loving  child  of  mine 
Is  wiser  than  the  man  —  he  does  not  look 
For  throne,  for  crown,  nor  for  a  form  divine ; 


But  finds  divinity  diifused  through  all, 
Celestial  light  and  God  in  everything, 
Finds  God  is  by  his  side  in  every  path, 
Spreads  wings  above  his  head  in  every  shade, 
And  smiles  to  him  in  every  beam  of  light  — 
My  child  finds  God  — I  will  be  as  the  child. 
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HALF  LIGHTS. 


Is  ignorance  necessity ?  —  half  lights 
Alone  we  can  perceive,  we  turn  and  twist, 
We  soar  and  delve,  we  fret  and  fume  because 
This  stone  just  at  our  feet  will  not  resolve 
Its  mystery  to  us,  and  still  is  dumb 
With  all  our  questionings. 

Why  light  beneath 
Our  eyes,  if  but  to  set  the  brain  aflame, 
Yet  give  no  touch  to  quench  the  flame?  — as  well 
Go  back  to  primal  fires,  or  hide  itself 
In  the  bosom  of  the  ancient  hills,  as  stop 
Here  at  my  feet,  with  infinite  journeyings, 
An  unsolved  hieroglyph  upon  its  face, 
Defying  me  to  read. 


Were  nature  kind 
To  us  her  loving  children,  she  would  light 
No  keen  desire  to  burn  the  bosom  out 
In  which  'twere  lit,  but  feed  consuming  flames 
With  natural  food  of  truths  compact,  complete;  — 
'Tis  mockery,  with  finger  tips  to  strew 
The  skies  with  stars,  then  fire  the  soul  with  love 
Of  them,  then  send  the  thoughts  on  the  track  of  love. 
To  comprehend  that  which  is  loved,  yet  know 
You  can  not  comprehend  —  or  set  in  tune 
Their  harmonies  you  feel,  but  can  not  hear. 


HALF    LIGHTS. 


What  wonder  if  1  shake  my  feeble  list 
11  nature's  face,  and  call  her  merciless, 
reating  but  to  pain  and  to  destroy  ? 
efore  my  birth,  my  soul  was  in  content ; 
She  called  me  forth,  now  'tis  in  misery,  — 
I  see  her  love  within  her  eyes,  and  yet 
How  paltry  is  the  beam  she  squints  at  me, 
-Instead  of  opening  them,  full  orbed  and  deep? 

In  all  man  does,  perfection  is  his  aim. 
But  nature^  still  Omnipotent,  makes  me 
But  blind,  endows  me  with  half  power;  builds 
The  woods  and  fields,  and  mountain  range,  and  wide 
Expanse  of  ocean,  full  of  beckonings 
To  lure  my  soul  to  search  their  mysteries ; 
She  flies  to  search,  but  each  coy  mystery 
Outspeeds  her  speed,  and  hides  behind  a  veil 
Making  the  darkness  still  more  visible  — 
What  wonder  if  she  cease  the  quest,  and  fold 
Her  wings  in  sleep? 

Half  lights  !  —  time  was,  Philosophy,  ablaze 
With  joy,  to  solve  the  problem  of  the  race. 
Declared  the  Aryans  flowed  west,  and  filled 
The  European  world  with  truth  and  light ; 
-A.nd  with  discernment,  delicate,  profound, 
Traced  back  their  channel  lines,  in  glimmering  threads, 
Through  gloom,  deep  into  Asia's  heart ;  — 
^ow  Science  comes,  iconoclastic,  keen, 
Thor  hammered,  and  with  scorn  upon  her  lip. 
She  gives  a  whifl*,  dissolves  the  legend,  says 
The  Slav,  the  Scandanavian,  and  the  Celt, 
^ose  from  their  native  hills,  as  summer  flies 
From  out  the  warm  and  fecund  earth  —  to-day. 
Accepted  truth,  perchance  to-morrow  but 
A  dream,  snuflTed  out  to  please  some  later  truth. 

Half  lights  !  —  time  was,  Religion  with  her  tongue 
As  ivory  smooth,  as  iron  hard,  decreed 
In  Eden  God  taught  Hebrew,  Adam  learned 
The  primitive  speech  of  all  mankind  —  in  time 
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MV    CROWN.  33  c; 


MY  CROWN. 


MY  destiny,  all  crowned  and  sceptered,  sits 
Within  my  soul,  and  guides  my  steps  to  its 
Own  aims ;  —  I  follow  as  a  child,  with  eyes 
Wide  open  yet  am  blind,  and  never  see 
The  end  from  the  beginning. 

Destiny 
Forced  Alexander,  by  his  inward  fires. 
To  humble  Persia's  pride,  lay  obstinate  Tyre 
And  Babylon  at  his  feet,  and  wisely  found 
His  city  by  the  Nile ;  then  die  so  young 
He  never  saw  nor  dreamed  that  glory  his 
Now  filling  the  world  ;  —  his  destiny  joined  hands 
Within  the  skies,  unseen  by  him,  these  wove 
For  him  the  immortal  crown. 

So  Socrates 
Bore  in  his  soul  his  fate ;  —  endowed  with  light 
Divine,  he  spoke  the  truth,  the  simple  truth 
Direct,  with  fine  insight  and  delicate  strength  ;  — 
The  gods  had  touched  his  lips ;   no  longer  his. 
They  did  not  speak  his  will,  but  theirs;  and  while 
He  spoke,  the  gods  behind  the  clouds,  unseen 
By  him,  were  weaving  for  his  brow  a  crown 
Of  glory  lighting  all  the  world  ;  —  he  saw 
Not  glory,  but  the  truth,  and  would  to  that 
Pure  truth  and  to  himself  be  true. 
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So  sang 
Our  Milton,  Shakespeare ;  they,  inspired  by  spark 
Promethean,  sang  their  songs,  believing  them 
Their  own,  and  yet  were  not  their  own  but  God's ;  — 
He  made  them  sing  his  songs,  and  when  the  songs 
Were  done  He  called  them  home,  and  made  the  Fates, 
His  angels,  weave  for  them  the  fadeless  bays 
Above  the  crowns  of  kings ;  —  and  yet  their  own 
Wide  eyes  and  subtle,  seeing  all  mysteries, 
Caught  not  a  gleam  of  crowns  they  were  to  wear. 

Enough  for  them  to  be  enriched ;  —  the  world,  enriched 
Through  them,  looks  up  and  renders  thanks  for  wealth 
Unknown  before ;  they  sang  to  express  the  stir 
And  mystery  within  themselves ;  men  heard 
And  learned  how  high  and  how  divine  a  thing 
Is  the  human  soul. 


So  let  me  toil  and  do 
My  task  in  love  and  strict  fidelity ;  — 
Beyond  the  clouds  the  angels'  hands  will  weave 
My  crown,  and  set  the  jewels  as  I  deser\'e ;  — 
Do  well  my  task,  and  leave  the  rest  with  God. 


GOOD   WILL.  541 


GOOD  WILL. 


GOOD  will,  what  is  it?  —  to  sit  in  elegant  ease 
And  send  a  smile,  kind  word,  to  aid  the  lame, 
The  halt,  the  blind?     Not  this  indeed,  this  is 
^Excuse,  a  mockery,  a  subterfuge. 
False  incense  on  the  shrine  —  good  will,  is  will 
To  do,  as  well  as  smile  and  bid  God  speed ;  — 
To  step  firm  foot  into  a  thorny  path, 
And  pricked  and  bleeding,  help  the  weary  climb ; 
To  search  dim  haunts  of  vice,  amid  loud  oaths, 
Foul  airs,  and  in  the  face  of  greed,  and  shame. 
Snatch  one  from  burning.     Selfishness  can  steal 
My  gold  and  hide  the  theft,  but  can  not  steal 
A  smile  from  heaven  to  hide  its  nakedness ;  — 
The  livery  of  heaven,  is  gossamer, 
Through  which,  half  hid,  the  graces  shine  more  sweet 
And  ravishing ;  but  selfishness,  enrobed 
In  it  is  twice  as  vile,  and  cheats  no  man. 
What  sped  the  bullets  of  Bunker  Hill?  —  not  hate 
Of  England,  but  a  firm  good  will  to  aid 
The  coming  millions  to  be  free —  not, hate 
Of  Rome,  but  pure  good  will  to  men,  nor  church. 
Nor  state,  nor  priest,  nor  Pope,  should  stand  between 
Man  and  his  God,  made  Luther,  life  in  hand, 
Defy  the  world  —  so  Florence  Nightingale, 
Shunning  lettered  and  couched  ease  of  home, 
Moved  by  a  deep  good  will,  o*er  bloody  fields 
Where  carnage  reigned,  like  an  angel  spread  her  wings. 
To  soften  the  dread  necessities  of  war. 
The  flowers,  God*s  smiles,  are  his  good  will,  wide  sown 
In  slumberous  woods  and  drowsv  fields,  in  whose 
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Sweet  luxuries  the  insect  world  delights, 
Whose  beauties  win  and  hold  the  eye,  and  speak 
The  soul's  unuttered  sentiments,  where  words 
Must  fail. 

Good  will  is  power,  the  highest  powxr 
Known  in  wrestle  with  wrinkled  visaged  Hate ; 
Hate  falls,  and  good  will  holds  the  field  —  good  will 
Is  born  of  heaven,  hate  of  hell ;  —  the  one 
Eternal  is,  the  other  finding  no  place 
Of  rest  in  this  wide  world  does  come  and  go 
As  angry  clouds,  charged  with  electric  fires; 
They  flash,  consume  and  die,  then  the  blue  arch 
Its  golden  deeps  expands,  good  will  and  peace. 

When  men  go  forth,  with  good  will  in  the  hand 
As  in  the  heart,  they  kindle  sparks  of  fire 
In  other  hearts;   new  energies  that  seize 
The  new  occasions,  leading  to  fortune's  eye ;   and  by 
Persistency  in  virtue's  deeds,  they  drive 
Misrule  to  her  den  —  this  will  or  nothing  will, 
Shame  that  philosophy  that  teaches  life 
Is  but  a  dream  and  the  silken  web  of  dreams;* 
That  nothing  here  is  real,  and  men  are  ghosts. 
Mere  phantoms  of  the  mind  —  the  luxury 
Of  doing  good,  is  consciousness  of  life ; 
And  sages  say,  true  comfort  for  the  passing  soul 
Is  not  the  plaudits  of  an  admiring  world, 
But  sweet  remembrance,  of  sacrifice  for  truth. 
Of  tears  and  pains  we've  quenched,  in  others'  hearts. 
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VEILED. 


HE  is  revealed  to  all ;  —  there's  not  a  soul 
That  leaps  to  life  and  scintillates  its  day, 
But  in  some  rays  reflects  the  light  of  God ;  — 
There's  not  a  leaf  that  trembles  in  the  wind, 
But  his  deft  fingers  give  the  thrill,  nor  flower 
That  blooms,  but  in  its  burning  center  stands 
His  throne ;  nor  wave  that  crosses  o'er  the  deep. 
But  on  the  tossing  silver  crest  he  sits 
As  charioteer ;  —  there's  not  a  soft  lipped  breeze 
That  whispers  in  the  field,  or  creeps  beneath 
The  low  roofed  labyrinths  of  grass  and  weed. 
Or  sighs  a  rhythm  through  the  forest  pine. 
But  breaths  his  undertone  of  love ;  —  no  star. 
With  clear  cold  piercing  beam,  all  tremulous 
With  life,  nor  convolution  in  the  sea 
Bom  shell  reverberating  far  sea  tones. 
Nor  rattling  pebble  on  the  shelving  beach. 
But  fires,  and  holds  the  intelligent  mind,  to  look 
Beyond  the  seen  and  heard,  to  find  the  key 
To  unlock  their  mystery. 

The  truths  attained,  suggest  the  unattained, 
And  the  attained  becomes  the  common  place ;  — 
New  truths  received,  by  sweet  afllinity 
Become  new  soul,  once  interfused  in  it, 
Its  circle  is  enlarged,  and  power  increased, 
And  with  this  new  access  of  power,  it  leaps 
Again  to  the  beyond,  into  the  clouds, 
To  find,  perchance,  new  stars  on  the  other  side^ 
Insatiate  to  grasp  the  outer  line 
And  circle  of  God. 
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But  God  retreats  behind 
New  truths,  and  just  eludes  our  straining  eyes ; 
He  builds  the  eternal  bars  of  sense  between 
His  perfect  light,  and  our  poor  partial  beams ;  — 
If  we  knew  all,  we  should  know  Him,  and  restj 
And  knowing  Him,  we*d  equal  Him  in  power ; — 
Pursuing  truth,  and  God  behind  the  truth. 
Is  the  crowning  pleasure  of  true  souls  —  the  truth 
Is  the  pale  reflection  of  his  perfect  light. 
Scattered,  difllised,  through  all  the  universe, 
Yet  God  unknown,  is  the  final  truth  of  all. 


ALL  things  are  beautiful —  the  snow  flake  falls, 
A  crystal  star  born  in  the  great  blue  arch, 
The  womb  of  wuids,  and  storms,  and  tranquil  light. 
Profound  and  shoreless  —  drops  of  summer  rain, 
Falling  to  refresh  the  world,  the  dew 
That  trembles  on  a  spidei^s  web,  must  needs 
Upon  the  bosom  hang  the  sun,  a  gem 
To  deck  their  beauty  ;  —  leaves  that  flood  the  woods, 
Grow  multiformed  in  every  pleasing  shape. 
And  deck  themselves  in  rainbow  tints,  to  flash 
Sea  colors,  as  they  dance  upon  the  winds  ;  — 
The  oaks  of  Nottingham,  all  knarled  and  scarred 
With  battles  of  a  thousand  years,  attract 
The  eye,  and  wing  the  thoughts  to  Robin  Hood, 
And  hold  the  ear  to  legendary  tales ;  — 
And  every  untamed  beast,  in  jungle  deep, 
On  desert  sand,  in  natural  motion  shines 
With  power  and  grace  ;  —  and  every  weed  that  hides 
Its  modest  head  in  shadows  near  the  sod. 
Is  touched  with  form  and  coloring;  is  moved 
By  forces  fine  and  orderly  to  say, 
"  The  hand  that  reared  the  hills,  and  framed  the  oak. 
With  finer  touch  did  fashion  me,  to  be 
The  special  beauty  of  the  lower  world." 

The  doubter  says,  "  what  beauty  in  this  slime 
Beneath  my  feet,  of  clay  and  sand  and  soot 
And  water,  mixed  in  footpaths  to  the  mill.'" 
A  rough  hand  in  that  mill  wilt  touch  the  clay. 
And  it  is  porcelain  tit  for  kings 
To  deck  their  banquet  halls  ;  and  left  alone 
To  build  perfection  under  nature's  law, 
Becomes  blue  sapphire  jewels,  to  hang  on  necks 
Of  queens  —  this  sand,  left  free,  uneasy  lies 
Until  it  blossoms  in  the  opal's  rays 
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Of  red  and  green,  of  purple  blue  —  this  soot, 
Full  of  black  mystery,  eliminates  itself 
By  fire  and  time,  until  its  fierce  strong  blaze 
Concentrates  all  the  sun  into  itself 
And  beams  a  diamond,  precious  jewel  of  all  — 
This  water,  touched  by  night's  black  fingers  moulds 
To  dew,  or  crystallizes  frost  in  stars  — 
The  very  slime  we  see,  is  beauty  veiled. 

All  things  have  souls,  their  beauty  is  the  soul ;  — 
The  eye  sees  flesh  contour,  the  inner  eye, 
The  spiritual  vision  in  the  man,  sees  deep. 
And  marries  inner  forces  to  the  flesh ; 
Discerns  their  meanings,  in  their  shapes  and  powers ; 
In  Giotto's  face  and  eyes,  can  see  the  fine 
Bell  tower,  most  beautiful  in  all  the  world ;  — 
Can  see,  beneath  Angelo's  wrinkled  brow, 
St.  Peter's  dome,  in  luminous  clouds,  before 
It  rises,  to  fret  the  envious  sky. 
High  art  is  in  the  mind,  the  beauty  there ; 
The  prince  of  painters  Raphael,  conceives 
The  vision  in  the  chambers  of  his  soul. 
Then  with  a  brush  as  light  as  air,  he  breathes 
It  on  the  easel  or  the  chapel  wall. 
Delighting  millions —  had  he  seen  a  girl 
In  rags,  he  would  have  found  divinity 
In  her,  and  touched  her  with  a  princess'  charm. 
A  churl  mav  see  the  Parthenon,  but  as 
Huge  stones  piled  up  ;  —  yet  architecture,  keen. 
Alert  in  visions  of  eternal  truths, 

Sees  in  these  stones  the  bright  and  consummate  flower 
Of  Grecian  thought,  to  reverence  wed ; 

So  live, 
So  educate  the  inner  eye,  that  all 
Created  things,  shall  seem  both  beautiful 
And  true,  and  each  in  harmony  with  all, 
And  naught  superfluous  in  this  fair  world. 
The  mind  that  sees  most  beautv,  bears  within 
Itself  the  beauty  that  it  sees  —  this  earth. 
And  all  that  is,  but  gives  back  to  the  mind 
Its  own  sweet  spirit,  born  of  light  and  love. 
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WE  turn  the  unwritten  leaf  of  memory  — 
A  woman,  delicately  featured,  kneels 
In  attitude  of  prayer,  and  breathes  her  soul 
In  silent  utterance,  as  breathes  the  rose 
Its  incense  on  the  pulseless  summer  wind. 

What  moves  her  zeal  ?     It  is  the  lambent  flame 
Of  love,  enkindled  by  the  touch  divine ;  — 
That  love  enfolds  a  pale  faced  boy,  not  of 
Her  blood ;  to  lift  him  from  his  narrow  paths 
Where  weeds  entangle  him,  and  daisies  grow. 
And  place  him  mid  the  pines  that  pierce  the  sky ; 
To  feel  their  majesty,  and  with  them  bathe 
His  brow  in  the  earliest  morning  light. 


And  now 
Her  soft  sweet  words  of  supplication  rise. 
And  fill  the  room  with  music  light  and  rich, 
Melodious  as  the  lute  at  eventide. 
Touched  by  the  airy  fingers  of  a  boy 
Spell  bound  by  young  love's  first  sweet  mystery. 
By  some  weird  magic  of  the  elder  world. 
Her  words  transformed,  do  hover  round  her  head 
As  angels  plumed  and  spangled  all  in  light; 
And  they  receive  her  thoughts,  and  whisper  each 
To  each,  the  subtle  meanings  of  her  soul. 
Her  aspirations,  and  far  reaching  thoughts. 
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And  this  transforms  this  humble  room,  to  be 
The  sanctuary  where  the  soul  meets  God ; 
And  speaks  to  Him  for  help,  to  bring  a  hope 
To  bud,  and  flower  and  fruit ;  —  it  is  ablaze 
With  supernal  light,  that  pales  the  fires 
Of  golden  sunsets  struggling  through  the  stained 
Cathedral  windows,  where  the  mortal  pride 
Of  ostentatious  worship  spreads  its  plumes, 
Boasting  humility  to  God.     In  such 
A  room  and  hour  as  this,  of  solitude 
And  prayer,  He  bends  his  bow  of  promise,  lifts 
The  crown  and  lays  it  on  the  throbbing  brow. 
And  fills  the  heart  with  hope,  and  faith  and  trust. 

Her  prayer  is  done  —  her  soul  is  free,  for  she 
In  high  communion  breathed  her  loving  wish ; 
And  laid  her  burden  at  His  feet,  where  faith. 
The  garnered  faith  of  years,  could   fold  its  wings 
And  nestle  in  repose. 

And  why  her  prayer  for  this  poor  boy  ?  —  she  did 
Not  ask  for  the  gold  of  Ind,  nor  for  the  power 
That  glitters  in  the  crown  ;  and  not  for  lands 
Fruitful  and  sacred  with  ancestral  names ; 
Nor  troops  of  friends  to  cluster  at  her  word, 
And  glad  the  heart  with  sympathetic  speech  ; 
She  did  not  ask  for  eloquence,  whose  tongue 
Will  forge  the  thunderbolts  of  truth,  to  scatter 
False  pride,  deceit,  and  self  crowned  lies 
Who  play  the  monarch  for  a  day  and  die;  — 
She  did  not  ask  for  genius,  Daniel  tongued. 
To  read  the  words  on  Babylonian  walls 
Of  tyrants,  bidding  them  beware  —  not  these. 
The  common  honors  of  the  world,  did  she 
Desire  for  him  — the  weary  world  was  torn 
With  strife  and  sin  and  sorrow  ;   hounds  of  death 
Flamed  up  and  down  the  world,  and  trailed  the  weak 
And  suftering  at  their  heels ;  —  and  she  would  stay 
Their  course,  as  much  as  in  her  lay  by  prayer 
Would  touch  the  boy  with  the  divinest  power. 
To  stay  their  course,  and  set  the  suftering  free. 
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The  pale  browed  boy,  to  her,  had  silver  speech 
3Ielodious  as  the  hum  of  summer  bees ;  — 

And  it  was  weighted  with  the  simple  truths 

That  feU  from  off  his  tongue  like  robin  notes ; 

As  inspirations,  not  as  reason*s  fruits ; 

As  inspirations,  not  as  learning's  spoils ; 

As  glintings,  glancings  of  eternal  truths, 

As  sun  beams  glance  the  morning  dew  —  his  words 

Were  dear  companionship  for  age  in  words 

Of  wisdom  ;  children  in  the  freedom  sport 

Of  gaity  in  the  fields ;   for  lovers  in 

The  agony  of  doubt,  who  craved  the  mad 

Dear  blessing  of  a  hope —  he  was  so  quick, 

So  delicate  in  thought,  so  white  with  flash 

To  scatter  an  evil  deed ;  so  gentle,  firm 
In  sympathy  for  sorrow's  tear,  so  poised 
On  easy  wings  among  the  stars  when  slipped 
The  bonds  that  bound  him  to  the  eaith  ;  she  felt 
Here  was  a  soul,  a  heart,  an  eye,  a  tongue 
To  dedicate  to  the  work  of  God,  to  stand 
On  mountain  peaks,  and  point  the  shining  paths 
To  the  wandering  and  the  weary  crowds  below. 

These  gifts  are  rare ;  —  not  every  soul  is  touched 
By  fires  divine,  to  shine  in  this  dull  world. 
To  light  and  lead  into  eternal  ways. 
Eternal  laws  prevail,  and  will  prevail. 
Smooth  all  discord  to  harmony  ;  bring  out 
Of  battle,  peace  and  rest;  but  most  are  blind. 
Moved  by  mad  force,  and  not  by  sight  to  see 
The  right;  —  so  moved  they  swei'\x,  then  comes  the  ill 
To  punish  the  broken  law,  and  then  —  too  late. 
The  light  —  rare  souls  with  large  and  keen  foresight 
Foresee  the  light,  and  they  can  teach,  —  'tis  wise 
In  men  to  find  and  follow  souls  like  these. 


She  found,  believed  she  found,  in  this  boy's  soul 
A  star,  but  he,  unconscious  of  the  gift. 
Wandered  in  his  lowly  ways ;  —  she  prayed  that  one 
Great  thought  might  rise  in  him,  might  come  as  comes 
The  bubble  to  the  surface  of  the  spring ; 
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Might  come  from  out  his  heart,  to  speak  the  truth 

To  men,  to  sooth  the  aching  hearts,  — as  hearts 

Must  ache  —  to  whisper  love,  the  undertone 

In  all  the  sweetest  music  of  the  world ;  — 

And  she  would  vesture  him  within  the  church. 

To  enter  chambers  hushed  in  death,  and  break 

The  silence  with  the  silver  tones  of  Christ ;  — 

Support  the  fainting  soul,  and  give  it  wungs 

To  pass  through  shadows  in  the  golden  gates ;  — 

And  as  they  pass,  flash  back  immortal  light 

To  mortal  eyes ;  —  she  prayed  the  boy  might  grow 

In  courage,  faith  and  love,  in  all  the  fine 

And  manly  delicacies,  in  strength,  in  all 

The  dignities  that  lift  to  power,  set 

Him  high  as  prototype,  wherein  the  weak 

Might  find  a  pattern  for  their  following. 

The  idols  of  the  day  were  wealth,  and  fame ;  — 
Men  toiled  to  level  hills,  span  continents. 
And  undermine  the  seas,  hold  Senates  still 
By  the  magic  tongue  of  eloquence,  to  take 
This  side  for  power ;  crush  that,  to  hold  all  gained 
And  seize  all  else ;  — too  few  fought  for  the  truth 
For  truth's  own  sake :  —  and  there  were  millions  here, 
Who  would  be  free ;  and  millions  coming  here 
Emerging  from  the  feet  of  ancient  thrones 
Whose  hope  was  freedom  —  this  great  mass  of  men 
Must  be  uplifted  by  the  inner  light. 
Or  tumble  to  confusions  and  a  king. 
To  anarchv  and  a  Caesar's  sword  —  and  there 
Was  need,  dire  need,  of  moral  force  to  lead  — 
And  God  has  so  made  man,  this  force,  His  force. 
Incarnate  in  rare  souls,  reveals  itself: 
Then  by  a  subtle  afl!inity,  men  see 
And  recognize,  are  drawn  to  it  by  sweet 
Inconceivable  attraction,  till  they  all 
Are  lifted  to  his  spirit  plane ;  —  and  then 
They  bow  in  thankfulness,  in  thoughtful  tears, 
That  the  great  fountains  from  on  high,  did  ope 
Themselves,  and  let  this  spirit  down  to  lift 
The  shadows,  spread  more  perfect  light  —  Carlyle, 
Melanchthon,  Fcnelon,  W'eslev,  such  were  these. 
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And  she  would  have  him  be  like  one  of  these, 
To  speak  the  quiet  words,  the  burning  words. 
Of  hope  and  truth  and  wisdom,  leading  men 
Away  from  folly's  paths,  from  passion's  course 
Of  fire,  from  blinding  zeal ;  and  speak  the  words 
That  could  not  die,  that  men  would  sieze  and  trace 
Upon  the  altar's  front,  and  deftly  lay 
With  fires  that  through  Cathedral  windows  fiamed, 
Or  hang  them  on  the  walls  of  cottages. 
Continual  promises  and  monitors 
To  gird  the  heart  for  valorous  deeds,  and  clear 
The  vision  for  the  right,  be  shibboleths 
For  nations  in  their  needs. 

And  so  she  prayed 
The  man  might  meet  the  promise  of  the  boy. 
The  bud  might  shake  the  glorious  rose  to  light, 
That  rose,  an  incense,  beauty  to  his  times. 

And  she  believed  ;  — years  passed,  the  boy,  with  all 
His  symmetry  of  mind,  fine  balances 
Of  moral  force,  and  promptings  for  the  work 
Of  sacred  teacher,  spurning  meaner  things. 
Walked  on  the  clouds,  with  eyes  upon  the  stars 
A  winged  Hyperion.     In  social  moods 
He  had  glad  eyes  for  friends,  and  mirthful  speech. 
And  sparkle  in  his  tournaments  of  wit. 
The  bubble  ebulitions  of  the  bov  ; 
And  merry  twinkles  in  his  eye,  that  else. 
In  graver  moods  revealed  far  tlioughts  in  quest 
Of  some  elusive  truth,  that  based  the  earth 
And  time,  a  revelation  of  his  God. 

And  he  loved  books,  and  history  —  his  moods 
Of  study  burned  with  fires  intense,  a  fire 
Consuming  fast  the  oil  of  life  ;  —  in  these, 
The  visions  came  of  buried  centuries, 
Who  burst  their  tombs  within  the  Orient, 
Reclothed  their  ancient  bones  in  living  pomp. 
And  sent  them  marching  past  him  in  their  pride ;  — 
The  hosts  of  Babylon,  and  Nineveh, 
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A  Cyrus,  Alexander  fiery  zealed ; 
The  Caesars  crowned,  and  yoking  east  to  west, 
From  Indus  to  the  pillars  of  Hercules ; 
And  Cleopatra,  Venus  of  the  Nile, 
Voluptuous  in  her  dusky  charms ;  —  the  gods 
Of  intellect  in  Hellas,  Plato  wise. 
Mysterious  Psyche  in  the  realm  of  thought; 
Aristotle  learned  in  nature's  laws,  the  grave 
And  sweet  toned  Homer ;  Dante  dark  and  deep 
In  fierce  imaginings ;  philosophers 
Boasting  the  keys  to  unlock  the  universe  — 
And  he,  calmed  eved,  would  look  and  sav  "  is  this 
The  all  of  human  glory,  consummate  flower 
Of  time,  so  faded,  and  so  poor,  mildewed 
With  odors  of  decay  that  grow  no  less? 
Have  these  great  souls,  so  called,  so  wrought 
For  fame,  and  power,  learning,  song,  to  be, 
At  last,  but  dim  lit  shadows  on  the  verge 
Of  time,  still  traveling  backward  into  night, 
Forgetfulness,  annihilation's  realm?  " 

c/ppressed  with  these  dark  thoughts,  his  boyish  pride 
Was  humbled,  bent  his  brow  with  whelming  sense 
Of  littleness  in  cope  with  destiny ; 
So  dared  no  ventures  in  the  broader  seas. 
But  nestled  in  dim  lit  caves  along  his  shores. 

He  would  be  reassured  —  tiie  buried  past 
Would  not  lie  still  —  she  shadows  sent  to  vex 
His  soul  —  and  his  must  be  the  fate  of  all. 
To  hope,  to  strive,  to  fail  and  be  forgot 
With  countless  mvriads  who  crowd  the  dim 
Far  shores  of  time,  as  one  faint  cloud  the  verge 
Of  sunset  in  a  summer's  night,  and  leave 
No  sign. 

'Twere  better  far  he  thought,  to  foil 
His  fate  of  half  her  victory,  lie  down 
At  once  and  die,  surrender  to  the  night 
Her  own,  and  live  no  years  of  strife,  with  hopes 
Crushed  out.     Why  should  the  fierce  great  powers 
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That  dominate  the  destinies  of  time 

And  nations,  make  his  own  frail  heart  a  field 

Whereon  to  wheel  their  squadrons,  lead  the  charge 

And  counter  charge,  and  pain  the  air  with  blare 

Of  victory  and  dying  groan,  until 

The  final  fires  should  roll  it  as  a  scroll. 

And  in  pale  ashes  and  in  silence  blot 

Its  trivial  records  from  the  page  of  time? 

Why  struggle  then  to  change  men's  destinies, 
Decreed  by  Fate  while  in  their  cradles?     Each, 
Possessed  of  certain  forqe,  as  oaks  live  in 
The  acorn,  develops  as  the  force  directs ; 
And  all  the  sacred  preachers  in  the  church, 
And  all  the  saints  of  the  Roman  calendar. 
And  all  the  prayers  and  tears  of  those  who  love 
The  sweetest  essence  of  the  Holy  Writ, 
And  in  the  vision  bear  a  constant  Cross, 
Towards  which  their  every  purpose  tends,  can't  turn 
The  unyielding  purpose  in  the  seed.     The  laws 
That  gird  the  world  will  yield  no  jot  of  power 
To  tears  or  supplications  —  seas  in  rage 
May  grasp  the  mariner,  his  cries  enough 
To  move  the  stars  in  pity,  can  not  stay 
Their  jaws  nor  bring  the  beam  of  peace.     The  sun 
Goes  down  in  night,  though  cities  blaze  and  men 
Give  one  great  cry  of  agony,  to  save 
The  garnered  treasures  of  their  lives  —  the  night 
Will  fall,  though  household  altars  fade  in  fire. 
Currents,  profound,  and  deep  and  dark,  unseen 
By  common  eyes,  bear  men,  bear  nations  to 
Their  goal  —  the  peasant's  arm,  the  monarch's  sword. 
Alike  are  powerless  to  stay  the  dim  black  flood) 
Rising,  as  drop  by  drop,  far  back  in  these 
High  hills  surrounding  the  eternal  throne, 
Gathering  in  still,  but  irresistible  force, 
And  bearing  all  out  to  the  eternal  seas. 

This  way 
He  reasoned  with  his  doubts,  and  felt  that  he, 
At  least,  could  never  wrestle  with  the  laws 
The  seas,  the  sun,  and  change  the  destinies 
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Of  even  one  whose  tale  was  writ  at  birth ;  — 

He  might  remove  some  thorns,  and  spread  some  flowers. 

And  drop  some  kisses  on  pallid  cheeks,  and  sing 

Some  songs  to  fill  dull  ears ;  but  then,  perchance, 

Though  love  might  fill  his  soul,  as  seas  their  beds. 

His  hand  might  stay  a  better  hand,  and  cheat 

The  loved  of  richer  incense  than  he  bore. 

Not  this  alone,  he  felt  the  weaknesses 
Of  vanity,  and  pride,  and  selfishness ;  — 
He  felt  the  untoward  winds  of  passion's  blow 
From  unknown  shores,  madcapped  and  furious, 
To  chafe  him  into  wrangle  with  himself. 
His  better  self,  and  mount  him  in  a  tilt 
Quixotic,  fierce  to  overthrow  the  wills 
Of  others ;  —  of  mortal  men,  he  felt  himself 
The  mortallest  of  all  —  he  ever  shrank 
From  life's  chill  blasts,  till  pricked  to  speed  and  bold 
Affront  by  stern  necessity,  and  then 
He  fought  as  in  despair,  and  not  in  love 
With  fighting —  more  than  this,  his  instinct  spoke 
To  him,  in  words  as  simple,  true,  as  words 
Can  fall,  as  revelations  from  the  clouds, — 
True  speech  can  burgeon  only  from  true  lives ; 
Religion  hath  an  essence  deep,  of  love. 
And  purity  in  thought  and  deed,  and  flows 
An  emanation,  as  the  odors  sweet 
Of  flowers  on  the  morning  air,  and  it  resides 
Where  God's  deft  finger  touched  it  in  the  soul ; 
And  all  the  nature  bows  and  bends  to  it 
Subdued  and  chastened  ; — pride,  dethroned,  will  kneel 
To  it  in  supplication ;  passion  lull 
Its  fires,  and  vanity  will  dip  her  plumes;  — 
Bent  browed  it  moves  the  man  straight  on,  to  do, 
Unswervingly,  his  highest  work,  as  though. 
Combined,  the  powers  of  heaven  but  used  him  as 
The  instrument  to  do  the  eternal  will. 

And  how  could  he,  a  simple  boy,  a  man 
Of  common  mould,  assume  this  sanctity; 
Assume  that  he  was  chosen  for  the  work 
To  fight  the  earth-born  powers,  call  mankind 
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kiid  marshall  them  in  well  knit  ranks  to  march, 
!*riumphantly,  the  clear  highways  to  light? 
."*he  heralds  of  eternal  truth,  must  come 
Vith  subtle  gifts  of  power  and  of  speech, 
lot  found  in  books,  nor  in  the  cloistered  walls ; 
lust  come  as  flashes  from  the  eternal  hand ;  — 
Jut  he,  with  all  the  burning  of  his  soul 
i^o  tread  the  upper  battlements,  all  plumed 
Ind  helmeted  for  truths  divine,  dared  not 
)irect  one  step  that  way ;  —  'twas  holy  ground 
?o  him,  and  none  but  gods  should  enter  in. 

And  yet  the  prayers  of  her  he  loved,  her  kind 
Lnd  gentle  words,  were  wings  ethereal, 
lifting  his  boyish  feet  among  the  clouds, 
Lnd  bearing  him  aloft,  as  one  in  trance ; 
Vith  vision  sweeping  lands  and  seas,  and  time's 
^ong  register  of  brilliant  deeds.     To  do 
ler  will,  to  do  such  noble  work  as  she 
lad  dreamed  for  him,  why  came  there  not  the  voice 
?o  him,  in  tones  he  dared  not  disobey, 
?o  fix  his  wavering  will,  to  solve  his  doubts 
Ind  make  him  feel  that  he  might  teach,  that  he 
*erchance,  might  be  a  herald  of  the  truth, 
Lnd  speak  some  words  that  men  would  care  to  hear? 

So  carefully  we  tremble  on  the  poise 
!*o  rise  or  fall,  as  blind  as  night ;  —  this  way 
''o  wealth,  to  fame,  to  friends;  —  or  that,  we  sink 
'onfused  and  thwarted  in  our  purposes; 
tut  wrecks —  could  we  but  find  the  key,  unlock 
'he  future  for  a  glimpse  at  least,  or  turn 
'he  broad  black  bolts  that  bar  us  out  from  fields 
Vhere  our  good  swords  may  carve  out  fortune,  then 
Ve*d  on,  and  up,  not  stand  as  drivellers 
n  vexing  doubts.     The  elements  are  mixed 
n  us,  in  even  scale ;  and  evil,  good, 
)ontend  for  mastery,  and  tramp  our  hearts 
Vith  iron  hoofs,  in  agony  of  doubt 
Vhich  will  prevail,  and  plant  its  standard  on 
'he  field ;  —  and  not  till  Waterloo  is  fought. 
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The  last  fierce  mortal  strife,  will  the  smoke  away, 
And  clear  eyed  leave  us  masters  of  our  powers. 

Time  passed  ;  —  he  must  away  beyond  the  hills, 
With  only  hopes  and  visions  for  his  fnends, 
His  only  opulence,  his  dreams — they  led 
His  fancy  prisoner,  and  made  a  fool 
Of  liim,  for  they  did  touch  his  soul  with  fire, 
Fierce  frenzies  of  elevation,  flimsy  stuft' 
To  found  and  furnish  homes,  and  win  the  bread 
And  wine  our  feeble  bodies  crave.  —  It  was 
A  summer's  morn,  she  went  with  him,  and  stood 
Beneath  the  elm  tree  by  the  gate,  and  placed 
Her  hand  in  his  —  she  loved  him  as  her  son  ; 
And  thoughts  came  then  she  could  not  speak,  for  she 
For  long  sweet  years  of  tenderness  and  hopes 
Had  watched  his  growing  fancies,  led  them  where 
The  holier  promptings  of  her  heart  would  lead ; 
And  tried  to  company  them  with  those  dim  shapes 
Rising  amid  the  incense  of  her  altar  fires. 
And  he  must  go,  for  fate  so  willed ;  and  she 
Must  speak  the  parting  word,  and  let  him  pass; 
Perchance,  far  out  alone  beyond  the  shores 
Of  time,  and,  broken  from  her  guardian  wing, 
*Twas  easier  far  to  trip  and  fall,  than  keep 
Firm  step  straight  on  and  up  to  stand  at  last 
Simple,  and  grand,  with  great  deeds  done. 

"  And  you 
Must  go,*'  she  said  ;  '*  God  speed  you  in  the  right. 
My  prayers  will  follow  you,  as  they  have  followed. 
And  may  the  learning  that  you  crave,  be  dew 
Of  honey  on  your  tongue,  sweet  words  for  winning  men 
To  virtue  and  to  truth ;  "  —  and  then  they  paited,  one 
To  castles  in  the  East,  and  one  to  quiet 
Years,  and  then  to  lands  beyond  the  sun. 

And  she  believed,  for  why  should  prayers  arise 
Freighted  with  offerings  of  the  heart,  as  pure 
As  rich  with  love  and  earnestness  as  can 
Breathe  out  of  mortal  lips,  or  make  the  ^oul 
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-A  unity  with  God,  and  all  fade  out, 

-As  fades  the  pure  white  cloudlet  of  the  sky 

Into  the  summer  azure,  leaving  not  a  trace? 

And  yet  that  boy  passed  out  that  gate,  with  love 
And  reverence  for  her  encircling  him. 
As  light  the  waxen  taper,  full  of  strong 
Resolves,  that  should  his  striving  hand  receive 
The  touch  of  truth,  he'd  set  it  on  the  hills 
And  let  it  shine. 

Time  passed,  and  fortune  smiled. 
The  vast  empires  of  human  learning  broke 
Upon  his  vision,  revelling  he  rode 
O'er  many  fields  so  rich  with  all  the  boy 
Had  dreamed  there  lav  within  them,  that  he  drunk 
Till  drunken  with  confusing  sweets  —  the  thirst, 
His  narrowed  youth  had  felt  so  keen,  that  now 
The  cup  was  full  and  trembling  at  his  lips, 
Would  not  be  quenched  ;  —  the  sciences,  and  deep 
Philosophy,  and  poesy  so  sweet 
Of  song  and  lightly  tripping  down  the  peaks 
Sun  tipped  illumining  the  paths  of  time  ; 
And  policies,  called  statemanship,  for  which 
The  statesman  dreamed  and  nations  fought ;  the  piles 
Of  carven  marble  architectural. 
Breathing  the  moral  tone  of  peoples  fixed 
Sublime  and  beautiful ;  and  historv 
So  multiphazed,  no  cunning  hand  could  catch 
And  fix  its  lineaments  in  certain  lines 
That  men  might  know  and  understand  —  all  these ; 
Don  Quixote  in  his  dreams  he  strove  to  master ; 
Yet,  the  unequal  task,  the  excess  of  light 
But  blinded  him,  and  sent  him  reeling  from 
The  field. 

Then  came  the  cry  for  bread  ;  —  he  saw- 
Fixed  fate  had  spoken  the  word,  and  men  must  toil 
And  women  weep  —  mechanic  laws  of  sense 
Would  not  be  foiled  by  speculative  dreams ; 
The  man  must  live  and  eat  and  drink,  though  deep 
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And  wide  set  ranks  of  all  the  pageantry 
Of  time  passed  by  to  lure  the  hungry  eyes 
And  set  the  brain  on  fire  ;  —  he  turned  his  head 
Away,  and  bent  his  brow  low  down  to  dig 
With  the  vast  crowd  of  mortals  at  his  side ; 
This  closed  his  revels  in  the  marble  halls, 
They  were  but  memories  to  him. 

He  grew 
In  time  to  be  as  hard  as  other  men ;  — 
His  soul,  that  once  so  cut  the  clouds  with  wing 
Of  eagle,  trod  the  common  ways  in  dust 
And  weariness,  where  selfishness  and  greed, 
Mole  eyed  went  burrowing  for  golden  sands ;  — 
His  lines  were  set  in  custom's  iron  laws ;  — 
Wise  saws  were  on  his  tongue ;  and  his  dull  ears 
Were  dead  to  dulcet  melodies  that  charmed 
The  boy  and  set  his  brain  a-craze  to  sing;  — 
And  those  fine  powers,  illumining  his  youth, 
Were  seized  and  bound  and  yoked  to  creaking  wains 
Whereon  men  piled  their  gross  utilities 
And  called  them  wealth ;  and  stiove  to  drag  them  on, 
And  wearily  on,  until  the  grave  yawned  black. 
Uncertain,  at  their  very  feet.     The  fires 
He  built  within  the  shadows  of  the  vales. 
Where  nature  nourished  him,  and  made  him  glad, 
Whose  clear  white  flames,  beneath  the  prickly  thorn, 
Or  on  the  emerald  banks  of  babbling  brooks. 
Or  in  the  shadows  of  the  resinous  pines, 
Or  on  the  summit  of  the  sunlit  hills, 
Consumed  the  odorous  incense  of  his  soul. 
His  richest  oflxjrings ;  —  but  now,  a-cold, 
His  youthful  altars  lay  in  ruins  ;  — truths. 
The  words  of  comfort  falling  from  his  tongue 
Like  music  from  a  wind  swept  instrument. 
Were  cooled  to  calculating  speech  ;  — 
And  judgments,  spoken  as  sir  oracle, 
Touched  nothing  higher  than  to  lift  a  stone, 
Or  sow  a  field,  or  aid  two  wrangling  men 
To  cut  dividing  lines  by  law.     Upon 
Thin  speculation's  dizzy  heights,  he  dared 
Not  poise  adventurous  foot,  but  groped,  mole  eyed. 
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Muck  rake  in  hand,  and  did  not  see  the  sun's 
Ma^ificence,  nor  see  the  peerless  night, 
Star  lit  and  grand,  as  once  he  saw  her,  when, 
To  him,  all  things  were  young  and  beautiful ;  — 
He  w^as  so  blind,  he  did  not  even  see 
The  jewels  shining  in  the  common  ways 
Of  men,  to  give  an  ever}'  day  delight ; 
T^or  hear  the  harmonies  that  sing  themselves 
.Along  our  daily  walks.     He  was  a  man 
Transformed,  a  set  machine  to  run  with  wheel 

Self  poised  in  fixed  grooves,  with  destiny 

So  limited,  a  linnet's  flight  could  sweep 

Its  circle  in  an  hour. 

The  woman's  prayer. 
The  boy's  wild  dreams,  had  come  to  this,  as  though 
They  were  but  wraiths  of  mists  upon  the  hills, 
To  come,  assume  all  beautiful  shapes,  and  charm 
The  eye,  then  pass  away. 

Two  natures  strive 
For  mastery  within  our  blood ;  —  the  one 
Builds  on  the  earth,  and  one  within  the  clouds ;  — 
The  one  is  tremulous  with  music  as 
An  instrument  with  silver  strings,  and  breathes 
The  zephyr's  touch  of  love,  or  with  the  seas. 
Sends  chafing  on  the  shores  of  these  our  lives. 
Profound  and  distant  undertones,  the  deep. 
The  constant  strains,  the  undertones  of  God. 
Within  the  fields  of  youth  continual 
One  lives,  disporting  in  the  sun  alone; 
Original  and  wild  in  flight,  as  flies 
The  bird  on  solitary  wing  above 
The  verdure  massed  along  the  sloping  sides 
Of  unshorn  mountain  ranges,  glad  to  be 
The  one  sole  wanderer  in  the  fields  of  light 
And  nature's  primal  opulence  ;  — 
The  other  a  mirror  glassing  violet, 
Gives  back  as  well  the  stalwart  arms  of  oak. 
And  shadowy  mountain  ranges;  yea,  will  give 
The  outlines  of  the  soul  back  to  itself. 
Will  seize  the  spirit  shadows  of  our  lives 
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Dwelling  far.  inland  mid  the  sacred  hills, 

And  bid  them  spread  their  wings  by  common  ways, 

As  guardian  angels  for  the  weary  crowds. 

And  yet,  some  disenchanter's  touch  will  break 

The  bubble  of  a  world  in  which  it  lives, 

And  all  the  glancing  beauties  of  this  sphere 

Of  film,  evanish  to  a  common  space 

Of  cold  thin  air  —  the  other  nature  starts 

To  life  and  consciousness,  and  sways  the  heart, 

And  bids  the  afllsctions  cling  and  creep,  and  creep 

And  cling,  along  the  low  stone  wall,  amid 

The  weeds,  that  skirt  the  fields  as  boundaries 

Of  narrow  plans  and  selfish  lives  —  'tis  there, 

By  some  strange  alchemy  the  fair  the  full 

Blown  blossoms  of  the  heart  will  set  themselves 

In  steel,  and  odorless  forever  more. 

Will  add  no  tint,  no  new  attraction;  but 

Will  live  within  low  latituiles,  and  waste 

Themselves,  with  all  their  beauties  locked  as  in 

The  arms  of  death,  and  pass  away  unmarked 

Amid  the  myriads  that  crowd  the  plain. 

And  so  our  faith,  the  prayers  of  saintly  men. 
And  saintly  women  too,  their  agon}' 
And  tears,  beseeching  touch  Omnipotent 
To  seize  and  turn  to  light,  as  to  the  pole. 
Some  heart  surpassingly  endowed,  and  fix 
Its  toil  and  purposes  within  the  lines 
That  lead  the  blind  and  staggering  crowd 
Along  the  uplands,  where  the  air  is  clear, 
W^here  nature  shines  and  speaks  to  man  in  tones 
Of  love  and  wisdom  ;  where  she  shouts  in  loud 
Acclaim  the  glories  mantling  all  hex  forms;  — 
All  this  is  lost.     The  deep  desire  that  burns 
To  see  the  loftier  result  achieved, 
Consumes  the  vital  spark  in  vain  ;   for  comes 
A  demon  of  the  lower  earth,  a  prince 
Of  shades,  and  clips  the  light,  when  prayer,  and  hope, 
.\nd  loftier  purposes,  and  sentiments 
That  bound  superior  destinies,  as  seas 
Sun  lit  and  musical  the  shores,  all  fade. 
And  .are,  as  thousU  thev  bad  not  been. 
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Perchance, 
Beyond  this  mortal  boundary,  there  lies 
A  land,  studded  with  cities  of  the  gods, 
As  night  with  stars,  wherein  there  live,  in  all 
The  sweet  vitality  of  youth  and  life ; 
All  hopes  and  lofty  wishes  of  the  heart, 
Torn  from  us  in  our  agony  and  tears ; 
And  there,  sometime,  the  wandering  aching  soul 
Will  go,  and  meet  its  own ;  there  live  in  bliss. 
That  flitting  came,  and  tantalized,  and  waked 
The  deep  desire,  then  passed  beyond  the  shore. 


Oh,  God  !   let  in  the  light,  let  in  the  light, 
The  everlasting  light,  upon  our  eyes. 
The  longing  tearful  eyes  of  men,  that  we 
Way  reconcile  thy  ways,  and  be  at  rest. 
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HESTER. 


I. 

NOW  let  me  tell  a  simple  tale  —  it  will 
Not  move  the  heart,  it  will  not  touch  the  spring 
Bidding  orchestral  airs  to  tangle  music 
With  the  winds,  and  hold  the  ear —  and  it 
Were  more  a  tale  of  truth  tlian  fancy,  gild 
It  as  I  may  with  fancy's  pencillings, 
I  cannot  reach  the  hues  of  truth,  in  all 
Their  depth  and  purity. 

A  silver  stream 
Came  down  between  two  hills,  and  slipped  away 
Through  underwood,  and  fields  of  emerald, 
To  find  the  ocean  of  its  course.     Above, 
Within  the  sombre  shadows  of  the  hills. 
Within  the  woods  that  skirt  their  feet,  and  clothe 
Their  sides  with  light  leaved  maple,  and  with  beech, 
And  heavy  evergreens,  a  thousand  springs 
Exuded  crystal  waters,  gathered  in 
A  flood,  now  lingering  in  pools  of  glass 
Beneath  the  elm  or  pine ;   now  leaping  wild 
In  swift  white  foam,  o'er  beds  of  polished  stone; 
Now  tinkling  faintest  ripples  on  the  winds, 
And  now,  awaking,  filling  all  the  woods 
With  airy  turbulence.     It  was  a  stream 
Attractive  to  the  children,  full  of  charm 
For  gray  hiiired  farmers  in  the  field,  who'd  pause 
Awhile,  and  rest  upon  the  scythe,  and  wipe 
The  sweat  of  labor  from  the  brow,  then  rest, 
With  dreamy  eye  and  listening  ear  entranced 
By  the  beauty  of  the  walev?*  ax\d\.Vv^\t  sou^. 
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Beside  the  stream,  within  the  meadow's  line, 
Stretching  a  green  smooth  apron  from  the  hill, 
The  school  house  stood.     A  boy  and  girl  went  there ;  — 
He  bright  of  eye,  and  quick,  and  full  of  wild 
Boy's  tricks,  was  mad  with  hot  young  life,  which  leaped 
Like  cataracts  within  his  veins  ;  —  he  walked 
The  railing  of  the  bridge,  and  mocked,  below. 
His  airy  shadow  in  the  dancing  stream ; 
And  she,  the  dark-eyed  girl,  with  full  round  face. 
With  more  than  gravity  for  a  child,  did  look 
At  him  ;  her  eyes  were  his  applause,  her  smile 
The  flame  that  lit  his  energies,  and  made 
Them  burn  in  deeds  of  childish  splendors.     Hand 
In  hand^  and  bare  of  foot  and  limb,  he  led 
Her  through  the  stream  in  summer  da3-s,  or  stooped 
Upon  the  edge  and  picked  the  shining  stones. 
Or  gathered  minnows  in  his  hand,  and  gave 
Them  her ;  or  ran  with  her  along  the  banks 
To  chase  the  paper  boat  that  she  had  made ; 
Or  hid  with  her  among  the  willow  leaves. 
Or  elders  clustering  in  social  knots. 
By  that  strange  alchemy  that  solves  two  lives 
In  one,  this  boy  of  ten,  and  this  grave  girl. 
Two  natures  as  unlike  as  night  and  day ; 
Let  out  from  the  tyranny  of  school,  would  fly 
Together;  —  why,  they  did  not  ask  nor  know; 
They  only  knew,  together  life  was  bright 
And  beautiful ;  apart,  together  they 
Would  come  ;  and  fly  like  will-o-wisps  within 
One  path,  and  play  beside  one  pool,  or  walk 
Beside  one  stream,  and  watch  the  bubbles  come 
And  go  in  all  their  airy  nothingness. 

Could  these  two  children  love?  Could  their  two  hearts 
Throb  quick,  or  quick  be  calmed,  with  passion's  fires, 
So  soon  discover  the  master  tvrant's  rod 
And  bow  to  it  in  will  and  deed  ?     It  must 
Be  so.     Their  school  companions  twitted  them 
As  lovers,  pointed  fingers,  joyed  to  see 
Them  shy  of  raillery  ;  then  by  instinct 
As  certain  as  the  sun,  steal  bv  themselves 
And  in  low  tones,  and  childish  whispers  give 
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The  comfort  to  each  other  children  give. 

It  must  be  so,  before  the  word  was  in 

Their  tlioughts,  before  a  glimmer  came  to  teach 

Tlie  mind  the  knowledge  of  the  sentiment, 

'J'his  boy  and  girl  were  lovers. 


II. 

Years  went  on — 
lie  grew  in  strength  and  manliness,  and  she 
In  beauty  ;   he  was  slight  and  agile,  type 
Of  Saxon  blood,  and  she  was  tall  and  graceful,  full 
Of  quick  ilark-eyed  Italian  fires ;  —  he  left 
The  stream  whose  banks  were  dear  to  him,  and  where 
They  both  had  mingled  childish  voices  with 
The  voices  of  the  waters ;  both  had  lent 
Their  little  cars,  and  loving  simple  souls 
To  the  hum  of  meadow  bees,  or  distant  breath 
Just  audible  of  forest  winds,  as  they 
Moved  down  the  valley  with  the  stream  —  he  went 
To  the  village  school,  but  she  remained  within 
Her  clover  fields,  beneath  her  apple  blooms. 

Hut  with  the  years  there  came  a  consciousness, 
And  with  this  consciousness  each  shrank 
To  shyness  and  to  silence  when  they  met. 
Xo  longer  children  by  the  stream,  and  kept 
Apart  by  the  accidents  of  time,  they  grew. 
And  each  developed  as  the  nature  forced. 

A  shadow  came  between  their  childish  hearts, 
A  shadow  seen  by  him  —  he  never  knew 
It  was  a  shadow  in  her  mind. 


She  lived 
At  ease,  with  all  the  comforts  of  a  home, 
In  meadows  with  their  emerald,  and  fields 
Of  golden  grain,  and  orchards  odorous 
And  heavy  with  the  blooms  of  June,  and  rich 
With  autumn's  golden  sweets ;  and  with  the  sense 
Of  property  there  came  the  dignity 
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And  ease  of  one  at  home.      She  grew  more  grave 
In  self  possession,  wore  her  beauties  like 
A  woman,  tenderly  and  courteous, 
And  all  who  knew  her  praised. 

But  he 
Was  poor,  and  wrangled  with  his  poverty. 
The  hand  that  fed  him  earned  the  bread  of  toil, 
As  burdensome  as  shouldered  on  the  slave ; 
And  at  the  tender  age  of  youth,  just  when 
The  glories  of  knowledge  were  working  in  his  mind. 
Almost  before  Ambition  could  suggest 
Achievements  for  the  brain  or  hand,  he  left 
The  school,  and  bent  himself  to  dailv  tasks 
To  earn  the  verv  bread  he  ate.     Thenceforth 
Sweet  spring,  and  summer's  opulence,  and  sports 
Of  winter,  for  which  he  had  a  fiery  zeal. 
Were  his,  at  rare  short  intervals  of  rest;  — 
And  school  —  a  few  shcMt  winter  days  each  year. 
Fiery  with  thirst  for  truth,  he  left  his  toil. 
And  strove  with  frenzied  earnestness,  to  find 
The  shining  avenues  that  led  far  out 
Far  up  along  the  cities  of  the  gods ; 
Wherein  the  Platos  of  the  world  walk  high 
In  majesty  of  primal  truth  ;  wherein 
The  men  of  genius  in  their  quiet  homes 
Exuded  nectar,  aromatic  sweets 
To  craze  bewildered  senses  of  the  world. 
With  strange  delights.     When  but  a  boy  he  caught 
The  trick  of  wing  that  bore  him  to  the  clouds, 
Hovering  among  the  upper  spirits,  toned 
In  all  the  strings  and  tensions  of  his  soul 
To  catch  their  slightest  whispers,  feel  their  breath, 
And  inspiration.     Once  on  fire,  the  flame 
Could  not  be  quenched,  until  it  burned  his  heart 
To  ashes.     Well  he  knew  his  fate  to  toil. 
Desire,  and  live  a  life  of  solitude ; 
Save  when  companioned  with  his  thoughts,  or  those 
The  great  men  spoke  for  him  ;  and  well  he  knew 
That  he  must  break  the  crust  above  his  head 
To  breathe  free  air,  and  drink  the  sun,  as  one 
Must  do  beneath  the  ice  to  break  and  breathe. 
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III. 

But  hope  breathed  into  him  an  energy ; 
And  this  young  boy  did  grapple  with  his  destiny. 
Like  young  Achilles  with  his  Trojan  foes  — 
The  stout  heart  wins  in  life's  long  race,  for  it 
Will  give  new  energies  to  sinking  limb. 
New  light  to  dazing  eyes,  for  it  is  fed 
By  springs  perennial  on  the  upper  peaks, 
Piercing  celestial  ether.     Let  the  man 
Of  stalwart  limb  and  iron  muscle  see  to  it, 
And  hold  his  grosser  powers  in  modesty ; 
They  are  mere  bone  and  sinew,  while  untouched 
By  the  fingers  of  the  gods,  to  give  them  flame, 
To  speed  them  to  immortal  purposes. 

A  pale  faced  Channing  with  his  lofty  brow, 
A  dome  of  thought,  is  armed  with  power  time 
Alone  can  match,  for  it  is  truth,  with  flash 
Of  blade  so  keen  that  it  can  cut  the  strong 
And  sinewed  monsters  of  the  ring  to  death 
Before  their  rallying  cry  is  still ;  —  and  it 
Can  mesh  the  lion  in  little  silver  lines 
Of  light,  and  cast  him  helpless  to  the  earth  — 
So  this  poor  boy  so  chilled  with  poverty, 
And  thinly  clad  against  extremity, 
Felt  in  his  veins  another  impulse  move, 
A  strength,  his  daily  friends  did  not  perceive; 
And  while  they  looked  at  him  in  pit}- ,  he 
Did  look  on  them  in  pity  too,  to  see 
Their  rags,  their  thin  apparelling  to  meet 
The  future  and  its  cold  necessities. 

And  where  his  home?     A  hill  arose  abrupt, 
And  clung  to  it  with  great  strong  roots  deep  in 
Its  ribs,  the  beech  and  maple,  airy  leaved; 
The  tall  straight  pine,  whose  needles  touched  the  winds 
And  pricked  them  to  a  hollow  roar ;  and  there 
The  hemlock  clung,  the  sister  of  the  pine. 
More  lightly  apparelled  for  the  summer  winds 
To  dally  with.     Within  their  tops  the  crow 
Did  build  her  nest,  and  rear  her  young,  as  on 
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A  mountain  perch,  where  she  could  sit  at  morn 

And  watch  the  rivers  gleam  below,  and  watch 

The  huntsman  in  his  valley  path,  whose  step, 

Though  wary  as  the  foxes,  never  came 

Within  the  rifle's  range ;  —  and  there  the  owl. 

Night  watchman  of  the  primal  woods,  called  out 

Tu  whit !  tu  whoo  !  upon  the  midnight's  ear ; 

And  made  the  silence  deeper  with  his  note. 

As  doleful  as  the  dirge  at  night ;  and  there 

Fell  from  the  brink  of  that  steep  hill,  clear  down 

To  the  river's  brink  close  at  its  base,  a  belt 

Of  stripped  and  naked  land,  from  which  the  trees 

Were  cut,  and  obstinate  roots  were  wrenched  ;  and  when 

The  winter  came,  and  shook  its  snows  abroad. 

And  tufted  evergreens  with  clouds  of  fleece, 

And  paved  the  slope  with  ice,  the  lumbermen 

Turned  loose,  upon  that  brink,  the  huge  great  pine. 

And  it  shot  smoking  to  the  river's  bed 

With  thundering  sound  ;  —  perchance  the  last  stray  leap 

W^ould  hurl  it  in  the  air,  and  it  would  strike 

And  split  in  splinters,  filling  the  winter's  air 

With  resinous  sweets,  and  clouds  of  tinted  snows. 

And  when  the  summer  came,  soft  robed,  and  rich 
With  odorous  balms,  and  filled  the  valley  deep 
W^ith  rest  at  noon,  and  filled  it  with  the  song 
Of  birds,  or  hum  of  bees ;   and  spotted  all 
The  meadows  spreading  robes  beneath  that  hill 
With  golden  dandelion  ;   spread  her  leaves 
On  butternut  and  elm  and  svcamore, 
And  filled  the  fields  with  golden  wheat  and  tall 
Green  corn,  whose  dark  broad  leaves  bent  down  to  kiss 
The  silken  tassel  on  the  ear ;  and  when 
The  swift  winged  swallow  swept  the  fields,  or  skimmed 
With  feather  tip  the  bubbles  on  the  switl: 
And  sparkling  river ;  where  the  meadow  lark 
Again  returned  to  summer  meadow  haunts. 
Sang  clear  and  strong,  with  depth  of  melody. 
And  made  the  sunny  mornings  rich  with  sound ;  — 
In  these  sweet  days,  the  pale  faced  boy  was  glad. 
Of  men,  he  knew  but  few,  of  women  knew 
But  one ;  —  of  trees  he  knew  them  all,  and  all 
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The  flowers,  from  daisies  snowed  along  the  road 

In  great  broad  belts,  to  purple  thistle  heads, 

Imprisoning  sugar  in  their  prickly  depths, 

To  mulleins  with  their  light  brown  velvet  leaves. 

And  sweet  white  milk  exuding  at  rude  cut 

Of  wanton  bovs  from  school ;  to  wild  rose  buds 

Whose  outer  leaves  fold  close  the  crimson  flower 

And  touch  the  top  with  red ;  —  with  all  of  these 

And  all  of  summer's  riches  in  her  lap 

He  lived,  and  felt  the  fervors  burning  in 

Their  veins,  and  heard  the  songs  they  sang  to  Him 

Who  gave  them  life  and  beauty ;  —  heard  with  ear 

So  finely  strung,  the  silence  of  a  noon 

In  summer  filled  it  with  confusing  strains 

Of  sounds,  from  growing  grass  and  breathing  flowers, 

IV. 

And  yet  he  was  a  boy,  and  loved  boy's  play ;  — 
From  labor,  or  from  books,  his  dearest  sport 
Was  always  on  the  river's  bank.     The  sound 
Of  rushing  waters,  war  of  angr\'  floods, 
Or  soft  drawn  sighs  that  breathed  against 
The  hill,  and  came  back  fainter  through  the  trees, 
And  made  Eolian  strings  of  all  their  twigs, 
Wove  sensuous  nuisic  for  his  delicate  ear. 

It  was  a  charm  to  him,  in  early  June, 
When  butternut  and  elm,  full  leaved  bent  low 
In  silken  heaviness,  and  swayed  their  robes 
With  graceful  dignity  upon  the  winds, 
To  walk  beneath  them,  or  recline  upon 
The  grass,  and  conjure  music  from  afar ; 
And  bend  an  ear  intent,  to  hear  the  shield 
Of  proud  Achilles  sound  in  wrath  when  struck 
By  silver  hilted  sword,  in  challenge  of  war; 
And  like  a  boy,  this  rivrriin  his  thoughts 
Was  sweet  lUvssus  ;  — on  its  banks  he  called 
Arrayed,  the  cloudy  masses  of  the  Greeks, 
And  poured  them  on  the   Trojan  hosts, 
And  heard  again  their  battle  din  across 
Two  thousand  years  —  or  in  their  tents  he  heard 
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The  Pylion  Nestor's  lioncN   t()ii<;uc,  iu  sad 
Complaining  and  persuasion  for  the  Greeks, 
To  soften  Agamemnon's  wrath,  abate 
Achilles*  angry  lires. 

Could  he  be  sad 
Amid  such  wondrous  company  of  men. 
Marshalled,  at  will,  from  the  plains  of  Trov,  and  made 
To  play  for  him  the  drama  of  their  lives? 
In  such  an  hour,  the  footstep  of  a  friend 
Would  startle  him  ;  the  breaking  of  a  twig. 
Would  snap  bis  vision  into  nothingness 
As  bubbles  blown  bv  wanton  bovs,  flash  back 
To  darkness  rainbow  castles  in  them  built. 
At  finger  touch?     Could  he  be  sad,  the  boy 
So  delicately  fibcred  that  he  felt 
The  opulence  of  nature  in  leafy  June ; 
And  folded  close  her  brooding  wings,  to  dim 
The  sun  about  him,  bring  the  sense  of  rest? 
The  play  of  glinting  sunlight  on  the  grass. 
Or  o\\  the  waters,  shadows  of  the  trees 
Dancing  in  airy  footed  circles  on 
The  interlacing  weeds  and  bending  grain. 
The  robin  starting  from  the  alder  trees. 
Shaking  adown  his  song,  and  flashing  red 
Within  the  sun  ;  and  little  shallow  pools 
As  clear  as  light,  which  nestled  in  the  roots 
Of  elms,  twisting  their  many  fibered  threads 
In  mimic  caves  along  the  shore,  and  filled 
With  minnows  basking  in  the  sun  ;  — 
All  these  arrested  eye,  and  foot,  and  thought ;  — 
But  everywhere,  in  every  spot,  and  scene 
Two  darker  eves  than  his  looked  out,  and  saw 
With  his,  and  looked  at  him  ;  her  presence  went 
Forever  and  forever  by  his  side  ; 
But  she  did  never  speak  to  him,  save  when 
The  music  of  the  meadow  lark  came  down, 
Or  sigh  of  winds  amid  the  pine  tree  boughs 
And  sudden  checked  an  exultation,  passed 
A  shadow  o'er  his  face.     She  was  not  there ; 
The  memory  of  her  was  always  there. 
And  wandered  with  him  in  his  richest  hours. 
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Not  once  in  all  his  years  of  poverty, 
Not  once  in  all  his  later  youth  was  she 
With  him,  to  share  the  luxury  of  young 
Sweet  life  beneath  the  trees,  or  on  the  banks 
Of  that  soft  flowing  river ;  —  never  once 
With  him  did  she  go  wandering  in  the  fields 
As  children  they  had  wandered,  never  once, 
Together  listened  to  the  song  of  birds ; 
Or  with  the  facile  tongue  of  lovers,  weave 
Their  visions  for  their  future  home.     He  went 
Alone,  at  flush  of  morn,  and  hush  of  eve. 
Far  out  in  nature's  solitudes,  and  grew 
In  depth  of  feeling,  power  of  thought,  and  she 
A  youthful  vision  was  his  company  ;  — 
And  more,  his  inspiration,  for  he  hoped 
The  day  might  come,  when  he,  with  his  good  sword 
Had  won  some  victories,  might  claim  her  as 
His  own. 


V. 

And  where  was  she?     She  lived,  at  ease 
For  so  her  life  appeared  to  him,  within 
A  home  surrounded  bv  the  trees  and  fields. 
With  plenty  at  the  board  ;  behind  the  house 
Two  meadows  ran  down  to  the  river's  brink ; 
Across  the  river  rose  the  hill  abrupt 
And  high,  and  clothed  with  forest  trees,  along 
Wniose  top,  the  morning  spread  her  sheet  of  gold, 
And  evening  let  her  final  curtain  fall. 
The  house  sat  low,  far  back  from  the  dusty  road, 
And  apple  trees,  their  sunny  perfumes  shook 
Around  it  every  June  ;  —  when  summer  came, 
The  field  in  front,  was  red  with  clover  sweets. 
Or  yellow  with  the  golden  grain,  or  full 
Of  breezy  whisperings  of  long  leaved  corn  ;  — 
And  all  around  the  house  there  was  repose. 

But  the  one  spot  to  that  boy's  eye,  when  chaii' 
Led  him  along  that  road,  was  the  thick  bush 
Of  climbing  rose,  that  by  the  windows  grew. 
Often,  foot  sore  with  weary  walk,  alone 
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He  passed  that  way,  her  face  within  his  heart. 
But  he,  too  poor,  he  thought,  to  enter  in, 
Would  strain  his  pained  and  seeking  eyes,  to  see 
Her  face  look  out  amid  the  rose*s  bloom 
And  shine  for  him,  if  but  one  moment  as 
lie  passed.     Sometimes  the  vision  came,  and  then 
The  flash  became  a  fever  in  his  soul 
And  bunied  him  on  and  on  to  do  and  be ;  — 
Sometimes  he  passed  and  saw  her  not,  but  still, 
Deep  yearning  for  the  vision  he  would  see. 
He'd  stop,  look  back,  and  pause  again,  and  look 
As  though  he  could  not  yield  his  hope. 

There  was 
A  hill,  within  whose  shadow  stood  the  gray 
Old  school  house,  where  they  two  as  children  went, 
And  at  whose  feet^  the  stream  by  which  they  played. 
Went  singing  shining  on,  forever  on  ;  — 
Abrupt,  the  plow  could  never  turn  the  soil ; 
But  fire  had  run  its  flaming  course  along 
Its  side,  and  left  it  black,  save  where  a  pine 
Stood  up  alone,  defiant  of  the  sky ; 
And  bore  the  dead  and  living  branches  on 
Its  trunk.     A  road  wound  up  its  side,  and  passed 
Along  its  shaggy  brow,  and  from  this  path. 
The  school,  the  stream,  and  all  about  her  home 
Lay  in  the  eye,  as  a  picture  on  the  wall ; 
And  manv  is  the  summer's  dav,  when  that 
Uneasy  boy,  has  toiled  along  that  road, 
His  soul  expanding  as  he  neared  the  sky. 
And  mounted  on  a  fallen  tree,  or  stone, 
He  sat,  and  from  this  lofty  seat,  down  through 
Clear  space,  he  bent  his  eyes  upon  that  home. 
As  though  the  heaven  of  his  hopes  was  there. 
And  all  around  it,  there  was  light,  a  soft 
Dim  light,  not  as  the  glare  of  sun,  nor  as 
The  silver  of  the  moon,  but  that  repose 
Of  light  subdued  and  mellowed  by  the  rest 
Of  nature's  perfect  peace.     If  winds  came  down 
Too  roughly  from  the  pines  that  backed  the  road. 
Or  if  a  hawk  would  start,  from  barren  branch. 
And  wheel  its  lofty  circles  in  the  blue 
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Above  him  ;   if  a  fly,  with  heedless  wing, 
Buzzed  by  his  face  upon  the  mountain  air, 
He'd  fling  reproof  at  them,  for  trivial 
Touch  of  this,  the  vision  of  the  day, 
The  fondest,  lasting  vision  of  his  life. 


VI. 

And  strange  it  is,  the  years  passed  on,  and  she 
Grew  womanlv,  in  womanlv  desires, 
And  dignity  and  grace,  and  never  once 
In  all  this  time,  was  conscious  of  the  keen 
Eyed  boy  along  the  dusty  street,  or  perched 
Upon  the  mountain  road  ;  — the  roses  bloomed 
Each  June,  and  in  the  summer  shook  their  leaves 
A  down,  and  she  was  never  told  how  rich 
The  radiance  in  the  rose  bush  bv  her  door ; 
Or  of  the  eves  that  strained  themselves  to  see 
The  glories  there.     Unconscious  of  the  fire 
That  in  him  burned,  unconscious  of  the  love 
That  seized  upon,  and  held  him  prisoner. 
She  moved  the  even  tenor  of  her  way, 
A  quiet  woman  doing  a  quiet  work. 
She  did  not  flash  in  beautv,  did  not 
Assume  the  queenly  airs,  nor  in  caprice 
Of  fancy,  mimic  flowers  in  their  dress. 
But  as  she  walked,  a  glory  all  about 
Her  shone,  a  radiance  of  light  as  clear 
As  day,  as  solid  as  a  crystal  sphere. 
And  it  was  character,  a  human  soul 
At  peace  with  all  the  world,  and  w^ith  itself. 

The  boy,  torn  by  conflicting  passions  in 
His  breast,  which  came  he  knew  not  whence,  to  seize 
And  master  him,  was  held  a  slave  and  hurled 
As  a  dead  autumn  leaf,  beneath  a  black 
November  cloud  and  wind  ;   and  then,  sent  up 
Again,  by  counter  currents  in  the  clouds 
Or  far  above  them  in  the  pulseless  seas 
Of  ether,  where  was  peace.     He  saw  she  lived 
^V'ifhin  serener  realviis  than  he^  and  dared 


HESTER.  373 

Not  venture  to  the  outer  gate,  and  ask 
To  enter  in.     He  was  but  as  the  moth, 
And  fluttered  in  the  distant  beams  of  that 
To  him,  great  light  he  dared  not  near. 

And  why 
Should  not  he  kick  at  destiny,  which  spread 
So  much  of  beauty  and  of  love  about 
His  childhood,  opened  to  his  heart  so  much 
Of  glory  in  the  morning  of  his  life, 
Which  placed  to  his  young  lips  the  beakered  sweets 
To  intoxicate,  then  held  the  cup  afar 
In  sight,  and  yet  beyond  his  reach  ? 

See  there ; 
Within  that  dusty  road,  in  blistering  heat, 
On  either  side,  the  heavy  bearded  grain. 
And  lazv  summer  winds  in  mellow^  roll 
Of  billows  flying  over  it;  he  slight 
Of  form  pale  faced  and  sad,  he  passes  on 
To  do  some  errand  among  the  distant  farms. 
And  yet,  companioned  with  the  fancies  boys 
Will  have,  his  thoughts  and  eyes  were  far  away. 
But  see,  a  carriage  comes,  she  passes  by. 
And  drops  a  smile  down  into  his  boy  eyes ; 
And  he  is  seized,  and  flutters,  tremulous 
As  a  wounded  bird  in  the  hunter's  hand,  and  with 
A  veiled  face  and  busy  foot  invokes 
The  dust  to  rise,  and  cloud  him  out  of  sight. 

There  is  the  village  church,  the  farmers  come; 
Strong  men  browned  with  their  toil,  and  strong  with  truth 
And  honest  purposes,  to  worship  God. 
The  white  church  in  the  village  stands,  and  in 
Simplicity  of  style,  severe  straight  lines, 
White  walls,  and  unpretentious  tower,  four  spired. 
You  saw  a  correspondence  with  the  throne 
Above,  direct  and  simple  —  waxen  lights. 
And  robes  of  lawn,  and  rosaries,  and  cross 
Of  gold,  and  paltry  mimic  images 
Of  Christ,  and  censers  swinging  sweet  perfumes 
To  fade  in  groined  arch  and  tinted  lights ; 
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And  rich  upholsteries,  inviting  ease 

And  sensual  delights  before  the  throne ;  — 

Not  one  of  these  indulgences  was  there, 

To  turn  the  thought  aside  in  dalliance 

With  trivial  things,  when  it  should  pour  in  one 

Strong  current,  aspirations  to  its  God. 

The  Sabbath  came,  and  in  the  galleries 
Around  three  sides,  young  men  and  maidens  sat, 
And  to  the  pulpit  thunders,  black  with  wrath 
For  wrong,  they  gave  the  flashes  of  their  eyes. 
Flashes  of  love  celestial,  wherein  burned, 
For  them,  diviner  fires  than  lit  themselves 
Upon  the  sacred  preacher's  brow.     Let  but  one  smile 
Send  out  its  beam  across  the  cold  clear  space 
Above  the  wiser  heads  below,  and  some  young  heart 
Would  seize  and  fold  it  for  a  nourishment. 
And  feast  upon  it  for  a  week  of  days. 

And  here  our  thin  faced  hero  went,  and  kept 
A  tremulous  eye  upon  the  door,  to  see 
Her  come ;  and  when  she  came  a  glory  shone 
Within  those  walls,  as  though  the  sun  had  poured 
An  afl[luent  beam  of  morning  through  the  arch 
Of  some  gray  ruin  —  none  saw  but  he,  and  he 
Alone  was  pierced,  transposed  and  lifted  up 
To  wealth  unspeakable.     And  yet,  faint  heart. 
He  cowered  behind  the  pillar's  breadth,  for  fear 
The  glories  of  her  face  full  on  him  turned 
Would  blind  his  vision,  or,  perhaps,  would  see 
He  was  but  a  simple  moat  within  her  beams. 
Sometimes  her  eyes  met  his,  and  then  a  light 
And  kindly  smile  of  recognition  came ; 
But  nothing  more,  a  flush  would  tinge  his  cheek ; 
And  then  pale  flushes  came  and  went,  as  though 
An  inward  struggle  tortured  him,  and  he. 
Strong  willed,  would  by  sheer  force  subdue  the  flood 
Rising  unfathomed  in  his  heart. 

Poor  fool. 
He  did  not  know,  that  from  eternity 
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They  came,  and  to  eternity  they  would 
Roll  on,  and  be  the  ocean  of  his  life. 

VII. 

It  was  by  pride  he  fell ;  —  he  dared  not  speak, 
He  would  not  speak,  and  so,  long  years  his  bark 
Was  tossed  upon  this  sea,  this  silent  sea 
And  shoreless,  pride  was  at  the  helm  ;  —  he  bent 
The  prow  away  towards  other  lands,  the  shores 
Of  other  lands  receded  as  he  sailed,  and  still 
Around  his  bark  her  presence  flowed,  and  drew 
The  limits  of  his  destiny. 

That  church 
With  plain  white  walls,  and  homely  shape,  through  all 
His  life,  is  softened  with  the  softened  tint 
Of  th:it  fair  woman's  smile.     She  did  not  know 
That  the  divinity  within  her  soul 
Went  out,  in  consecration  of  those  walls ; 
And  for  one  heart  had  made  them  beautiful 
Forever.     No  spot  is  sacred  in  the  earth 
Unconsecrate  by  human  love ;  and  where 
Its  lightsome  touches  rest,  it  shines,  for  two, 
As  fixed  \yithin  the  smile  of  God. 

As  time 
Went  on,  once  more  they  met  on  equal  ground, 
'Twas  in  the  village  school ;  and  then  his  heart 
Arose  in  native  dignity,  and  was 
Itself.     Her  presence  in  the  room,  was  spur 
To  his  quick  thought,  and  sent  him  flashing  through 
The  books  in  keen  pursuit  of  truth,  and  winged 
His  tongue  with  brilliant  thinking  for  a  boy. 
He  could  not  rival  her  repose,  was  not 
As  self  assured,  and  it  piqued  his  pride 
To  see  her  moving  cold  and  calm,  while  he 
W^as  a  prisoner  at  her  feet. 

One  morning  came. 
They  met  beneath  the  porch,  she  turned  and  spoke 
To  him,  and  on  her  face  a  quiet  smile 
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Reposed,  and  in  her  dark  and  lustrous  eyes 

A  radiant  softness  beamed,  as  though  her  heart 

Was  speaking  to  itself  a  pleasing  tale. 

He  saw,  and  through  him  went  a  flash  of  joy. 

The  thought  that  she  was  thinking  of  childhood  hours 

By  that  old  stream  so  dear  to  him,  and  dear 

Because  of  her  divinity.     She  paused 

A  moment,  with  her  finger  tip,  brushed  back 

A  flaxen  curl  that  on  his  forehead  lay 

And  murmured,  some  soft  and  pleasing  words,  then  tunied 

And  went  into  the  school,  and  never  more  — 

And  never  more  upon  the  shores  of  time, 

Will  she  lay  gentle  hand  upon  his  brow, 

Nor  speak  to  him  in  quiet  tones,  nor  brush 

Aside  a  flaxen  curl,  nor  send  into 

His  heart  a  warm  and  joy-difliising  beam. 

That  day  the  earth  was  light,  and  birds  sang  loud 
And  sweet,  and  on  the  pages  of  his  books. 
The  truth  was  traced  in  lines  of  living  light; 
And  all  the  meadows  wore  a  deeper  green  ; 
The  dancing  waters  of  the  rivers  ran 
0*er  stringed  instruments,  and  breathed  upon 
The  air  EoHan  strains;  —  and  there  was  in 
His  step  ethereal  lightness,  on  his  brow 
Was  garlanded  the  rose  and  violet. 
Breathing  perfumes  of  the  woods  and  fields. 

And  would  you  smile  at  this  fond  boy?     The  gods 
Made  men  to  love ;   in  woman's  eye  and  smile 
l^o  see  the  only  heaven  that  mortal  eyes 
Can  see,  and  placed  upon  her  finger  tips 
Electric  fires,  to  set  the  heart  ablaze 
In  white  pure  flame  unquenchable  ;  —  and  in 
This  touching  of  his  pale  young  brow,  with  weight 
No  heavier  than  the  shadow  on  the  leaf. 
She  traced  a  line  as  deep  as  life,  and  tinged 
With  flush  of  red  that  death  alone  can  pale. 

VIII. 

One  night  they  met  again,  the  time  was  long 
Ago,  so  long  that  memory  is  dim  ; 
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The  year  forgotten,  but  the  night  comes  back 
As  clear  as  one  white  star  within  the  black 
Round  vault  above  his  head  ;  — the  weary  boy 
Lay  on  his  bed  in  sleep,  and  in  his  dreams 
Pursued  the  bubbles  of  the  day,  for  in 
Their  airy  bulk  his  images  of  joy 
Were  limned  like  castles  in  the  air. 
Titania  with  her  silken  wings,  and  Mab 
The  queen  of  sable  hours,  there  in  watch, 
Were  castled  in  a  flaxen  curl ;  and  they 
Were  pleased,  if  but  the  zephyrs  at  his  lips, 
In  the  even  pulses  of  his  breath,  arose 
And  fell  without  the  rustle  of  a  wing 
To  wake  him. 

Hark,  the  creaking  of  a  hinge 
Awaked  and  pained  the  silence  of  the  room  ;  — 
The  sleeper  moved,  his  eyelids  opened  wide; 
The  visions  of  his  dreams  dissolved,  as  though 
A  fleet  of  ships  was  broken  on  the  beach  ;  — 
He  turned  his  face,  and  in  a  light  that  flushed 
The  darkness  with  a  touch  of  dawn,  he  saw 
Her  face,  to  him  the  one  face  of  the  world ;  — 
She  stood  in  hesitance,  like  morning  on 
The  eastern  hills,  then  tip-toed  to  his  side. 
And  turned  the  light  full  on  his  face  and  looke<i. 
Deep  down  within  his  open  eyes  to  search 
His  soul ;  and  there  she  stood  and  there  he  lay  :  — 
Her  eyes  were  locked  and  burned  in  his,  and  each 
Saw  deeper  into  each  for  the  darkness  there, 
As  stars  reveal  themselves  more  clear  in  gloom  — 
No  word  was  spoken  —  speech  would  have  profaned 
The  spell  and  broken  it,  and  stranded  them 
Upon  the  shores  of  common  day  ;  —  when  she 
Had  drunken  full  the  cup  of  her  desire. 
And  seen  her  image  in  his  heart,  as  lies 
A  star  within  the  bottom  of  a  well. 
And  saw  the  mirror  shaken  with  a  thrill, 
As  undulations  move  upon  the  spring 
When  a  pebble  falls  upon  the  brink,  she  turned, 
In  silence  tip-toed  to  the  door,  passed  out  — 
The  door  latch  fell,  and  through  his  frame  there  shot 
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A  sudden  consciousness  of  life,  as  bare 
And  bald  of  joy,  as  some  tall  pine  alone 
Upon  the  plain  denuded  by  the  fire. 

The  spell  was  broken  — turning  to  the  wall 
His  face,  he  closed  his  eyes,  and  then  he  knew 
The  vision  of  those  eyes  would  never  pass — 
He  knew  she  had  the  secret  of  his  soul ; 
He  did  not  know  the  secret  of  her  own. 

Why  did  she  come?     Was  it  in  girltshneES 
To  tease  the  waking  youth,  or  see  his  face 
For  once  in  sleep,  unruffled  by  the  winds 
Of  iiis  young  passions  in  their  fitfulness? 
Or  did  she  come,  to  drink  his  image  in 
Her  soul,  and  fix  it  there  forever,  clear 
And  ineffacalilc  ?     She  did  not  let 
Her  purpose  speak  itself  within  her  eyes, 
Nor  trace  itself  upon  her  cheek  of  rose, 
Hut  stood  impassive  as  a  statue  stands, 
And  yet,  within,  her  thought  worked  to  clear  ends, 
And  her  conclusions  were  of  love,  no  doubt. 
But  what  of  lovef     Of  love  for  him,  his  love 
For  her?     But  that  remains  a  mystery; 
And  must  remain,  till  the  fixed  stars  do  fade ; 
When  love's  sweet  interchange,  will  calm  no  heart. 
Nor  melt  it  in  an  ecstacy  of  bliss. 

But  speech  is  golden  —  words  when  fitly  spoken 
Turn  out  pure  ore  of  thought  and  feeling —  dumb 
The  tongue,  the  riches  of  the  heart  may  die. 
Like  fountains  dried  to  dust  'within  their  beds. 
Wiiat  boots  the  song  unsung,  the  love  unspoke. 
The  thought  that  rankles  in  the  brain  wherein 
Omceived,  unwingcd  and  on  its  mission  sent? 
'Tis  well,  'tis  natural  to  love,  —  God  gave 
The  p.ission  to  build  the  world  to  Him,  from  low 
Degrees,  and  shadows  of  the  deeper  vales  ; 
To  climb  his  mount.iins  to  eternal  suns ;  — 
It  comes  as  comes  the  South  winds  breath,  and  breatho 
Upon  the  petals  of  the  heart,  as  soft 
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As  breathes  the  south  wind  o'er  a  bed  of  violets ;  — 

It  comes  as  whirlwinds  come,  from  purple  clouds 

And  pale,  and  fringed  with  fire,  and  sweeps  in  wrath 

All  things  to  desolation  and  to  Death 

Which  stand  opposed ;  —  its  scope  is  infinite  ; 

As  infinite  its  power ;  o'ertops  the  king. 

And  bends  him  fawning  to  a  woman's  eye; 

Exalts  the  peasant's  native  dignities 

Above  the  king,  until  he  strides  the  earth 

Twice  crowned. 

And  had  this  woman  then. 
Within  the  silence  of  that  sleeper's  room. 
En  friended  by  the  feeble  taper's  beam. 
Unbent  herself,  and  softened  her  reserve 
To  one  fond  word,  or  lured  the  trembling  youth 
From  the  cold  poise  of  his  reserve,  to  let 
His  mortal  passion  cry  in  one  wild  kiss ; 
It  would  have  spi*ung  the  arch,  and  felled  the  walls 
Imprisoning  each  in  separate  cells,  and  freed 
Forever  more,  two  souls  in  majesty 
And  native  grace,  to  move  in  unison. 
And  be  the  all  that  God  designed. 

She  touched 
But  did  not  slip  the  bolt  of  her  dumb  tongue ; 
She  made  her  love  upon  her  judgment  wait. 
If  love  she  had,  and  turned  away  ;  —  and  then 
Two  hearts,  two  drops,  two  perfect  spheres,  as  near 
Perfection  as  common  mortals  come,  that  were 
So  near  the  melting  into  one,  apart 
Were  sent — the  one  to  trend  the  mountains  far 
Away  ;  the  other  to  lose  itself  in  skies 
Doming  her  birth  — 
J874. 


3So 
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ANASTASIA. 


I. 

OUR  lite  IS  but  a  dream.     To-day  is  bright 
With  visions  that  attract  the  eye,  command 
The  thought,  to-morrow  they  do  fade  to  dust 
And  ashes.     Then  the  soul  cries  out  in  pain, 
That  visions  came,  and  set  the  hopes  on  wing 
To  cut  the  sky,  and  when  exulting  in  the  height. 
Flashed  out  a  sword  to  cut  the  wing,  and  left 
Poor  hope  to  fall  sheer  down,  —  and  dead. 

One  fair 
And  sunny  morning  of  an  April  day, 
A  master  called  his  flock  about  him.     Law 
He  was,  philosopher  and  truth  to  them  ; 
The  finger  pointing  paths  that  wound  themselves 
Up  rugged  steeps,  where  pale  strong  thought,  a  flame 
To  scarcli  the  hills  for  morning  light,  climbed  hard. 
And  yet  winged  on  by  sense  of  mastery. 
Would  not  look  back,  but  ever  gazed  above. 


What  though  it  was  a  village  school,  away 
Beyond  the  thunder  of  the  ocean's  shore ; 
Away  from  mountains  mimicking  the  sky ; 
Away  from  fashion's  pageantry;  unknown 
In  the  great  war  of  the  outer  world  ;  there  came 
To  him  young  hearts,  and  fresh  as  dew ;  there  came 
To  him  young  minds  as  quick  as  fire  to  seize. 
Dissolve  all  truth  to  simple  elements ;  — 
There  came  to  him  the  clear  eyed  boys  and  girls 
Untouched  by  fashion's  famine,  folly's  sting; 
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Whose  every  motion  of  their  lives,  among 

The  hills,  or  in  that  verdant  valley  came 

A.ntl  went  for  duty  and  for  truth.     Beneath 

That  roof,  beneath  that  master's  eye,  there  were 

The  elements,  by  nature's  fostering, 

A.nd  Fortune's  smile,  of  kings  and  queens,  to  play 

A.  signal  part  in  life,  the  ear  awake 

Of  wonder,  split  the  silver  trump  of  fame. 

And  will  you  smile,  you  pampered  son  of  wealth, 
[n  the  hot  breath  of  cities  bred?  —  then  smile. 
From  such  as  these  within  the  village  school. 
Step  out  the  stalwart  men,  who  seize  and  crush 
The  shallow  walls  that  fence  your  wealth, 
Aind  send  your  children  beggars,  burrowing 
[n  country  holes  for  simplest  sustenance. 
Fame's  prizes,  those  of  wealth  and  power,  seize 
And  hold  their  young  and  ardent  minds,  and  spur 
Quick  energies  and  strong;   unchained,  unchecked 
By  laws  conventional  and  feeble,  they 
Can  bend  their  shoulders  to  the  goal  of  some 
One  prize,  and  bear  it  off.     And  such  as  these 
Renew  the  effete  blood  of  cities ;  build 
Strong  fortresses  against  corruption's  hordes. 
Advance  new  thoughts ;   lift  up  the  nation's  hopes. 
And  fix  firm  feet  on  higher  plains  of  feeling; 
But  your  pampered  city  son  of  wealth, 
Breathing  thin  atmospheres  of  shallow  things, 
May  spend  his  days  in  culture  of  a  tie, 
And  nights  in  dissipation  ;   curl  his  lip 
To  see  the  rural  Franklin  with  his  loaf; 
And  at  the  last,  fade  out  of  sight,  unknown 
To  those  strong  spirits  shaping  the  face  of  day, 

II. 

The  bell  struck  nine  —  the  girls  all  fluttered  in 
And  took  their  seats,  as  pigeons  in  the  spring 
Will  flutter  to  their  perches  in  the  woods  ;  — 
And  boys,  with  awkward  strides,  and  thoughts  on  sports, 
Reluctant  to  assume  restraint,  came  in 
Ami  settled  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  rod. 
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Arthur  was  there  —  his  eyes  of  bluish  gray 
Were  filmed  with  sadness,  brow  was  full  and  strong; 
Complexion  whitened  with  confinement — life, 
With  him,  was  toil,  not  like  the  plough  boy  on 
The  hills  inhaling  sun  and  air ;  not  like 
The  rough  and  swart  skinned  sons  of  acres  broad 
And  rich,  the  lordlings  of  the  soil ;  but  with 
His  books,  and  in  his  narrow  room,  he  lived 
Building  boy  dreams,  as  boys  will  build  who  read 
And  light  their  lamps,  by  topmost  torches  borne 
Adown  the  world  by  brilliant  men  of  thought. 

In  a  quiet  way  he  steals  into  his  seat, 
The  rough  wild  ways  of  other  boys,  did  jar 
His  spirit,  he  shrank,  he  would  be  none  of  them. 

And  why?     His  blood  was  young  and  full  of  fire; 
And  it  had  force  when  moved,  to  hold  at  bay 
A  dozen  ruder  fellows  than  himself. 
And  it  would  speed  him  as  a  deer  across 
The  fields,  and  make  him  cool,  and  firm,  and  quick 
In  battle  with  the  river's  floods,  which  through 
The  valley  roamed  in  spring. 

But  in  the  school. 
His  energies  were  touched  to  calm  ;  subdued. 
And  quiet  as  a  sage  with  silver  hairs ;  — 
He  bowed  to  the  spirit  of  the  place,  as  one 
Kneels  at  the  throne  of  kings;  for  here,  he  saw 
The  pearly  gates  of  tioith  ;  the  vestibule 
To  learning's  endless  aisles  and  corridors ; 
And  he,  subdued  and  fascinated  by 
Their  splendors,  wandered  through,  and  on  far  through, 
Till  not  a  column  reared  itself,  nor  arch 
Spread  out  its  glories,  he  had  not  seen. 

And  so 
It  is,  expand  the  thought,  let  in  the  light 
Upon  the  chambers  of  the  brain,  and  all 
The  storm,  and  wind,  and  fury  of  the  senses 
Calmed,  subdued,  and  chastened  to  reverence, 
Are  chained,  like  do^^s  vc\lV\\t\  their  kennels.     Books 
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Are  laws,  saying  to  the  waters,  '*  Peace  be  still  "  ;  — 

And  where  they  rule,  the  scorpions  of  vice, 

Of  slander,  covert-eyed,  slink  to  their  holes, 

And  hide  themselves ;  and  men  stand  up  in  pride 

Of  character,  communing  with  the  clear 

Strong  virtues  girdling  all  the  earth,  to  hold 

It  one  with  Truth  and  God. 


And  this  still  boy 
Was  touched  to  higher  issues,  longer  aims. 
And  wider  reaching,  than  the  boys  about  him  ;  — 
His  brain  was  broadened  by  the  student's  lamp, 
His  will  made  firmer  by  the  student's  hope, 
And  energies  were  quickened  by  the  prize 
Of  glory  lying  in  the  student's  grasp. 
To  his  companions  he  was  quiet,  still, 
To  them  his  eves  held  mysteries  in  their 
Far  seeing  depths,  they  knew  to  be  beyond 
Their  ken  ;   he  had  a  social  company 
With  thoughts  and  images  they  could  not  see 
Nor  comprehend,  which  clothed  him  with  an  air 
Of  grace  and  dignity,  instinctively 
They  feared. 


The  W^isdom  of  the  Schools  is  what? 
In  facile  hands  it  is  sweet  gold,  or  is 
The  sceptre  of  a  King,  to  which  Kings  bow ;  — 
Upon  the  tongue,  it  is  the  fire  of  eloquence 
To  melt  assembled  thousands  to  one  will ; 
And  sway  them  like  an  avalanche  to  sweep 
Adown  a  noted  wrong,  or  mount  with  wing 
Of  Eagle  clearer  realms  of  light  and  air;  — 
It  is  the  essence  of  the  past,  presened 
Through  fiery  trials,  freed  from  dust,  and  sweet 
And  unctuous  for  the  human  soul  —  it  is 
God's  elemental  truths;  His  thunderbolts 
Of  wrath  for  sin,  the  jewels  of  His  daw^n  ; 
And  the  pale  boy  who  wins  them  wears  in  pride 
A  diadem,  that  fortune  cannot  pluck 
Away,  or  years  make  dim. 
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III. 

And  where  his  home? 
The  long  road  through  the  valley  stretched ;  below 
The  village,  in  the  midst  of  orchard  bloom, 
A  small  house  stood  ;  a  very  common  house 
To  the  passer-by,  but  to  the  inhabitants 
Who  nightly  nestled  beneath  its  sheltering  roof, 
It  was  a  home  —  and  what  is  home?     It  is 
The  warmest,  brightest,  sunniest  spot  on  earth. 
The  centre  of  all  love,  the  residence 
Of  God,  if  residence  he  has  'mong  men. 

One  room  there  was,  with  bed,  and  chair,  and  one 
Great  chest,  within  whose  lid  was  locked  the  harp 
Of  Homer,  Milton's  songs,  and  Locke's  great  thoughts; 
And  venturous  snatches  of  wild  songs  —  the  leaps 
Into  clear  space,  to  test  the  spirit's  wing 
And  poise,  to  look  the  sun  within  its  eye 
And  gratify  the  sense  of  power.     There  stood 
A  simple  table  near  the  window's  light, 
With  lamp  and  book,  its  only  furnishings. 

He  was  a  King  in  that  small  realm,  his  room  ; 
And  nature  was  his  Kingdom  ;  —  she  looked  in. 
Or  rather  poured  her  opulence  in  through 
That  window  to  his  drinking  eyes.     For  him 
The  orchard  spread  its  beauties  in  the  June 
Of  blossoms ;   wafted  to  him  Autumn  odors 
When  red  and  russet  weighed  the  hiden  trees;  — 
The  nimble  footed  shadows  dancing  on 
IMic  spreading  meadows  green,  in  mimicry 
Of  overhanging  sprigs  and  orchard  blooms. 
Which  wove  fine  music  on  the  summer  winds. 
Outspread  the  magic  circle  of  their  maze 
Upon  his  floor,  a  dainty  company. 
That  window  was  the  gate  of  Heaven  —  let  in 
The  sun,  and  as  its  beams  poured  in,  upon 
Their  shining  track,  the  stars  came  down,  and  bowled 
Themselves  as  marbles  on  his  ample  floor;  — 
And  that  fine  music  which  they  sing,  so  fine 
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Impalpable  to  human  ears,  and  yet 
So  full,  vast  ether  spaces  wake  with  it, 
Touched  his  narrow  corner  with  a  thrill 
Of  life.     The  butterfly  that  lit  upon 
The  golden  dandelion,  ope*d  and  shut 
Its  gorgeous  wings  upon  his  floor  as  well ; 
The  bee,  that  seeks  its  yellow  dusted  food 
In  apple  blossom  and  in  thistle  bloom, 
Tuned  for  his  ear  contented  monody. 

And  so  we're  made,  that  any  spot  of  earth 
However  small,  may  center  worlds  in  it. 
And  figure  forth  the  foot  and  breath  of  God. 
The  lightest  flower  touch  upon  the  eye 
Draws  back  the  bolt,  throws  wide  the  iron  gates 
Shutting  poor  mortals  in  the  tomb  of  sense, 
And  lets  the  spirit  out,  like  Noah's  dove, 
To  find  the  mountains  shining  in  the  sun, 
And  bring  the  olive  branch  of  rest  and  peace. 

And  this  bov  Arthur  earlv  causrht  the  trick 
Of  visual  stretch  beyond  the  world's  broad  edge. 
To  conjure  hence  the  images,  air-born. 
Of  poet's  brain,  fecund  philosophy, 
Imagination's  teeming  fruitfulness. 
All  circling  forever  in  their  round, 
Forever  young  as  at  their  birth  ;  to  be 
His  royal  company,  to  talk  with  him 
And  teach  him  the  mysteries  of  life,  and  fill 
With  rest,  the  fond  embraces  of  his  heart. 

We  left  him  in  the  School  —  a  black  eyed  girl 
Came  in  and  took  her  seat;  a  stranger  there, 
With  quiet  grace  she  glanced  around  the  room, 
Two  blue  eyes  met  her  glance  and  fastened  there 
Two  eyes  to  two,  each  clung  to  each  —  and  why.^ 
They  never  met  before,  they  could  not  tell 
The  impulse  and  the  thrill  along  that  glance. 
That  came  a  flash,  and  burned  them  through  and  through; 
Both  were  confused,  both  conscious  turned  away 
To  look  out  opposite  windows,  each  strove  hard 
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To  shape  the  new  strange  feeling  into  thought, 
And  failed ;  then  each,  with  cold  mechanic  touch 
Fumbled  the  books  upon  the  desk.     He  stole, 
'Twas  only  now  and  then,  sly  glancej  ;  she 
Was  busy  with  her  books,  so  dutiful, 
Demure,  and  studious  !  —  but  who  could  tell 
If  her  young  thoughts  were  on  her  books,  or  filled 
With  the  face  and  eyes  that  flashed  into  her  eyes 
That  morn,  the  vision  of  a  demi-god? 

Both  felt  the  rod  of  Moses  touch  the  rock. 
New  waters  flowed,  and  full  of  strange  delights  — 
The  bubbles  on  the  stream,  their  music  tones, 
Stole  eye  and  ear,  and  bluiTed  the  lettered  page 
Into  confusion,  from  clear  thoughts. 

At  night, 
The  dark-eyed  girl  went  home,  and  Arthur  walked 
Behind  her,  buoyant  as  the  wings  of  air. 
Attractions  strange  to  him,  led  on  his  feet ; 
Directed  them  within  the  charmed  line 
Bounding  her  presence  —  speak  he  did  not  dare ; 
And  she  unconscious,  so  she  seemed,  of  this 
New  factor  in  the  problem  of  her  life, 
And  of  his  following,  went  in,  and  closed 
The  door —  for  him,  as  quick  as  thought,  a  cloud 
Palled  nature  ;  hills  were  dim,  and  village  sounds 
Which  just  before  were  musical,  were  harsh 
As  brazen  trumpets  out  of  tune. 

IV. 

*Twas  plain 
Here  was  a  sorceress  who  held  the  key 
To  unlock  the  portals  of  the  earth  to  him. 
She  came,  he  did  not  seek  for  her;  —  she  came, 
He  lit  no  lamp  in  her  pursuit,  and  played 
No  oaten  lute  to  draw  her  from  the  shades ;  — 
Who  sent  her  there  he  did  not  know,  from  whence 
She  came  he  did  not  know ;   he  loved  his  books. 
He  loved  nature,  and  the  stars  that  gemmed  the  night; 
The  teeming  fancies  of  h\s  fevtlle  brain  ; 
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\rLe  loved,  with  pick  and  spade,  and  muscled  stroke, 

To  dig  earth's  deepest  mysteries ;  —  but  here 

tiad  come  a  flash  he  had  not  counted  on, 

\  something  master  of  his  brain,  and  heart, 

\nd  thoughts ;  for  all  that  day  in  school,  two  eyes 

Looked  up  at  him  from  every  page,  and  he 

R.emembered  only  them  and  nothing  more  ;  — 

\nd  now  that  she  was  out  of  sight,  the  hills 

[lad  lost  their  loftiness,  the  river  ran 

A.  stream  of  water,  nothing  more ;  and  one 

Bright  meadow  lark,  that  rose  up  out  the  grass 

Warbling  his  musical  notes,  aroused  his  ire; 

So  mean  a  thing  could  thrust  itself  between 

Himself  and  this  sweet  vision  in  his  mind. 

She  bore  his  fate  within  her  eyes,  and  she 

Had  come  to  touch  his  heart  and  make  him  glad 

[n  consciousness  of  power,  and  clothe  the  world. 

To  him,  in  vestments  of  rich  gold.     There  is, 

[n  woman's  eye,  and  smile,  a  princely  realm  ; 

And  once  in  favor  we  are  kings  indeed ;  — 

But  let  a  cloud  pass  by,  the  sceptre  falls 

And  we  are  beggars  in  the  dust  —  we  then 

Rail  out,  and  war  against  the  plan  wherein 

Proud  man,  the  monarch  man,  must  bend  the  neck 

And  tremble  at  a  woman's  power.     Could  he 

Be  sovereign  o'er  himself  at  Lodi's  bridge, 

At  dread  Areola  in  the  face  of  death. 

And  yet  be  shaken  like  an  aspen  leaf 

Before  the  wayward  fancies  of  a  girl.^ 

But  so  it  is,  death  hath  no  fears  that  strike 

So  deep,  and  wound  so  terribly,  as  strike 

The  featherv  arrows  of  a  woman's  frown. 

The  next  day  came,  and  then  the  next  —  but  days 
Are  very  common  things  you  say  —  yet  that 
Depends  upon  the  feelings  crowding  them  ; 
Some  are  remembered  as  bright  spots,  and  some 
Are  gloomy  with  the  perishing  of  a  hope, 
And  some  are  filled  all  through  with  light,  and  made 
As  musical  as  harp  or  lute,  when  touched 
At  mellow  eventide  by  finger-tips 
As  daintv  as  the  willow  bloom. 
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These  days, 
To  Arthur,  packed  themselves  with  interest. 
Kept  thought  alert,  made  heart  beat  quick  with  sense 
Of  exaltation  and  anxiety. 

Two  streams  came  out,  their  current  swelled  and  bore 
Him  on,  a  quivering  bubble  on  their  brim  — 
This  bore  to  cold  high  altitudes  of  thought, 
And  this,  to  orange  groves  and  tropic  balm  ;  — 
And  Anastasia's  thoughtful  face,  which  stole 
Swift  glances  from  her  books  to  him  across 
The  noisy  room,  were  sail  and  rudder  to 
His  voyaging.     At  times  when  hushed  and  still, 
The  westering  sun  sloped  down  and  touched  the  pines 
Standing  against  the  sky  upon  the  hill, 
A  lull  of  silence  in  the  room,  with  books 
Laid  by,  the  heart  of  Arthur  found  repose 
Across  the  aisle  as  nestling  by  her  side. 
He  had  not  spoken,  she  was  silent  too. 
Yet  she  too  well  discerned  the  thrall  she  wove 
And  tangled  'round  his  helpless  feet  —  he  knew 
It  too,  but  maidenly  reserve  walled  round, 
Protected  her,  he  dare  not  lisp  the  word. 

Here  were  two  young  hearts  bound  by  one  impulse - 
Both  felt  that  they  were  prisoners,  and  both 
Kept  dumb,  save  as  the  furtive  glance  betrayed 
The  inner  feeling;  both  were  worshipers 
At  learning's  shrine,  and  flew  with  fleeting  feet 
To  chase  the  novel  thought,  or  new-winged  truth 
Started  from  nature's  covert;  —  both,  bent-browed, 
Did  reverence  the  beautiful,  the  true 
The  good ;  and  both  instinctively  looked  up 
And  aimed  their  arrows  at  the  sun  ; 
And  so  proclaimed  aggression  to  the  false. 
The  scorpion  lash,  to  evil  purposes. 

V. 

And  so  the  summer  days  went  by  in  school. 
And  these  two,  side  by  side,  as  decorous 
As  pink  of  courtesy  demands,  passed  on. 
And  winged  their  young  free  minds'  high  flights. 
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Among  the  stars.     And  generous  rivalry 
Bore  each  to  each  as  even  winged,  as  when 
Two  ships  with  all  sails  set,  let  out  the  white 
And  bellying  canvas  to  the  winds,  and  cut 
The  hissing  sea  w^th  even  keel. 

Thev  could 
Not  hide  themselves,  this  sea  of  love  which  flowed 
About  them  lit  their  daily  track,  as  white 
Fires  light  the  yeast  of  waves  behind  the  ship. 
At  eventide,  upon  the  deep. 

They  did 
Not  slip  the  leash  upon  the  prudent  tongue. 
They  shunned  betrayal  of  the  shy  impulse ; 
But  teachers  and  companions  in  the  school, 
And  shrewd  and  cold-eyed  neighbors  in  the  street, 
And  wrinkled  dames,  who  see  love's  argosies 
First  launched  beyond  the  moon's  round  rim,  to  sail 
The  unsubstantial  ether  deeps,  could  see 
Our  poor  shy  slaves  were  tethered  with  a  chain 
They  could  not  break ;  could  see  their  lips  were  tied 
With  an  eternal  "  nay,"  could  see  the  boy 
And  girl,  who  had  been  sent  to  school,  had  let 
Out  wings  unconsciously ;  that  there  had  come 
Soft  winds  to  fill  and  bear'them  up,  and  on. 
Flushed  with  the  saffron  of  the  morning's  touch. 
Till  lost  as  two  white  doves  within  the  sky. 

Where  was  the  knife  to  clip  and  let  them  down 
To  common  earth?  —  and  where  the  rude  coarse  touch 
To  spot  the  down  upon  the  delicate  wings  ?  — 
And  where  the  shaft  to  pierce  the  bubble  film 
Surrounding  them,  in  which  the  fantasies 
Of  love  had  pencilled  castle,  tower  and  spire. 
Glowing  with  cunning  mysteries,  and  rich 
With  love's  designs? 

Must  the  delusion  fade, 
And  two  young  doves  fall  from  the  clouds,  and  creep 
Remaining  years,  as  waterfowl  in  dank 
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And  sedgy  pools,  who  blink  the  face  of  day  with  eyes 

Blinded  with  excess  of  light?     And  yet 

It  is  but  life,  the  life  of  every  day ;  — 

Internal  fires  are  lit  that  burn  but  to 

Consume  ;  new  hopes  are  born,  and  but  to  die ; 

And  new  faiths  come,  to  fade  beneath  our  feet 

To-morrow,  and  leave  us  to  walk  upon  the  air;  — 

And  new  love  dances  on  the  eastern  hills 

This  morn,  to  fade,  at  night,  within  thick  clouds. 

When  gloom  bears  down  the  spirit  with  the  weight 

Of  worlds. 


And  is  it  strange  that  clear  across 
The  fields  of  time  there  rolls  an  undertone 
Of  pain,  as  though  the  hardened  heart  of  man 
Cried  out  against  the  god  who  set  the  key? 
These  two  young  hearts  were  drifting  on  the  sea 
Of  life,  and  chance  winds  bore  them  each  to  each ; 
And  when  they  touched,  a  spark  flew  out  and  set 
Them  all  aflame;  and  if  they  burned  clear  down 
To  blackened  hulls,  and  drifted  to  unknown  shores, 
What  blame  to  them?     They  did  not  make  the  sea, 
Unfurl  their  own  wliite  sails,  nor  blow  the  winds 
To  fill  them,  nor  sphere  the  latent  fires,  within 
Their  own  young  hearts  to  flash  in  flame,  by  quick 
Afl^nities  too  subtle  for  their  keh. 

And  it  is  true,  thev  loved ;  —  and  it  is  true 
That  there  was  resident  in  all  the  air 
A  spirit  foiling  love,  which  made  them  bear 
Apart,  in  painful  silence  of  the  tongue. 
A  something  none  could  comprehend  — 
Station  unequal  ?     No,  not  that,  for  both 
Were  clotlied  with  equal  social  vestiture ; 
And  both  quaffed  deep  in  books,  and  both  would  sing 
Like  birds  in  June,  when  nature's  miracles 
Unfolded  vast  and  rich  variety 

Delighting  the  eye  and  heart,  and  both  were  blessed 
With  facile  speech,  to  set  the  thoughts  on  wing; 
And  both  were  touched  with  reverence  for  wise 
Old  laws,  that  guard  society  as  steel 


AN  AST  ASIA.  391 

In  love,  and  charity,  as  one  for  right 
Against  the  wrong  —  with  these  affinities 
They  did  not  jar  apart,  and  still  they  did 
Not  slip  the  leash  of  fate,  and  fly  together, 
Why? 

This  is  the  mystery. 

VI. 

One  day. 
As  was  his  wont,  he  sought  the  river's  brink, 
And  sat  him  down  beneath  the  sycamore  — 
The  sun  was  bright,  the  air  was  still,  and  here 
And  there,  above  the  smooth  and  dimpled  pools 
In  wooded  coverts  along  the  shore,  there  swarmed 
Small  braids  of  flies,  a-shimmering  in  the  sun ;  — 
The  river  raised  its  murmurs  on  the  winds. 
Which  breathed  themselves  away  amid  the  pines. 
Standing  like  ancient  sentinels  upon 
The  steep  hill-side. 

He  had  his  book,  and  pen ; 
For  in  this  temple  of  the  fields  and  hills. 
And  by  this  river,  moods  of  thought  came  on. 
And  fancy  plumed  her  pinions ;  —  here  he  could 
Be  still,  and  great,  and  grow  upon  himself. 
And  wing  the  world  from  tropic  line  to  pole. 

This  day  he  had  been  ill  at  ease  —  he  saw 
The  far  to-morrows  crowd  themselves  before 
His  eyes,  and  saw  this  woman,  dear  to  him 
As  life,  as  he  then  thought,  departing  from 
His  sight,  as  some  plumed  songster  of  the  air 
Diminishes  and  fades  within  the  dome 
Above,  when  bearing  for  some  distant  clime  ;  — 
He  could  not  bear  the  vision,  sought  his  room, 
And  closed  the  door,  and  plunged  with  restless  eye. 
And  nervous  energy,  into  his  book. 
He  found  no  nectared  sweets  between  the  leaves; 
He  seized  his  pen  and  wrote,  the  words  were  scrawls 
And  fiery  dashes,  with  no  beginning,  end 
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Or  meaning  in  them  ;  —  crowding  in  the  room 
The  far  to-morrows  poured  themselves,  and  were 
As  blanched  as  bleak  November  in  its  sere ;  — 
He  saw  she  was  not  there,  and  that  was  death 
To  one,  and  to  the  other,  barren  days ; 
And  nights  wherein  the  tears  came  slow 
As  sweating  drops  of  blood. 

The  room  was  hot; 
He  flung  himself  without  the  door,  and  rushed 
To  voice  his  agony  to  hill  and  stream. 
That  they  might  solve,  or  speak  the  vision  out 
Of  sight. 

As  though  the  cold  dumb  sod,  and  trees 
Insensate,  water  only  water  still. 
And  humble  leaves  of  grass,  and  shadows  dim 
And  chilled  for  the  want  of  sun,  had  anv  line 
So  subtle  they  could  reach  the  soul,  and  bear 
It  balm,  or  had  a  voice  to  soothe  to  rest.     The  mind 
Confused,  by  complex  mastery  of  powers, 
Flies  from  itself  as  from  a  prison  house. 
Or  would  so  fly,  forgetting  chains  and  bars 
Made  to  confine  and  torture  it,  are  blood 
And  bone  of  its  own  self.     It  may  speed  round 
The  earth,  fly  to  the  poles,  or  ply  the  whip 
And  spur  in  battle  smoke  and  thunder,  war 
A  Murat  on  the  field,  pursuing  Peace 
A  white  winged  phantom  of  delight  who  speeds 
Before —  a  pause,  a  thought,  we  see  Peace  lives 
Within,  but  by  distempered  mind  is  mirrored 
Forth,  a  thing  to  be  pursued,  apart 
From  the  pursuer.     When  will  man  be  wise, 
And  know  the  ships  that  move  upon  his  sea. 
Where  phantom  sails  within  deep  mists  are  still, 
Becalmed  in  ice,  no  passion  winds  to  blow. 
No  rainbow  hope  to  tip  the  mast,  with  dead 
Hands  at  the  helm  ;  or  ships  that  fly  in  war 
Of  winds  and  waves  to  wrecks ;  or  ships  that  ride 
In  white  robed  majesty  with  golden  freight 
To  harbors  populous  with  life  and  light; 
Or  ships  w^ith  passionate  folly  at  the  helm. 
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Beating  from  barren  shore  to  barren  shore 
In  vain  to  make  a  port ;  or  ships  low  decked 
And  black,  the  swift  winged  pirates  of  the  seas, 
With  skull  and  cross  bones  grinning  at  the  peak  ;  — 
Rise  up  within  the  depths  of  his  own  soul. 
Wherein  their  essence  and  their  shape  are  sphered. 
As  prisoned  gasses  struggle  to  the  light 
Within  some  shadowed  pool?  —  clear  oft'  the  banks 
W'ith  steel-edged  axe  or  pruning  hook  ;   let  in 
The  great  round  sun  with  all  its  blaze,  to  pour 
His  beams  down  deep  within  this  fertile  womb 
Of  our  poor  lives,  to  cleanse  its  issues,  make 
Them  sweet  with  fragrant  odors,  shape  them  fair 
To  look  upon,  and  be  a  joy  forever. 

Turn  within  the  eye,  ann  fix  its  gaze 
On  your  own  soul,  for  there  is  limned  the  first. 
The  faint,  and  primal  lines  of  destiny. 
To  grow,  develop,  and  define  themselves 
With  the  passing  years ;  —  if  from  the  section  seen, 
Your  skilled  eye  turns  the  arch  completed,  then. 
Forecasting  fate,  or  her  suggestions,  you 
Can  trim  vour  sails  for  winds  to  come. 


VII, 

The  good 
God  made  and  rounded  us,  and  placed  the  sweet 
And  succulent  juices  rich  for  natural  food 
Within  our  reach  ;  — 'tis  onlv  fantasy 
Which  sees  the  aliment  of  starving  souls 
In  far  off  climes ;  —  the  weeds  of  everv  field 
Which  can  take  root  demand  and  find  their  food  : 
The  rain  comes  down  to  them,  the  dailv  sun 
Brings  to  them  light  on  burning  chariot  wheel. 
And  they  do  thrive;   and  tliink  vou  then,  that  souls 
That  hunger  for  eternities  are  bowled 
Deep  into  arid  deserts,  from  (xod's  right  hand. 
To  wail  out  starving  lives,  and  grind  to  dust 
Again,  and  blow  away  upon  the  winds? 
Not  so  —  the  weed  is  filled,  and  raimented 
W^ith  love,  and  so  the  soul ;  —  *tis  but  perverse 
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Distempered  vision  fixed  upon  blank  walls 
Of  barren  stone,  which  strains  beyond  the  line 
And  natural  boundary  of  our  lives,  to  see 
God's  promises  —  the  gardens  of  Hesperides. 

I  said  he  sat  beneath  the  sycamore, 
Beneath  the  giant  shadow  of  the  hill, 
Beneath  the  mellow  music  of  the  stream 
Running  as  silver  in  the  shade  ;  but  as 
He  sat,  his  face  was  all  aflame,  or  all 
A-pale,  as  though  the  ocean  of  his  soul 
Beat  up,  and  climbed  to  sunsets  on  the  hills ;  — 
Beat  back  within  its  caves,  and  left  wide  wastes 
Of  white  and  barren  sands. 

And  it  is  strange 
The  soul  can  be  so  vast  in  its  emotions, 
Still,  can  sphere  itself  within  so  weak 
A  thing  as  man  ;  that  winds  may  gather  in 
Its  face,  which  number  years  and  years  of  slow 
But  sure  acceleration,  to  the  wild 
Fierce  tempest,  shaking  him,  and  nations,  through 
His  passionate  cries,  and  furious  will. 

The  boy, 
Had  flashes  of  the  after-time,  when  love 
Should  be  the  crown  of  life  to  him  ;  when  art. 
And  learning's  jewels,  would  only  shine  as  being 
Around  the  neck  of  love ;  when  one  soft  hour 
In  love's  kind  smile  and  recognition,  would 
Invoke  a  deeper  rest,  more  sweet  content 
Tlian  followed  fame  for  work  of  hand  or  brain. 
And  he  loved  fame,  he  knew  he  did,  though  yet. 
She  had  not  breathed  her  silver  tone  within 
His  car;  —  and  he  loved  art,  though  he  had  wrought 
Her  hints  but  in  the  lines  of  a  paper  boat; 
And  he  loved  learning,  for  since  a  child  he'd  climbed 
Her  lofty  peaks  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  God ;  — 
And  he  loved  nature  from  her  sunny  smiles 
Flashing  o'er  billowy  fields,  to  those  deep  moods 
When  she  recoils  within  herself,  in  dark 
And  slumbrous  mountain  recesses  ;  —  but  all 
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Of  these,  he  saw,  were  bitter  ashes  on 

The  lips'  fond  kiss,  uncrowned  by  human  love. 

And  was  he  wrong  in  his  pursuit? —  had  his 
Fierce  deluded  brain,  made  prisoner 
His  facile  powers,  dragged  them  into  wastes 
Wherein  the  soft  sun  did  not  go,  nor  fall 
The  gentle  dews,  nor  summer  rains,  and  where 
At  last,  companionless  he'd  fall,  and  die? 

Restless  he  did  not  write,  nor  read,  nor  give 
But  half  an  ear  to  breathing  water,  song 
Of  bird,  or  hum  of  bee  in  honey  quest. 
The  skill  of  brain,  which  probed  the  hills  with  power, 
Had  not  the  delicate  touch,  to  find  one  drop 
Of  nectar  soothing  to  the  troubled  heart. 
In  school  he'd  flash  and  shine,  and  peer  through  walls 
Where  others  were  struck  stone  blind  ;  and  his  quick  blade 
Of  thought,  carved  through  to  light  with  wondrous  ease. 
Where  his  whole  class  saw  but  the  impossible. 

But  Anastasia  came,  her  eyes,  her  face. 
Her  step  upon  the  street  so  filled  with  grace, 
Had  opened  broader  fields,  let  down  new  bars 
And  bade  him  enter  in,  and  see  how  vast 
A  world  was  love  ;  and  see  her  stretching  fields 
So  filled  with  incense  breathing  flowers,  filled 
With  soft  delights,  and  beds  of  deep  repose ; 
So  crowned  with  mellow  suns,  and  water  dewed 
With  fresh  young  summer  morns,  that  once  within. 
Nor  fame,  nor  art,  nor  learning's  rich  repasts, 
Nor  glittering  wealtli,  nor  iron  visaged  power. 
Could  tempt  him  back  again  to  tread  their  ways. 

A  dry  branch  snapped  and  startled  him  I  —  the  hill. 
The  wood,  the  stream,  the  enchanted  air,  as  by 
A  flash,  resolved  themselves  to  common  things;  — 
He  started  up,  and  strained  along  the  bank. 
His  eyes  beneath  the  foliage,  and  saw 
A  woman  picking  slow  steps  through  the  trees. 
And  thick  strewn  thistles,  mullein  stalks  and  dark 
And  tangled  underwood ;  emerging  in 
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A  spot  of  sun,  that  in  the  thicket  lay 
Dropped  there  through  a  wide  cleft  of  foliage 
Above  her  head ;  — she  stopped,  transfixed  and  still, 
To  see  the  miracle  before  her  eyes. 
Where  slefider  fern,  and  thistle  head,  and  soft 
And  velvet  mullein  leaf,  and  mandrake,  strove 
To  crowd  and  shoulder  up  to  meet  the  soft 
Warm  kisses  of  the  sun ;  —  her  face  was  calm, 
And  eyes  absorbed  the  luminous  tangle  at 
Her  feet,  as  though  therein  she  saw  the  touch 
Of  God,  and  saw  it  work  slow  miracles 
As  great  as  that  of  Lazarus  of  old. 

It  was  the  woman  of  his  thoughts  —  she  too, 
Touched  by  some  witchery,  had  sought  the  field, 
The  river's  bank,  the  underwood,  not  less 
To  allay  her  restlessness,  than  see  the  art 
Of  nature  untamed  by  pruning  hook  or  plow ; 
Where  sun  and  air,  and  earth,  by  triple  bands 
Of  marriage,  exhaled  excess  of  fruitage,  burst 
The  cold  grey  sod,  and  built  a  maze  of  weed, 
And  tree,  and  flower,  so  intricate,  and  yet 
So  perfect  in  design  ;  —  no  wonder  she 
Stood  still,  and  searched  the  thicket  with  her  eye. 
To  find  the  cunning  hand  that  wrought  it  all. 

Though  but  a  child  in  thought,  a  simple  girl 
At  school,  she  stood  there  still,  arrested  by 
A  power  she  could  not  comprehend ;  and  stood 
In  awe  of  an  unseen  presence  filling  all 
Her  soul  with  thought  unspeakable  —  she  paused 
And  knew  she  paused,  within  that  sunny  spot 
Upon  that  brink  of  earth  and  time,  which  then 
Did  melt  to  nothingness  beneath  her  feet ; 
And  in  their  place  the  infinite  arose, 
The  shadow  of  the  smile  of  God. 

And  so, 
W'c  poor  blind  men,  a-creeping  through  the  worldi 
Will  unawares,  at  times,  catch  subtle  hints 
Of  the  beyond,  above,  unchangeable ;  — 
And  though  they  come  to  us,  uncertain,  dim 
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As  the  first  touch  of  dawn,  we  know  behind 
Them  comes,  upon  swift  wheel,  the  perfect  day. 

While  her  thoughts  wandered  to  the  unknown,  his  went 
To  her ;  —  while  she  was  startled  as  a  fawn. 
At  the  Great  Spirit  of  the  Universe, 
Whose  smile  was  visible  to  her  wide  eyes 
Enshrined  in  mystery  of  tree,  and  stream, 
And  tinted  wildwood  flower,  he  forgot 
The  wild  disturbance  of  his  brain,  and  slid 
His  scallop  shell  from  restless  wave  to  shore  — 
That  shore,  that  rock,  that  solid  ground,  that  sweet 
Incomparable  paradise,  rose  up  to  kiss  his  feet. 
And  place  them  firm,  the  moment  she  appeared;  — 
For  then,  to  him,  a  soft  effulgence  shone 
Diffiised  through  all  the  wood. 


VIII. 

lie  waited  still,  he  would  not  move  and  break 
The  vision,  for  like  the  morning  star  she  had 
Lit  there ;  and  more,  to  the  effulgence  of 
Her  beams  she  added  thoughtfulness,  the  light 
Of  mind,  which  peered  across  this  narrow  belt 
Of  life,  to  travel  the  infinite  plains  beyond. 
He  would  not  break  her  reverie,  her  calm 
And  lofty  correspondence  with  her  God, 
For  well  he  knew  too  seldom  came  the  mood, 
The  flash,  the  inspiration,  lifting  up 
The  heart  and  brow  above  the  narrow  cares, 
And  noisy  brawls  of  every  day  aflairs. 

This  could  not  last  —  a  crane  arose  with  loud 
And  heavy  wing  without  the  rushes  on 
The  bank,  and  shed  light  thunders  in  the  wind, 
And  tlirew  a  passing  shadow  on  the  sun. 
Disturbing  her ;   she  followed  it,  and  saw 
It  flitting  far  above  the  sycamore 
Into  the  sky — a  glimpse  beneath  the  leaves 
Her  eyes  met  his,  and  all  the  earth  was  changed 
To  her  from  diamond  light,  to  ruby  blaze ;  — 
Her  human  heart,  was  basking  in  the  light  of  mind, 
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But  now,  a  sudden  flush  of , rose  was  in 

The  air,  and  other  deeps  were  stirred,  to  rack 

Her  bosom  with  its  sweetest  pains. 

And  she 
Would  fly  ;  —  but  he  would  not  —  the  tide  was  up, 
And  he  would  float  his  ships  to  anchorage. 
Henceforth,  defiance  hurl  to  outer  winds 
And  waves,  arising  but  to  wreck  his  hopes ;  — 
Why  toss  forever  on  a  sea  of  doubts? 
There  stood  the  sorceress,  if  she  but  willed. 
Tumultuous  winds  would  sink  to  calm,  and  he 
Adjusted  to  eternal  love,  would  be 
At  rest. 

"  1*11  help  you  out  the  tanglewood," 
He  said,  and  with  strong  foot  he  trod  adown 
Rank  weeds  and  underbush,  and  went  to  her. 
Then  she  went  in  his  path  to  outej^  light. 
Once  in  the  open  meadow,  sloping  from 
The  hill ;  once  in  the  broad  full  day,  the  earth 
Came  back  to  both,  with  its  utilities  — 
The  fever  of  his  brain  was  lost  in  her; 
Her  reveries  in  the  wood  had  passed,  as  dreams 
Will  pass,  and  leave  us  cold  to  build  a  fire 
To  keep  us  warm,  and  cook  our  food. 

"  How  came 
You  here,"  she  said  ;  ''is  this  your  dreaming  place 
Your  temple  of  the  Gods?"     And, as  she  spoke 
A  quiet  smile  upon  her  features  played, 
As  though  she  spoke  to  hide  her  thoughts;  and  he. 
Just  tossed  ashore  by  his  great  passion's  storm, 
Was  slow  in  words,  for  he  would  hide  his  thoughts. 
As  though  the  conscience  in  each  heart  rose  up. 
Stretched  forth  her  hand,  and  said,  "be  still,  be  still, 
The  rosy  lips  of  love  are  not  to  breathe 
The  zephyr  of  a  breath,  until  God  wills ;  — 
And  you  are  children,  you  know  not  the  voice 
Of  God." 

If  children  do  not  know  that  voice 
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Who  knows?     Their  hearts  are  young,  and  selfishness 

Has  not  Bastiled  them  in  its  iron  bars ;  — 

They  are  free  in  ever}'  fibre  of  their  being, 

To  spring,  respond  at  slightest  touch  of  tioith ; 

To  fly  across  the  world  for  generous  deeds. 

And  shed  quick  tear  at  misery's  helpless  wail, 

And  what's  all  this  but  living  as  God  wills? 

And  if  in  these,  the  impulse  is  the  truth. 

The  guide,  and  points  the  needle  to  true  pole, 

Why  not  in  love,  which  comes  so  like  a  flash, 

Without  cool  calculation  tingeing  it. 

With  a  touch  of  gall ?  —  if  trivial  things  are  seen 

And  mastered  at  a  glance,  as  we  are  meant 

To  see  them,  so  our  davs  mav  be  as  smooth 

As  summer  streams,  why  not  obey  the  deep 

Strong  flood  when  it  arises,  bears  the  heart 

In  heavv  currents  that  will  not  be  still. 

As  rivers  bear  their  ships  to  sea?     Shall  cold 

Clear  reason  man  the  helm,  turn  head  to  shore. 

The  nearest  shore,  and  force  a  wreck,  for  fear 

A  wreck  may  come  out  on  the  trackless  main  ? 

IX. 

His  love  cried,  "  speak,"  and  conscience  answered,  **  no." 
And  inward  conflict  tortured  him ;  this  side. 
There  lay  the  flowery  fields  of  paradise ; 
And  that,  the  path  of  duty ;  —  his  poor  eye. 
Earth  blind,  could  not  discern  that  they  were  one  ;  — 
What  then?     His  duty  said,  '*  Step  down  from  peaks 
Battling  with  the  sun  and  clouds,  to  the  common  earth, 
And  talk  of  common  things  "  ;  —  and  yet,  they  were 
Alone  with  nature  and  themselves;  the  hill 
Above  them,  field  around  them,  and  the  wood. 
Lulled  in  repose  beneath  a  summer's  sun. 
Invited  love,  and  her  sweet  whisperings ;  — 
And  yet  the  thought  flashed  on  him  then,  ''  she  is 
Alone  with  me,  she  did  not  seek  me  here. 
And  shall  I  wing  at  her  my  lightning  shaft:s? 
She  cannot  fly,  as  well  strike  down  the  fawn 
Trembling  and  powerless  at  my  feet  —  I  will 
Not  speak"  — 
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And  then  obeying  conscience,  •'yes*' 
He  said,  "  this  is  my  temple  of  the  Gods, 
When  weary  of  my  books,  I  come  down  here ; 
And  of  the  world,  I  come  here  with  my  books; 
And  of  myself,  I  fly  here  then  to  seek 
A  balm  in  nature  for  wounded  self  esteem, 
To  build  myself  again  and  be  a  man  — 
You  too,  it  seems,  seek  pale-eyed  thoughts  beneath 
The  trees.'* 

'*  I  do,"  she  said,  '^  I  see  so  much 
Within  the  fields  beneath  the  trees,  to  fill 
Me  with  sweet  calms  and  comfort  me ;  I  can 
Not  see  the  reason,  only  this  I  know. 
The  fields  expand  my  heart  —  and  still  I  love 
My  friends ;  —  the  flowers  are  not  so  sweet,  but  that 
My  heart,  while  drinking  their  delights,  will  turn 
And  wander  to  my  mates  at  school.'* 

''That  is 
The  woman  in  you,"  he  replied  ;   "  a  friend 
Before  a  king;  — a  friend  before  the  keen 
White  light  of  mind,  which  penetrates,  dissolves 
The  blade  of  grass,  or  acorn,  rock,  or  drop 
Of  rain,  into  their  simple  elements;  — 
Light  is  illusive ;  — to-day  'tis  thus  and  so. 
To-morrow,  otherwise  ;  —  the  truth  no  man 
Can  know ;  to-day  we  bleed  for  it,  and  then 
To-morrow  cry,  what  fools  to  cling  to  such 
A  faith  ;  give  me  but  heart  to  heart,  divine 
Philosophy  may  go  a-maying  for  aught 
I  care  "  — 

And  with  these  words  he  gaily  switched 
.V  thistle  head  from  ofl'  its  stem,  then  turned 
And  flung  a  stone,  in  wantonness,  to  cut 
The  foliage  of  a  sycamore,  and  see 

Tlie  torn  leaves  fall  —  "  see  there"  he  said,  "that  bloom 
Of  thistle,  and  the  falling  leaves,  detached 
From  tlie  all  embracing  love  sustaining  them, 
Must  die,  dissolve  to  dust,  and  blow  away. 
But  one  dear  friend  thut  L  cuu  love^  within 
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Whose  ear  my  heart  can  pour  itself,  and  in 

Whose  eves  mv  own  are  mirrored  back,  will  bend 
•■1/  » 

Me  closer  to  this  earth  and  to  my  God, 

Will  nurture  in  me  more  amenities, 

To  shine,  and  shed  the  morning  rose  perfumes 

And  bind  my  powers  in  strength  of  unity. 

Than  all  my  books,  whose  pages  are  aflame 

With  white  dry  light  —  I  will  no  more  of  them  ; 

'Tis  love  that  we  do  want  *'  — 

And  with  this  burst 
Of  passion  on  his  lips,  he  flung  his  book 
Far  in  the  stream,  and  saw  it  float  away  — 
Dry  leaves  and  bubbles  fading  out  of  sight. 

X. 

The  girl,  looked  up  at  him,  and  saw  a  storm 
Was  in  the  wind  —  these  fitful  gusts  did  bode 
No  good  —  the  cold  reser\'c  of  nature's  calm 
Was  stirred  too  much  —  the  hurricane  might  come 
If  but  one  link  of  their  reserv  e  was  broke ;  — 
'Tis  true  that  after  storm,  there  might  then  come 
To  her  a  life  of  calm  —  when  reason  walks 
W^ithin  the  door,  love  out  the  window  flies ;  — 
The  girl  was  thinking ;   how  could  love  let  fall 
Her  ripe  and  luscious  sweets  from  ofl'  her  lips? 
Alone  with  Arthur,  and  with  nature  she 
Should  speak  her  own  true  heart ;  but  out  of  vast 
Untathomable  deeps  she  could  not  sound. 
The  eternal  "  nay  '*  was  whispered  —  thundered  in 
Her  ear,  and  she  entrenched  herself  behind 
Her  maidenly  reser\x,  and  only  said 
"Arthur,  you  are  a  boy,  a  silly  child. 
The  true  man  has  both  heart,  and  mind. 
The  truly  great  have  both,  in  consummate  bloom. 


»» 


At  this,  he  winced  ;  —  her  cold  abstractions  did 
I^Kot  suit  hU  fancy  then,  for  as  she  thought 

tpoke  her  thought,  her  own  dear  self  was  far 
bom  him,  —  herself  and  not  her  truths 
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**  A  silly  child  am  I  ?  "  he  said, 
**  I  would  I  were  a  child  in  thought,  that  I 
Could  quench  brain  fires  and  vaulting  fancies,  as 
Fierce  winds  the  torches  of  a  masquerade." 

''  No  no,"  she  said ;  *'  the  fumes  of  Erebus 
Have  mixed  dun  smoke  with  the  images  of  your  brain. 
Do  not  forget  yourself —  1  saw  your  eyes 
The  other  day  in  school,  as  they  looked  out 
The  window,  up  the  hill  —  they  did  not  see 
The  hill,  but  roamed  within  that  paradise 
Of  floating  images  that  follow  you 
Where* re  you  go.     Your  affluent  mind  to  you 
A  kingdom  is,  and  you  are  king ;  you  must 
Not  be  a  traitor  to  yourself,  grow  mad. 
And  abdicate  your  crown." 

"  Tis  strength  we  want 
In  man,  and  delicacy  in  woman  —  the  oak 
The  vine  ;  rough  Vulcan  to  soft  Venus  wed  — 
The  thews  of  strength  do  center  in  the  brain ; 
But  love's  fine  tendrils  radiate  from  the  heart; 
Seize  nature  as  a  wrestler,  bear  her  down, 
And  stand  the  sovereign  o'er  her  mysteries ; 
Subject  her  sweetnesses  to  your  delights. 
And  be  the  king  God  meant  that  you  should  be." 

'*  I  would  be  King,"  he  said,"  but  with  the  club 
Of  Hercules,  I  can't  achieve  the  task 
Of  Mastership,  though  hurricanes  should  wing 
My  blows,  so  easily  as  warm  sun  beams. 
Which  glide  persuasively  to  nature's  heart. 
And  win  from  it,  the  violet  and  oak. 
And  myriad  beauties  in  the  verdured  fields." 

"  The  tread  of  Caesar  shakes  a  Rome ;  his  arm 
Beats  back  the  Briton  and  the  Goth  ;  he  strides 
The  world  Goliath  like ;  but  let  the  eyes 
Full  orbed  and  dewy,  of  Egypt's  sensuous  queen 
Melt  one  sofl  glance  into  his  fiery  stars. 
And  all  the  visions  of  his  power  will  pass. 
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His  bannered  legions  fade  from  sight,  dissolve 
As  frost  work  in  the  morning  sun ;  and  his 
Great  arms,  that  erst  had  clasped  the  world  like  iron. 
Will  be  a  child's  in  tenderness  around 
A  woman's  neck." 

"  Then  where  is  genuine  power.? 
Not  in  the  cunning  forethought,  ecstasies, 
Or  daring  ventures  of  the  brain,  to  seize 
And  hold  the  world ;  but  in  the  under  streams. 
The  flowing  currents  of  the  heart  which  bear 
The  great  round  world  upon  their  bosom's  front, 
And  bear  it  in  the  channels  trenched  by  God, 
Unto  the  havens  of  his  eternal  rest." 

k'  We're  weak,"  she  said ;   "  like  zephyrs  in  the  winds, 
We  idly  float,  until  we  find  full  leaved 
A  giant  palm,  or  tall  umbrageous  pine, 
And  then  we  voice  ourselves,  on  tremulous  leaf 
And  stalwart  arm,  in  music  half  divine. 
No  woman  ever  grew  full  orbed,  and  robed 
In  all  her  glories  unloved  by  man  ;  for  from 
That  love  she  draws  the  essence  of  her  life. 
The  crimson  of  her  blood,  her  sentiments 
Sun  tipped  with  sweetness  and  with  light ;  — 
And  this  being  true,  this  source  of  life  to  her 
Must  be  rock  ribbed  with  power — his  days  and  nights 
Must  grow  in  knowledge ;  science,  art,  and  books 
Whose  pages  picture  all  of  history, 
Must  minister  to  his  thirst,  and  yield  their  sweets 
To  feed  his  growth  of  mind." 

"  Aye  there's  the  fault 
With  you,  'tis  growth  of  soul,  not  mind,  we  want; 
'Tis  character,  not  power  of  thought^ — your  books 
May  tell  bare  facts,  they're  only  skeletons ;  — 
' Tis  loving  contact  with  our  kind,  that  shows 
The  flesh  and  blood,  and  sounds  within  our  ears 
The  music  from  the  ocean  of  the  soul. 
These  bare  and  miserable  books,  give  out 
The  faintest  snatches  and  broken  notes  of  those 
Great  epics  the  heroes  of  the  past  have  lived ;  — 
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To  know  the  spirit  of  their  lives,  and  feel 

Their  inspiration,  we  must  live  with  men, 

And  catch  the  subtle  play  of  passions  fires ; 

Look  in  the  eyes  of  men  inspired  by  power, 

And  feel  their  heat,  and  see  with  them,  the  prize 

Crowning  the  mountain  steeps  up  which  they  climb. 

And  shining  in  the  sun  like  a  globe  of  gold. 

'Tis  in  the  heat  and  conflict  of  our  lives, 

When  brothers,  linked  to  us  by  sympathy, 

Stand  up  with  brave  strong  front,  and  fight  and  fall. 

Stricken  by  adverse  fate,  to  failure,  death ;  — 

And  as  we  see  their  pale  sad  faces,  fixed 

In  lineaments  and  still  forever  more. 

We  learn  of  charity  and  love,  are  moved 

By  sweet  compasiion  for  the  weaker  ones; 

And  grow  in  manliness,  as  we  do  grow 

In  love.     True  courage,  linked  with  tenderness 

Is  found,  brother  and  sister  of  one  mother, 

Love ;  —  and  so  the  great  full  hearts  are  made. 

Taking  their  strength  and  sweetness  from  the  world, 

To  hover  over  home,  and  brood  to  rest. 

The  mother  and  the  children  gathered  there ; 

As  the  great  warm  sun  o*er  the  valley  broods, 

And  fills  it  with  the  beauties  of  the  field, 

And  with  the  lulling  voices  of  the  woods." 

*'  The  names  that  tower  upon  the  mountain  peaks 
Of  time,  and  blazing  in  eternal  suns, 
Superior  and  unapproachable. 
Arose  from  out  the  crowd,  and  shouldered  up 
To  their  pre-eminence  ;  not  by  their  own 
Pure  strength,  but  by  the  force  of  love  that  heaved 
Beneath  their  feet,  as  billows  neath  the  ship ; 
For  they  were  of  the  men  who  gave  the  love. 
And  felt  their  sympatliy,  and  joyed  with  them. 
And  caught  their  fire,  advanced  their  hopes,  and  gave 
To  them  their  faith,  and  their  excess  of  strength ; 
And  so,  while  sening,  they  o*ertopped  the  world." 

XI. 

The  girl  did  not  reply  —  her  lips  were  still; 
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Her  eyes  were  resting  on  the  sun  spots  in 

The  grass;  —  reflection  came,  she  saw  the  truth 

Was  this,  the  brain  may  weave  its  tangled  webs 

With  all  the  patience  of  the  mother  East ; 

Its  cunningest  device  is  but  cokl  lines 

And  meaningless,-  unless  the  heart  weaves  in 

Its  love,  and  tints  it  with  the  human  flame. 

A  Cheops  and  Cephrenes  pile  the  cold 

Grav  stones,  and  forty  centuries  lie  down 

To  sleep  beneath  their  shadows,  but  the  crowns 

That  built,  exacting  human  toil,  in  all 

These  ages  have  not  bent  for  benediction, 

None  pronounced  thtni  blessed —  e*en  Egypt's  queen. 

Signal  for  human  beauty  and  weaknesbcs. 

Lies  close  to  the  human  heart ;  her  name 

Is  lisped  more  tenderly,  than  those  proud  names. 

The  monarch  builders  of  the  Pyramids, 

And  why?  —  She  crowned  a  C;esar*s  pride  with  love. 

Where  are  the  heroes  of  the  sword,  whose  wild 
Ambitions  trampled  millions  on  the  field?  — 
W^e  mention  but  to  warn,  but  that  high  brow. 
And  face  benignant  as  a  God's,  whose  few 
Short  3'ears  made  holy  ground  where  e'er  he  trod, 
Beams  on,  and  will  forever  beam  the  Star 
Of  Bethlehem,  to  the  human  race. 

These  children  met  that  afternoon,  and  each 
Reached  out  for  what  was  not  possessed  ;  the  giil 
For  strength,  the  man  for  love  ;  —  so  woman  dreams  — 
So  man  —  within  their  blended  dreams  is  found 
The  circle  of  the  perfect  life. 

And  then 
Thev  understood  themselves,  as  bv  a  flash 
The  thought  came  home  to  them,  that  each  did  want 
That  which  the  other  alone  could  give.     This  scaled 
Their  lips,  but  looked  out  from  their  eyes,  and  each 
In  silence  took  the  other's  hand,  then  went 
Awav  —  she  wandered  throujjh  the  meadcAv  ;   he 
Plunged  in  the  thickets  on  the  river's  bank. 


^o6  BY    THE    ATLANTIC. 

How  obstinate  the  questionings  that  will 
Intrude,  and  tangle  with  perplexity. 
We  never  doubt  until  we  think ;  before 
The  mind  erects  its  throne  within  the  soul 
Faith  lives ;  with  thoughtfulness  comes  doubt, 
Then  faith  becomes  a-blind,  and  wanders  wide 
From  truth  ;  the  more  our  light,  the  darker  grows 
Our  path  ;  but  it  is  pride  by  which  we  fall, 
The  pride  of  knowledge  —  God  alone  can  know, 
Believe  in  Him,  for  that  is  all  the  law. 

Here  were  two  children  in  the  morn  of  life. 
With  birds  they  sang,  with  wild  winds  kissed  the  hills; 
And  from  their  hearts  there  flowed  pure  waters  of  life. 
But  knowledge  came  and  sobered  them  ;  it  cast 
A  shadow  on  the  sun  spots  of  their  lives.     They  would 
Go  forth,  as  a  morning  wind  with  dewy  breath. 
And  breathe  fresh  life  on  everything;  but  here 
Were  doubts,  or  miry  muddy  pools  in  which 
They  fell,  and  creeping  out  again,  they  moved 
Slow  paced,  and  humbled  of  their  pride. 

If  children  could  but  love,  not  think,  how  blessed 
Might  be  their  tender  years ;  but  where  there  falls 
The  most,  the  purest,  and  the  highest  light. 
There  tremble  most  the  doubting  hearts,  as  though 
God  meant  an  equipoise  of  head  and  heart, 
That  both  to  grow  in  rest  should  grow  alike, 
And  not  enfeeble  either  for  the  other's  power. 

And  it  should  be,  that  as  the  mind  expands, 
Absorbs  diviner  light,  that  peace  should  come 
And  with  it  rest  —  but  *tis  reverse  to  this 
As  God's  great  truths  illumine  us,  we  gi'ow 
As  restive  as  the  bird  on  wing,  we  find 
No  beds  of  roses  in  Arcadian  groves. 

Poor  Arthur — wandering  through  the  thickets  wild. 
He  found  sweet  relief  in  crushing  them,  for  a  wrath 
Pent  up  must  vent  itself — philosophy, 
Denuded  of  its  tinselled  visions,  mad 
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To  see  itself  in  truth,  runs  wild  a-muck 
At  giant  windmills  of  the  air,  and  swears 
The  victory  its  own. 

XII. 

But  Arthur  pricked 
His  nervous  fingers  on  a  thorn  —  the  world 
And  its  realities  came  back  to  him. 
Proclaimed,  and  mirrored  in  the  drops  of  blood. 
There  was  a  bank  whereon  the  sunshine  slept, 
A  broad,  and  green,  and  clovered  apron  piece 
Falling  from  the  meadow's  waist,  to  meet  the  flood ;  — 
On  this  he  sat,  and  as  he  rested,  drew 
One  strong  deep  sigh  —  he  looked  far  back  beneath 
The  orchard  leaves,  and  saw  the  meadow  spread 
Up  to  the  road,  a  level  bed  of  green 
Wherein  a  shadow  floated  far  away 
And  left  him  dumb.     Before  he  saw  her  in  the  wood. 
Tumultuous  thoughts  o'erwhelmed  his  soul,  but  now 
Revulsion  came,  the  disenchanted  world 
Was  blank,  and  cold,  and  purposeless;  —  the  fires 
Before,  had  grooved  and  scarred  his  heavens  with  deep 
Red  lines ;  but  now  thick  blackness  spread  a  pall. 
And  he  was  dropped  plumb  down,  a  pebble,  banked 
Upon  a  barren  shore,  to  lie,  as  lost, 
Covered  forever  from  the  sight,  by  white 
Dead  sands,  or  by  fierce  waves  be  ground  to  dust. 
The  mountain  reared  a  great  thick  bank  of  pine. 
From  the  river's  brink  to  the  upper  sky,  beneath 
The  branches  floating  upwards  towards  the  sun. 
The  slope  was  steep ;  and  covered  with  the  moss, 
And  damp,  and  resinous  odored  carpeting. 
But  sweetest  far,  to  him,  was  the  darkness  there, 
Primeval,  ancient  as  the  woods ;  and  he 
To  shake  away  from  him,  his  passion's  winds. 
His  dumb  despair,  and  find  forgetfulness, 
The  river  crossed,  and  climbed  the  slope  beneath 
The  pines,  and  kissed  the  dark  damp  breath  of  earth 
In  rapture,  for  its  comforting  —  as  though 
In  nature's  deepest  solitudes,  poor  man 
Can  find  a  balm  for  restlessness,  a  sweet 
And  unctuous  medicine  to  cool  his  blood 
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When  veined  with  fire ;  or  find  a  voice  so  wise 
And  subtle,  tender,  it  will  solve  all  doubts 
And  tone  itself  with  God's  benignity, 
And  settle  rest  upon  the  soul. 

He  climbed 
The  steep  and  dark  ascent,  and  near  the  top 
A  black  ribbed  ledge  of  rock  cropped  out,  and  made 
A  wall ;  whose  brow  o*erhung  the  trees,  and  on 
The  brink,  a  huge  pine  rooted,  stood  so  tall 
And  lone,  he  looked  the  sentinel  of  night, 
The  guardian  of  the  hill,  the  knarled  roots 
Wove  round  and  into  crevices,  were  bare 
And  muscular,  conditioned  for  the  fight 
With  wind  and  storm  ;  the  walls*  black  front,  scooped  out, 
Was  basined  for  a  cool  and  limpid  spring. 
Half-mooned,  around  the  upper  verge,  the  rank 
Ferns  grew,  and  glassed  themselves  within  the  pool, 
A  ring  of  shadow  round  a  wheel  of  light ;  — 
And  from  the  creviced  ledge,  the  white  drops  fell. 
And  spread  swift  circling  wavelets  on  the  glass. 
The  cool  damp  air,  and  stones  thick  carpeted 
With  emerald  moss,  and  odors  of  the  woods, 
Evolved  a  spirit  of  the  place  which  cooled 
His  brain,  and  lulled  the  fires  that  burned  along 
His  blood. 

This  was  a  spot  much  loved  by  him  ;  — 
From  the  mountain  perch  whereon  he  sat  he  looked 
As  a  tired  eagle  from  her  nest,  and  saw 
The  world,  confused,  belittled  in  the  vale. 
When  here,  alone  with  lofty  pines,  his  power 
Came  back  to  him,  restored  his  equipoise; 
The  flutterings  of  his  heart  were  still,  and  hope 
Replumed  her  wings  for  loftier  flight. 

He  sat 
Himself  upon  a  cold  gray  stone,  and  laved 
His  heated  brow,  and  mused  —  "I  am  a  boy, 
Whose  passions  are  but  flimsy  gossamer. 
In  tempests  bounded  by  a  thimble's  rim  — 
I  deem  the  world  is  shaken,  as  I  shake. 
That  my  poor  special  pain,  or  joy,  is  big 
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As  all  the  world.     When  1  come  here,  and  see 

These  ferns,  the  sweet  perfection  in  them  born, 

And  yet  the  narrowness  of  their  lives ;  and  see 

This  towering  pine,  yet  rooted  to  this  rock  ; 

This  cool  clear  pool,  yet  basined  in  this  spot; 

This  moss  so  soft,  and  green,  and  interlaced 

With  emerald  aisles,  cathedral  arches  reared 

In  miniature  wherein  the  fairies  walk ; 

And  yet  this  wild  cathedral  tracery 

Is  glued  to  these  damp  stones  —  and  so  with  me. 

Endowed  with  many  featured  powers,  rich 

With  gifts  of  feeling  and  of  sentiment ; 

And  with  two  eyes  that  sweep  the  world,  I  must 

Confine  myself  within  the  narrow  vale ; 

Or  climb  no  loftier  steep  than  this  poor  hill ; 

Or  sail  no  broader  seas  than  this  small  pool ; 

And  with  a  love  that  fills  the  rounded  earth, 

Must  nanow  it  to  fill  one  woman's  heart." 

'•  And  it  is  passing  strange  that  perfect  things 
Like  the  beech  leaf  1  hold  within  my  hand, 
A  joy  to  brooding  souls,  a  little  touch 
Of  heaven*s  finger  tips,  should  not  expand 
And  cover  all  the  earth  with  its  divine 
Significance." 

"  So  I  must  live  with  deep 
Strong  ocean  pulses  beating  in  my  veins ; 
A  drifting  seaweed  caught  between  two  rocks, 
And  beat  my  fibres  into  lifeless  shreds. 
In  mad  wild  waves  as  cold  as  Arctic  seas. 
I  will  not  be  the  sport  of  fate ;  —  these  ferns 
Grow  arcning  gracefully  around  this  pool ; 
Their  fair  perfection  lights  the  gray  old  rock 
And  makes  it  smile ;  —  not  made  divine  with  thought, 
Not  sensitive  with  feelings*  floods,  with  no 
Round  wondering  eyes  a-searching  earth  for  God, 
As  children  for  their  mother  search  the  world ; 
They  live  in  peace,  proclaiming  that  the  hand 
Which  made  them  is  divine.     But  my  poor  heart, 
Winged  as  the  eagle  circling  in  the  sun. 
And  broad  as  ocean  in  its  love,  and  soft 
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As  dew  in  tenderness,  and  lifting  up 

Two  aching  eyes  to  pierce  the  realm  of  stars, 

And  find  the  Eternal  throne,  falls  back,  at  last, 

Forever  baffled  in  its  purposes.     'Tis  not 

In  me,  to  set  my  squadrons  in  the  field  — 

A  Lilliputian  host  armed  with  weak  straws 

To  thwart  battalions  of  the  Deity ; 

And  yet  the  fern  fulfils  its  destiny, 

Why  not  I  mine?     Its  destiny  is  rest. 

Mine  must  be  war,  since  fires  will  blaze  along 

My  veins  lit  by  no  human  hand  —  and  hark. 

That  gray-winged  eagle  screams,  and  pains  the  air 

That  folds  blue  silence  round  the  upper  hill ;  — 

In  that  is  deep  unrest,  a  pang,  a  cry 

Of  wild  alarm  —  and  does  he  sit  upon 

The  pine,  and  nurse  the  arrow  piercing  him 

With  folded  wing  ?     No,  no  !  —  with  one  wild  cry, 

He  spreads  his  pinions  on  the  waves  of  air. 

Disdains  his  perch,  and  searches  all  the  winds. 

And  dares  the  floodgates  of  the  sun  ;  flies  high 

In  narrowing  circles,  grasping  broader  glance 

Of  eye,  then  turns  and  plunges  like  a  ball 

Far  down  the  slope  and  disappears  in  shade. 

To  rise  again,  perhaps,  and  curve  his  flight 

Far  o*er  the  mountain's  crest  to  unknown  deeps." 

''  Conduct  me,  Jove,  and  thou,  too.  Destiny," 
He  said,  "  1*11  spurn  all  meaner  purposes. 
Plunge  in  the  rising  tide,  and  cap  its  foam 
With  armed  and  battling  strength  —  the  tide  ?  —  that  wealth 
Of  love  I  feel  first  trickling  out  of  rocks 
Jutting  far  up  in  the  cloud  lands  of  my  life, 
And  gathering  into  floods  upon  the  plains, 
As  lines  of  silver  by  my  dusty  ways ;  — 
I  have  the  will,  and  do  the  deed  I  will ;  — 
God  made  that  woman  for  mv  heart  —  I  see 
Her  pulses  come  and  go,beneath  my  eye. 
And  feel  my  own  —  wild-horses  on  the  plain, 
No  rein  to  curb  them  ?  —  oflf  you  mountain  shade 
With  all  your  dim  enchantments  of  the  woods! 
Away  you  graceful  sleepy  ferns,  you  taunt 
Me  with  your  sweet  perfection  and  your  rest ! 
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And  out,  you  limpid  pool,  you  eye  within 

The  forehead  of  the  mountain  set,  no  more  » 

Can  all  of  you  my  cravings  fill.     A  boy, 

Sombered  with  thought,  you  played  into  my  moods. 

Like  words  into  the  music  tones ;  —  but  now, 

Awakened  to  a  loftier  light,  I  see 

A  God  in  that  sweet  woman's  eves  that  bids 

Me  to  my  knees,  and  bends  me  to  the  awe 

Of  worshipping;  and  thithei*ward,  henceforth, 

I  tend,  and  he  who  sees  me  laggard  in 

My  steps  may  spur  with  fire.     Arise  my  heart 

And  bound  with  deer  upon  the  stubborn  hills, 

And  fly  with  eagles  in  the  hollow  blue ; 

New  life  has  come,  new  worlds  arise,  and  fate, 

The  limber-fingered  artist  of  the  morn, 

Twines  tracery  of  smiles  in  the  morning  beams. 

Wherein  rich  hours  beckon  me  to  come, 

And  trip  it  on  the  wings  of  air  —  my  books  !  — 

Away  with  them,  dead  fancies  of  dead  men ; 

Mv  business  is  with  life,  with  the  to-dav ; 

Spinning  the  thread  of  fate  for  web  and  woot 

In  which  to-morrow  weaves  its  flower  forms ; 

ril  leave  these  woods,  and  down  within  that  vale 

ril  seize  the  little  problems  of  my  day 

And  master  them,  and  be  the  lord  of  fate. 

This  mountain  air,  these  great  tall  pines,  this  rock 

So  massive  and  immovable,  this  pool 

Of  liquid  crystal,  fountain  of  delight. 

Do  re-enforce  my  stubborn  will,  and  prompt 

It  to  high  deeds  —  'tis  glory  to  achieve  ;  — 

Achievement  crowned  with  love  is  bliss  indeed  ;  — 

And  there  is  that  which  stirs  within  my  blood, 

That  bids  me  tear  the  mounUiin  from  its  base 

Ere  it  be  foiled  of  its  intent.     '  A  boy ' 

Do  I  hear  lisping  on  the  wind  ?  —  pause  there 

Weak  words,  true  love  is  never  weak  ;  it  takes 

The  boy,  and  clothes  him  with  the  lion's  mane. 

And  once  at  bay,  with  all  his  majesty ; 

Beneath  its  spur,  he'll  speed  like  teasing  winds 

O'er  mountains,  desert  plains,  and  will  not  pause 

At  deep  uneasy  seas,  but  compass  them 

At  one  wild  leap.     I  am  no  '  boy  ' ;  —  endowed 
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With  love's  capacity,  enriched  by  love's 
Return,  I  stand  full  armored  for  the  fight; 
And  now,  brave  world,  I'll  at  you  with  a. will, 

XIII. 

He  turned  him  to  the  downward  slope,  and  crossed 
The  river,  strode  Goliath-like  through  broad 
Low  meadows  till  he  reached  the  road.     The  wild 
And  lofty  passion  waked  upon  the  hill ; 
Compressed  his  lips  in  firm  resolve,  and  bent 
His  feet  to  stalwart  reach,  and  made  him  crush 
The  meadow  daisies  with  no  thought  of  them, 
When  they  were  wont  to  be  his  fair  delight. 

He  did  not  think  the  inspiration  caught 
Upon  the  hill,  within  the  wood,  with  a  pair 
Of  woman's  eyes  to  stream  forth  light,  so  soft 
Difl'usive  and  expansive  in  their  beams. 
They'd  fill  the  landscape  with  a  summer's  sun. 
Could  flash  out  quick  to  the  common  light  of  day, 
But  so  it  was —  he  struck  the  dusty  road, 
W  here  farmer's  wagons  rolled  their  weary  way 
On  creaking  axle  and  in  blinding  dust ; 
The  sharp  crack  of  the  driver's  whip,  too  near 
His  ear,  and  dust  in  mouth  and  eyes,  and  shouts 
Of  the  stalwart  sons  of  toil  in  duty's  yoke. 
Clipped  wild  Hyperion's  wings,  and  with  a  thud, 
Bereft  of  all  his  splendors,  brought  him  down 
To  common  clay. 

And  yet,  not  quite  so  low  — 
Resolve  was  left  to  him  well  crystallized ; 
His  thought  took  shapes ;   he  looked  into  the  clouds, 
And  saw  a  ladder  stretching  to  the  clouds. 
The  school,  his  books,  the  expansion  of  the  mind, 
All  gathering  to  itself  the  arrow  truths 
To  bring  results  and  thoughts  of  them,  down  deep 
In  other  hearts  —  these  were  the  means  to  win 
The  crown  with  brilliants  set,  and  lined  with  down. 

But  ah  !  the  common  lot  of  man  —  the  sun 
Wheeling  her  axle  dowu  the  western  slope. 
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And  waning  behind  the  hill,  saw  this  great  man, 

This  flaming  giant  in  the  wood,  reduced 

To  common  clay,  a-herding  sheep  in  fold, 

And  tending  swine,  and  counting  chickens  in 

The  roost,  and  yet,  why  not?  —  this  nourishing 

The  sub-soil  roots  of  life,  is  dignity ; 

For  from  these  roots  the  pines,  and  strong  armed  oaks, 

Draw  life,  and  stand  conspicuous  in  strength 

And  beauty.     God  planted  man  on  earth,  and  he 

Must  feed  on  succulent  root,  and  herb,  and  fruit. 

A  Plato  dreams,  but  then  a  Plato  eats ; 

Without  the  gardener  at  his  gates,  tiiis  swan 

Of  Greece  would  die  with  his  music  in  his  throat. 

The  heroes  of  this  world,  the  shining  stars 

Whose  lustre  lights  the  world,  are  cased  in  clay. 

Not  much  unlike  the  spade-man  in  the  ditch. 

The  soul  within  shines  through,  as  shines  tiie  sun 

Through  lattice  bars ;  —  the  barefoot  boy  in  rags 

May  bear  a  spirit  like  a  king's ;   and  when 

His  sun  is  at  the  zenith,  dominate 

The  world.     High  thought,  and  purity  of  heart, 

And  sentiments  as  odorous  as  the  rose. 

Fly  palaces,  and  dwell  in  simple  homes. 

For  there  men  live  the  nearer  to  their  God  — 

The  clear  great  sun,  and  ambient  air,  and  earth 

In  all  her  fruitfulness,  infuse  the  soul 

With  their  sweet  majesty,  and  lift  it  to 

Themselves,  as  kin,  and  children  of  one  God. 

So  Arthur  in  his  homelv  cares,  walked  in 
A  light,  surrounding  him  as  one  great  globe. 
To  him,  all  luminous  —  through  it,  he  saw 
The  world,  and  all  the  world  was  light;   he  trod 
His  homely  ways,  as  Jupiter  the  clouds. 

XIV. 

The  village  lay  along  the  river's  bank. 
And  to  the  eastward  spread,  surroimded  by 
Green  fields.     One  street  went  through  —  in  summer  days 
The  traffic  of  the  town,  went  lumbering  up 
And  down  in  dust,  with  laboring  wheel ;  — 
The  stage,  of  old-time  memories,  each  day 
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Flew  through  with  winding  horn,  and  brought  the  news; 
It  was  the  pulsing  nerve,  which  thrilled  the  inner 
With  the  outward  light ;  that  centered  all  the  world, 
Mirrored  its  lights  and  shades,  and  voiced  its  words. 
To  hungry  eyes  and  ears  in  that  small  town. 

The  long  year  round,  the  dull  low  hum  of  wheels, 
Amid  faint  whispers  of  the  river's  waves, 
Pervaded  all  the  air ;  and  workmen  in 
The  shops,  at  intervals  of  rest,  would  fold 
Their  arms,  and  lean  against  the  bench,  and  lend 
An  ear  to  this  music  stealing  through  the  air. 
And  lulling  to  repose. 

A  mile  above. 
The  river's  flood  was  turned  into  a  course ; 
Green  banked,  and  level  flowed  the  stream,  to  pour 
Its  power  upon  the  grinding  wheels ;  —  along 
That  bank,  for  more  than  forty  summers  past. 
Lovers  had  walked,  and  whispered  of  their  hopes. 
And  mingled  their  tender  tones  with  water  sounds ;  — 
And  wanton  boys  there  found  the  place  for  hours 
Of  idleness,  when  truant  from  the  home 
Or  school ;  and  many  is  the  gray  haired  man 
To-day,  who  looking  back  to  sunny  youth. 
Will  say  his  sweetest,  maddest  hours  were  played 
Along  that  bank,  and  in  that  flood,  beneath 
The  beech  trees  and  the  butternut  which  spread 
Their  welcome  shadows,  shed  their  autumn  fruits. 
As  special  riches  for  the  wild-eyed  boys. 
And  as  these  old  men  visions  wander  back. 
Hovering  along  that  bank,  soft  eyes,  and  blue. 
Bright  eyes  and  black,  look  into  theirs,  and  light 
Their  hearts  with  keen  resolve  and  virtuous  strength, 
To  pass  beyond  those  narrow  hills,  and  fight 
The  world.     And  often  do  they  wish,  when  faint 
And  staggering  in  the  strife,  to  dash  all  down. 
And  fly,  once  more  to  that  green  bank  beneath 
The  beech  and  butternut,  and  find  the  old 
Enchantment  there.     But  this  can't  be  ;  —  youth  comes 
But  once  on  this  frail  shore  of  time  —  we  spread 
Our  sails,  and  leave  soft  airs,  and  placid  coves. 
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Turn  venturous  prows  to  the  wide  and  unknown  deep ; 

And  sail  forever  and  forever  on  — 

The  heart  may  bleed,  and  long  to  turn  and  sail 

Far  back  to  the  enchanted  land  of  youth  ;  no  power 

Can  turn  the  prow  or  change  the  helm  —  the  light 

Behind  may  lure  —  the  gloom  ahead  will  have 

And  keep  —  and  faith  alone  can  give  repose. 

To  me,  this  eve,  that  narrow  water  belt 
Lies  right  across  the  visions  of  my  youth. 
As  the  Milky  Way  across  the  arch  of  night  ; 
'Tis  studded  thick  with  thoughts,  and  airy  dreams, 
And  hours  of  idleness,  in  which  the  boy 
Forgot  the  shadows  along  his  path,  and  spread 
The  fitful  wing  of  butterfly,  and  broke 
In  songs,  as  cosy  as  a  bird  he  sat 
Beneath  the  beaches  on  green  banks,  listing 
The  music  of  the  crystal  waterfall ; 
Or  watched  the  vanishing  bubbles  in  the  sun ;  — 
The  spirit's  freedom  then,  was  prophecy 
Of  broad  activities  in  later  years, 
Of  phantoms  to  be  pursued,  and  grasped,  and  lost 
When  grasped,  as  airy  nothingness ; —  but  there 
The  earth  was  bright  and  full  of  sweets,  and  hope, 
The  siren,  painted  rainbows  in  the  clouds 
Beyond  the  hills ;  and  fear,  the  raven-winged. 
Pencilled  no  line  upon  the  arch. 

One  eve. 
The  taper  of  a  sultry  day  —  this  boy, 
This  Brobdignag  in  Lilliput,  stole  out 
For  lightsome  dalliance  with  the  evening  wind ; 
And  to  unbend  his  pent  up  energies  — 
His  walk  lay  on  the  summit  of  the  bank, 
With  wayward  foot,  he  brushed  the  thistle  stalk 
And  mullein  and  white  daisy  in  his  path ; 
And  whistled  a  low  sweet  tune,  a  harmony 
The  natural  voicing  of  the  witching  eve  — 
The  gloaming  of  the  night  just  breathed  a  veil 
Upon  the  woods  that  clothed  the  western  hill ; 
And  faint,  the  crescent  moon  was  dropped  among 
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The  clouds;  its  argent  sails,  as  night  came  on, 
Came  nearer  still,  and  stood  out  white  against  the  sky; 
An  argosy  of  dreams  the  stars  sent  down, 
That  we  might  plunder  and  be  rich. 

His  thoughts 
Were  busy  as  a  swarm  of  bees  in  summer, 
But  love's  sweet  phantasies  were  none  of  them  ; 
They  climbed  a  ladder  to  the  stars  and  seized 
White  crowns,  and  placed  them  on  his  brow,  and  droppec 
Such  marvelous  pearls  upon  the  earth,  of  truth 
And  eloquence,  and  bits  of  song,  for  which 
The  great  world  scrambled,  so  he  deemed  himself 
A  god  —  the  spur  to  this  were  two  dark  eyes  ; 
And  yet,  an  inward  impulse  ruled,  and  bid 
Him  climb ;  —  love  and  a  strong  ambition  waved 
An  equal  wing,  and  bore  him  up  and  on ;  — 
Like  many  another  fool,  to  win  a  heart. 
He  drew  his  sword  to  conquer  all  the  earth. 
As  though  with  fame  and  power  to  ope  the  g^tes, 
Love  would  fly  in. 


XV. 

Old  Reuben  Griggs,  his  friend. 
His  grey-haired  friend,  a  man  of  odd  conceits. 
Of  honest  heart  and  subtle  brain,  this  eve. 
Was  wending  through  the  field.      His  step  was  sl()\\\ 
And  eyes  bent  down  in  meditative  mood ; 
And  with  his  six  foot  staff,  he  picked  his  way 
Between  the  thistles ;  through  the  swales  he  saw 
His  boy  companion  on  the  bank,  and  went 
To  him  ;  —  the  two  sat  down  to  talk,  commune 
As  one,  upon  the  problems  boys  can't  solve. 
Nor  men,  indeed  —  for  Arthur  was  his  mate  ;  — 
The  boy,  the  man,  in  social  mood  with  hand 
In  hand  leapt  wild  beyond  the  edge  of  time. 
And  grappled  with  the  dim  eternities. 
And  sought,  from  out  their  dark  vast  voids,  to  sb 
Some  elemental  truths  for  men  to  know 
And  comprehend  ;  —  fixed  fate,  free  will,  and  lo 
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Supreme,  and  dark -browed  evil,  human  woe 
Forever  moaning  sorrow  on  the  shores  of  time; 
The  policies  of  states,  religion's  deep 
And  awful  mysteries;  and  social  needs 
Jostling  and  jarring  each  on  each,  to  find 
Repose  in  harmony  —  though  big  these  themes, 
The  boy  pursued  the  man  with  questioning. 
And  over  wise  replies,  until  gray-beard 
Felt  babes  and  sucklings  could  be  wise  indeed. 
And  when  they  met,  they  met  as  lovers  meet. 
The  strong,  the  sweet,  to  blend  their  hearts  in  one, 
Each  in  the  other  to  satisfv  his  need. 


"And   what    thought    now,   my    boy?**    said    Reuben 

Griggs, 
"  The  flush  upon  thy  cheek  shows  fire  within  ; 
Thy  spirit  is  fighting  through  some  Marathon, 
And  in  hot  haste  bestrides  the  field —  contest 
Will  wear  and  waste  tlie  blood  —  tell  me  the  calise." 
'*  I  will,"  the  boy  replied,   ''  for  knowledge  comes 
Though  wisdom  lingers,  slow  paced,  dull-eyed,  and  bovs 
You  know,  must  fall  pierced  through  and  through  with 

tmth's 
Keen  lance  before  thev  see  the  shaft.     See  there 
The  moon,  why  does  it  shine?     And  see  the  stars. 
Bright  spots  within  the  dark  blue  arch,  and  why 
Shine  they  ?     It  cannot  be  for  poesy 
Alone,  to  aid  the  lovers  in  their  plaints; 
I  gaze,  and  awe  steals  o'er  me  as  I  gaze ; 
The  magnitude  of  things  oppresses  me. 
And  hurls  me  down  abysses  deep,  plumb  down 
As  helpless  as  the  pebble  tossed  in  air. 
And  then,  within  my  little  breast,  I  feel 
Wild  waves,  and  ocean  swells  heave  up  and  down, 
And  I  am  helpless  as  a  child.     I  look 
Beyond  to-day  and  see  a  promise  in 
The  sky,  of  joys  to  be  if  I  climb  steep 
And  long  ascents.     The  cows  need  food,  and  grass 
Grows  at  their  feet ;  —  my  soul  needs  love,  but  God 
Has  hung  it  in  the  clouds,  and  given  to  me 
No  wings.'* 
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Old  Reuben  Griggs  looked  at  the  boy 
And  dropped  into  a  meditative  mood, 
As  though  a  vision  of  new  things  did  move 
And  trouble  him.     The  quick  eye  of  the  boy 
Glanced  at  his  aged  face,  and  brought  him  back 
From  the  perilous  edge  of  dreams,  to  sense  and  speech;  — 
*'  I  see,'*  he  said,  **  an  arrow  in  your  heart, 
'Tis  touched  with  honey,  barbed  with  fire ;  the  pain 
So  rankles  that  your  wings  do  chafe  the  air. 
And  you  cry  to  the  air  for  balm."  —  "  If  pain 
Pricks  my  poor  spirit  to  complain,  and  I 
Do  cry  for  help,  what  blame  have  I?  —  'tis  m}^ 
Necessity,  and  not  mv  will,  that  I 
Do  vex  the  winds  with  sighs ;  —  can  that  poor  child 
The  panther  seizes  at  the  hut,  suppress 
His  voice  and  die  as  on  a  bed  of  down? 
You  know  last  winter  when  the  ice-dam  burst, 
And  pent  up  waters  roared  through  crackling  crystal 
Heaps,  and  tumbling  timbers  —  how  I  leapt 
From  plank  to  beam,  from  whirling  beam  to  ice 
That  plunged  to  nether  chaos  'neath  my  feet ; 
And  how  men  paled  for  me  upon  the  shore. 
To  see  me  sucked  a  dead  leaf  'neath  the  flood ; 
But  with  firm  lip,  quick  eye,  and  agile  feet. 
And  spirit  masterful  and  calm,  I  trode 
My  bridge  of  bubbles  to  the  shore.     The  men 
Then  caught  me  in  their  arms,  and  cried  for  joy, 
And   called   me   'quick*   and   'calm'  and    'brave.'     But 

now  — 
And  now  —  the  flood  beneath  my  feet,  o'ertops 
My  head,  and  dashes  stinging  foam  upon  my  brow ; 
It  comes  from  out  the  infinite ;   I  can 
Not  stay  the  winds,  and  she,  you  knew  her  well. 
The  winged  Venus  queen,  rides  on  their  crest. 
And  shakes  the  trident  of  her  power  full  in 
My  eyes  ;   and  she  surrounds  me  like  the  sea  ;  — 
How  can  I  baflle  her,  or  check  the  floods 
Whereon  she  rides  in  power,  and  even  she 
Can  not  say  "  peace  be  still  "  and  force  a  calm, — 
Confusing  fogs  and  billows  follow  us, 
As  though  we  both  were  dropped  in  a  sea  of  clouds, 
Impel Jc(l  by  winds  that  know  no  shores." 
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XVI. 

*'  Dear  boy," 
Said  Reuben  Griggs,  ''  take  that  from  out  my  hand ;  " 
The  boy  a  thistle  grasped,  and  let  it  fall ; 
Then  crimson  drops  oozed  out  his  fair  white  hand ; 
He  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  half  in  anger  sprang, 
As  though  he*d  try  conclusions  with  the  old, 
Tough  fibered  man  —  "  You've  hurt  me,  sir,  —  see  here 
My  fingers  bleed,  this  is  not  kind  —  indeed 
Not  kind  of  you."     *'  And  why  not  kind,"  the  old 
Man  said,  *'  You  stand  upon  your  feet,  my  boy. 
Do  you  feel  clouds  beneath  them  now?"     He  saw  — 
And  sat  him  closer  to  the  old  man's  side. 


"  The  commonplace  is  to  our  dreams,  and  to 
The  passions  forcmg  us  as  winds  we  know 
Not  where,  like  cold  clear  water  to  the  steam ; 
A  touch,  and  heat  and  power  flash  out  to  cold 
And  harmless  drops  of  dew,  and  then  the  heart 
A-chill  goes  lurking  for  a  place  of  rest." 
"  My  boy,"  the  old  man  said,  "you  have  a  will. 
Determine  to  be  calm,  and  then  be  calm. 
Though  earthquakes  roll,  and  thunders  shake —  the  mind 
Can  hold  its  tenement  of  clay,  as  in 
The  hand  the  silken  fabric  crushed  lies  still ; 
'Twas  Caesar's  will  to  cross  the  Rubicon ; 
Then  Pompey's  legions  faded  out,  as  mist 
Before  the  mountain  wind ;  —  the  gods  may  give 
You  power,  but  what  avails  that  power  unused  ? 
There  breathes  upon  you  sweet  soft  winds,  and  she 
Pervades  them  like  a  fragrance  from  the  rose  ;  — 
The  flexile  will,  will  medicine  you  to  sleep. 
Drowned  and  destroyed  in  opulence  of  sweets ;  — 
Stand  up,  and  clench  your  fist,  and  set  your  teeth. 
And  fix  a  marble  brow  of  hate  against 
The  charm,  and  —  puff*!  —  'twill  vanish  in  the  air." 

*'  And  can  it  be,"  the  boy  replied,  *'  that  age 
Has  chilled  your  blood  —  your  wrinkled  veins  run  ice, 
That  all  this  world's  deliciousness  to  you 
Is  but  the  common  dust  and  muddy  pool? 
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If  such  is  age,  I'd  rather  die  when  my 
Red  veins  are  ruddy  with  the  ruby  fires, 
And  pass  the  Styx  at  one  fell  leap,  as  though 
A  flaming  orb  were  stricken  from  the  sky ;  — 
To  have  these  succulent  humors  dry,  and  leave 
Mc  standing  sapless  as  the  girdled  tree. 
Insensible  to  dews,  soft  rains,  sweet  winds. 
And  give  no  buds  for  their  embrace  —  zounds,  this 
Were  a  living  death  !  " 

"  I  tell  you,  sir,  the  earth. 
The  air,  the  all  of  this  light  air  is  filled 
With  mystery  ;   not  light  and  agile  things 
To  play  with  like  the  bubbles  on  the  stream ; 
A  mystery  of  law,  of  power ;  a  something  cold 
As  steel,  unyielding  as  the  rock,  against 
Whose  will,  my  hopes  and  puq^oscs  may  break, 
And  break  again  new  hopes  and  purposes, 
Until  my  spirit,  broken  like  a  reed 
Cowers  a  dead  leaf  drifting  on  the  snow." 

"  And  what,  my  child,  is  its  decree  for  thee, 
In  this  the  flowing  of  thy  blood,  beneath 
The  lances  of  this  woman's  eves?  " 

'*  I  can 
Not  tell,  nor  shape  my  feeling  into  thought ;  — 
The  sure  decree  is  writ ;  I  see  it  shine 
Beyond  these  clouds,  not  half  outlined  to  me ; 
I  cannot  read  the  words,  unless  they  are  these : 
'  A  dream  to-day,  and  in  the  future  too,  a  dream.' 
And  what's  a  dream  ?     The  sound  of  passing  winds, 
The  iridescent  hues  in  the  bubble's  bulk, 
A  violet  on  the  verge  of  Alpine  snow. 
The  fragrance  in  a  field  of  fern  —  the  wheel 
Of  time  moves  on,  and  all  are  gone ;  and  yet 
There  is  a  force  per\'ading  me,  so  full 
And  strong,  and  palpable,  that  I  feel  bound 
And  helpless  as  a  child  —  this  cannot  be 
A  dream,  ensphering  and  pervading  me, 
Absorbing  and  engulfing  mc  —  it  will 
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Not  pass  the  shadow  of  a  summer  day  — 

Can  your  experienced  eyes  read  through  the  clouds?" 

XVII. 

"  Knowledge  is  no  man's  perquisite,'*  he  said ; 
"The  tender  fibres  of  your  frame  may  feel 
The  presence  of  divinity,  and  touch 
Your  thought  to  speech,  before  cold  intellect 
Would  know  divinity  was  there.     Mv  blood 
Was  once  as  hot  as  vours,  and  from  its  heat 
Visions  evolved  themselves,  and  grew  so  big 
To  my  young  eyes  they  tilled  the  great  round  world ; 
But  down  between  these  hills,  there  came 
December  winds,  and  I  was  cold ;   there  came 
A  hungering  for  bread,  and  I  must  eat; 
A  thirst  for  knowledge,  books  must  yield  their  food ;  - 
These  cravings  of  the  mortal  man,  glared  in 
At  every  window  of  my  soul  like  wolves, 
And  their  hoarse  yelpings  broke  my  dreams  to  air." 

"  But,  sir,  with  nature  strong,  conceptions  clear, 
To  have,  to  lose  these  visions  of  your  youth, 
And  feel  no  spur  to  fight  and  make  them  real, 
Were  cowardice  —  where  was  your  kingly  will.^ 
Or  did  these  visions  lie  upon  your  mind, 
Like  faint  mists  on  the  sea,  or  like  the  fogs 
That  float  upon  the  soft  spring  gales  along 
The  river,  now  weaving  through  the  butternut 
And  now,  in  silken  tanglement  entwined 
With  the  slender  branches  of  the  elm  ;  and  now 
Resting  a  moment  in  the  eddies  whirl, 
And  now,  gone  out  within  that  sun-lit  spot 
Falling  between  the  mountain  and  the  pine?  " 

*'  You  do  not  flatter  me,  my  boy  —  I  was 
Not  stone,  my  soul  was  touched  with  tenderness  — 
To  see  rude  boys  unwing  a  butterfly 
Would  sting  my  blood  to  fierce  rebuke  —  to  hear 
A  word  flung  out  of  angry  lips  to  cut 
Some  shrinking  flesh,  would  strike 
Me  all  ablaze  to  champion  the  weak  — 
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I  hear  your  thoughts  —  but  wait,  don't  say  »  Your  blood 
But  weakly  burgeoned  into  summer  flowers, 
Which  paled  and  shriveled  in  the  first  sharp  frost ' ;  — 
Or  do  not  say,  '  Your  tenderness  was  thin 
And  shallow-soiled,  beneath  the  surface  mold 
Ambition,  selfishness,  and  greed,  took  root 
And  grew  thick  over-brush  of  thorns  to  choke 
The  flowers." 

"  Wisdom  shows  this,  Psyche,  soul. 
Which  flits  forever  to  the  sunlit  hills, 
Is  harnessed  to  the  plough,  and  it  must  draw 
If  it  would  eat  —  the  heat,  the  cold,  the  night, 
The  day,  the  living  sod,  the  shimmering  seas. 
All  weave  their  webs  about  our  feet,  and  pull 
A  maze  of  tanglement  for  us ;  and  we 
Must  walk  so  bound  and  blind,  till  kindly  fate 
Unthreads  our  feet  with  death  —  and  then  we're  freer— 
We  must  concede  the  bonds,  and  strive  with  them, 
That  they  may  cut  less  deeply  in  our  flesh 
Of  earth,  and  housed  in  earthly  tenements. 
The  pickaxe  and  the  spade  demand  we  bend 
The  knee  to  them  — they  pile  earth's  sweets  around 
The  roots,  and  there  the  flowers  blink  the  sun." 

"  But  you  did  love,  and  were  as  hot  of  blood 
As  I  to-day,  and  did  you  conquer  love 
With  wit?     If  so,  you  did  not  love,  for  love 
Comes  like  an  exhalation  from  the  skies ; 
Impalpable,  per\ading  all  the  air. 
And  filling  all  the  world  with  sweets ;  — 
Your  word  could  not  bespeak  it  out  of  space ; 
Your  wit  could  never  disenchant  the  world  — 
Your  will  could  never  find  nor  master  it; 
Your  wisdom  —  only  straws  in  its  path  of  flame, 
You  may  know  much,  but  love  you  never  knew." 

Old  Reuben  drew  a  long  low  whistle  on 
The  wind,  which  waked  a  robin  into  song, — 
Its  mate  came  leaping  on  the  bank,  then  both 
Took  wing,  to  beeches  on  the  river's  brink, 
And  mixed  their  music  with  the  evening  airs. 
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XVIII. 

"  'Tis  true,"  old  Reuben  said,  ''  the  verv  birds 
Forever  fly  to  social  harmonies ; 
And  brave  the  dangers  of  the  woods  and  fields 
To  mate,  and  plume  the  beauties  of  their  wings 
In  the  same  sunbeams —  instinct  declares  the  law ;  — 
But  we,  have  work  to  do,  to  build  the  state, 
To  build  ourselves,  perfect  our  character. 
So  that  we  stand  serene  in  every  ill. 
And  be  ourselves,  let  buftet  us  what  will ; 
This  love  of  which  you  prate,  is  but  a  wild 
Untoward  wind,  as  often  bears  to  us 
The  poison  of  the  Upas  tree,  as  living  balm 
From  Araby  the  blest ;  we  must  stand  up 
And  clothed  in  all  our  natural  dignities 
Declare  ourselves  to  be  supreme." 

''But  see," 
The  boy  broke  in,  "  the  God  who  doeth  all 
Things  well,  compels  the  robin  to  his  mate, 
And  in  obedience  is  bliss.     The  same 
Sure  law,  compels  me  to  this  woman's  eyes ; 
And  in  their  blaze,  the  world  for  me,  is  lit 
In  gold ;  —  shall  I,  because  the  cows  must  feed  ; 
Because  the  corn  must  grow,  dissolve  this  light. 
Bend  my  proud  neck  to  labor's  yoke,  and  walk 
In  long  field  furrows  all  my  days?  —  why  not 
Obey  the  higher  law?  —  unfortunate 
It  will  forever  din  its  thunders  in 
My  ears,  forever  spread  before  my  feet 
A  sheet  of  gold,  forever  sing  to  me 
So  full  a  song  no  discord  can  come  in  ; 
Fine  gild  the  day,  and  people  all  the  night 
With  charms  —  I  am  not  deaf,  nor  dumb,  nor  blind; 
Through  every  sensitive  avenue  to  my  soul. 
Pours  in  a  flood  to  testify  God's  will 
To  me,  and  that  is,  yield  or  die." 

The  old 
Man  beat  the  sod  with  his  long  stafl^,  and  fell 
To  musing.     "  'Tis  plain,"  he  thought,  "  the  boy  is  mad  ; 
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This  fine  great  world,  perfection  from  the  hand 

Of  God,  with  beauties  spread  so  measureless, 

And  subtle  laws  delighting  us,  to  see 

Them  leading  nature  in  her  endless  round, 

Philosophy  and  truth,  perpetual  life 

To  minds  well  poised  —  all  these  are  but  the  slain 

Dead  Hector,  at  his  passion's  chariot  wheels." 

The  winds  will  have  their  course,  Niagara 
Must  pour  her  flood,  and  so  this  mad-cap  boy, 
A  wisp  of  straw  within  a  hurricane. 
Must  fly  the  circle  of  his  destiny. 
To  reason  with  a  lover's  brain,  is  work 
For  fools,  —  and  Reuben  Griggs  was  wise. 

*'  I  fear. 
My  friend,  1  have  no  medicine  for  your  pains;  — 
W  hen  I  was  young,  wild  winds  tore  through  my  skies; 
And  clouds  came  up,  but  they  all  passed  away. 
And  left  me  as  you  see  me  now,  a  poor 
Old  man,  contented  with  mv  cows,  and  such 
Reflections,  as  my  life  may  yield.     I  am 
Content  with  good  sweet  food,  these  meadow  lands, 
And  talking  streams,  and  singing  birds,  and  winds 
And  mountain  shadows  lying  thwart  the  vale 
At  night  and  morn  —  I  am  content  —  a  king 
Cun  be  no  more ;  and  so,  my  boy,  the  years 
Will  come  and  solve  your  doubts ;  they  have  a  balm 
For  all  of  human  ills,  thev  bear  the  kev 
To  throw  the  great  bolts  back  that  bar  the  light 
From  us,  and  let  us  in  to  truth.*' 

''  Look  up, 
And  see  the  broad  green  slope  of  the  western  hill ;  — 
At  the  c(\^Q  of  the  upper  wood,  a  deeper  g^'een 
Starts  out,  and  darkens  to  a  wide  ravine ; 
There  is  a  spring  at  first,  and  then  a  stream 
As  full  of  noisv  babble  and  of  foam, 
Of  airy  leapings,  tanglement  with  root 
And  rock,  now  in  the  sun  and  now  in  shade, 
As  though  a  frenzy  seized  it  at  its  birth, 
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To  take  all  shapes  impossible,  and  run 

All  courses  but  the  right  —  but  see,  below, 

It  melts  into  the  lake,  and  there,  how  still? 

As  placid  as  the  sky  that  domes  the  hill. 

And  so,  my  boy,  your  life  frets  on ;  —  when  come 

Gray  hairs,  then  truth  and  peace  will  come  to  you ; 

And  then,  these  mad  sea  waves,  and  hurricanes, 

And  clouds  of  doubt,  which  baffle  you,  looked  back 

Upon,  will  vex  a  smile,  such  straws  could  rise 

Immeasurable  monsters  in  your  path." 

xix. 

"  Ho  !  strawis  are  they  ?  "  —  the 'wild-eyed  boy  replied, 
*'  I  did  not  ask  to  love,  nor  ask  to  doubt. 
Nor  beg  the  fates  to  weave  their  webs  around 
My  feet,  and  force  me  walk  by  perilous  brinks 
Bestrewn  with  flowers ;  I  did  not  beg  the  stars 
To  send  to  me  those  two  dark  eves,  to  be 
Companions  in  my  days  and  nights  ;  —  if  I 
Am  touched  by  madness,  cannot  break  the  spell, 
Where  is  my  fault?     Deliberation  is 
Not  love  ;  —  the  hand  that  sets  the  harmonies 
Of  two  poor  hearts,  in  this  discordant  world. 
To  play  in  unison,  so  strung  the  chords 
For  sovereign  purposes  of  its  own,  and  I 
Must  bow  my  will  to  the  diviner  power,** 
'Tis  madness  to  resist.** 

"  One  robin  sings. 
His  mate,  stirred  to  accordant  harmony. 
Breaks  out  in  answering  song ;  and  they  awake 
The  fields  and  woods  *til  music  floods  the  morn. 
The  good  that  in  us  lies,  like  fountains  in 
The  hills,  will  break  out  to  the  sun  in  streams ; 
These  streams  unite,  and  pour  the  rivers  to 
The  seas  —  with  flow'ry  verdure  light  the  plains ;  — 
But  let  each  drop  congeal  to  ice,  and  hate 
Its  fellow,  they  will  plough  the  hills  and  plains 
In  ragged  ruin." 

"  Ah  no  I  shut  upi  the  eyes 
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Of  reason,  lend  all  eye,  all  ear,  all  sense 
Of  power,  all  faith  and  hope,  all  cunning  schemes, 
All  deep  forethought,  and  all  the  energies 
That  drive  the  chariot  wheels  of  life,  to  serve 
This  master  passion  of  the  heart;  — it  came 
Uncalled,  the  gods  alone  could  send  it  down, 
'Tis  folly  to  defy  the  gods." 

And  then, 
With  these  sharp  words,  the  passionate  boy  leaped  up, 
And  flew  along  the  bank,  and  left  his  grave 
Old  friend  confused  and  wondering,  to  see 
A  fire  within  the  blood,  could  unthrone  sense. 
And  make  a  broad  brained  boy  so  great  a  fool. 
He  thought,  "  But  it  is  well,  'twill  strike  out  fires. 
Awaken  strange  energies,  and  force  the  keen- 
Eyed  eagle  in  his  soul  to  top  the  hills,  and  vault 
Puissant  wing  in  unknown  seas  of  air. 
And  but  for  this,  his  energies  might  lull 
Themselves  in  sleep,  and  he  grope  all  his  days 
A-chill,  as  I  grope  slowly  homeward  now ;  — 
And  it  is  well,  for  love  stirs  all  the  heart. 
Awakes  divincst  energies,  and  nerves  the  soul 
In  that  pure  faith  that  underlies  all  great 
Good  deeds — and  though  the  after  years 
May  cry  '  delusion  ;  *  who  would  venture  forth 
To  master  Fate,  and  her  marplots,  in  all 
Our  little  schemes,  but  for  delusion's  call?  " 

There's  beautv  in  this  world,  and  in  our  lives 
When  mutually  inflamed  by  common  hopes. 
And  the  cherishing  of  common  truths  —  we  can 
Not  live  as  Arabs  in  the  desert  waste 
Alone,  unsocial ;   lost,  like  them,  our  hands 
Turn  hostile  to  the  race  —  and  woman,  man. 
Their  love,  first  wakes  the  music  in  our  lives. 
First  move  the  nations  to  the  upper  light. 

XX. 

Morning  was  there  and  sabbath  quiet  reigned  — 
There  stood  an  ancient  mill  in  ruins;  biats 
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Flew  in  and  out  among  the  rafters  when 

The  night  came  down  ;  and  cobwebs,  old  as  time, 

Heavy  with  the  dust  of  years,  hung  their  gray  palls 

In  shadowy  niches  of  the  roof;  and  great  strong  beams, 

The  skeleton,  turned  gray  with  time,  were  bars 

Through  which  the  rain,  sunbeams  and  winds,  played  hide 

And  seek ;  and  far  beneath  the  broken  floor, 

An  ancient  flume,  half  covered  with  green  slime, 

Leaked  furtive  waters ;  —  at  the  end  a  wheel 

Unpinioned,  broken,  ruined,  lay  still,  half  hid 

Within  a  pebbly  pool ;  no  more  a  thing 

Of  life  and  power ;  and  in  that  pool  light  swarms 

Of  minnows  played  in  and  out  the  shade,  as  though 

Motion,  with  them,  was  purposeless.     0*er  all 

There  hung  an  air  of  mystery,  a  sense 

Of  power  defeated,  sounds  forever  still 

Which  once  had  mingled  music  with  the  sound 

Of  running  waters,  songs  of  birds,  and  speech 

Of  cheerful  men  in  honest  toil. 

This  light 
Haired  boy  stole  there  this  sabbath  mom,  and  in 
His  hand  he  had  a  book  ;  no,  not  a  book 
It  was  a  song  —  with  him  it  was  a  harp 
Within  whose  strings  a  Homer's  music  laid ; 
And  at  his  will,  within  some  sunny  spot 
Beneath  that  weird  and  shaggy  roof  torn  through 
By  the  winter's  wind,  reclining,  he  woke  again 
The  worldly  battle  and  the  clash  of  spear 
And  shield  that  on  Illysus  raved.     This  mill. 
Standing  alone,  far  off  the  public  way, 
Shadowed  by  the  western  hill,  was  classic  ground 
To  him.     He  haunted  it  alone  ;  —  it  fell, 
Gray  ruin  and  ragged  as  it  was,  into 
His  moods,  and  was  a  peopled  world  in  which 
The  pageantries  of  ancient  years  marched  round 
Their  narrow  cycle,  and  passed  away — he  hung 
Within  the  timbered  corners,  banners  rich 
In  gold,  that  once  had  flamed  upon  the  front 
Of  Roman  fields  of  glory ;  and  on  that  floor 
Pillared  on  massive  beams,  a  Plato  walked, 
Sad-eyed,  discoursing  truths  for  all  the  years; 
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And  by  that  pebbly  j^ool,  whose  wavelets,  touched 
By  the  morning  winds,  mimicked  the  raging  seas, 
Demosthenes  aroused  lethargic  Greece 
Against  that  Philip  of  Macedon,  who  fought 
For  power,  as  she  for  liberty. 

The  boy 
Was  here  in  his  favorite  haunt;  — the  tide  of  fire 
Which  had  rolled  deep  and  strong  within  his  blood. 
Had  ebbed,  and  there  were  ashes  in  its  path. 
He  would  renew  his  life,  and  like  the  men 
Endowed  with  wealth  of  soul,  in  every  age. 
When  shadows  fell,  he  laid  his  weary  head 
In  nature's  lap,  and  cried  for  rest.     The  mill. 
Though  but  a  ruin,  was  sociable,  and  talked 
With  him  in  words,  low  whispered,  of  the  past;  — 
Of  deeds  well  done,  and  yet  of  hopes  decayed ; 
Of  birth,  of  life,  of  black  oblivion. 
Whose  raven  wings  are  imminent  over  all ;  — 
The  crimson  lizard,  lying  in  green  slime, 
And  patches  of  sunshine  that  fell  beneath 
The  floor  among  the  gloomy  timbers,  sound 
Of  falling  waters,  buzz  of  fitful  flies 
Shadowing  gray  weatherbeaten  boards  —  all  these 
Arrested  his  uneasy  eyes,  and  served 
To  make  his  heart  forget  itself.     He  could 
Lie  down  upon  the  broken  floor,  look  up 
And  watch  the  clouds  through  rifted  roof, 
And  weave  the  fancies  of  his  brain  with  them, 
And  flush  them  with  the  roseate  of  his  love. 

Seeking  a  sunny  spot  between  two  beams. 
He  sat,  and  from  his  perch  looked  out,  and  saw 
The  meadows  stretching  to  the  road,  and  filled 
With  clover,  where  innumerable  bees 
Sang  low,  and  gathered  sweets  that  filled  the  air 
With  an  intoxicant  that  all  men  love  ;  — 
But  towards  the  hill,  one  broad  green  pasture  lay, 
With  clumps  of  alders,  and  the  prickly  thorn, 
And  leafy  butternut ;  and  fragrant  ferns, 
Unfolding  to  the  morning  sun,  their  palms 
Of  leaves,  to  grasp  its  golden  beams,  and  live.  — 
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XXI. 

The  distant  river  breathed  a  low  tone  through 
The  air,  and  that,  with  hidden  rivulets 
That  leaked  and  glided  through  the  timbered  shades 
Below  the  floor,  were  Naiad  voices  to 
His  ear,  revealing  mysteries  of  flood 
And  field,  in  nature's  tuneful  solitudes. 

Anon,  he  touched  his  book,  and  turned  the  leaves, 
And  fixed  his  eyes,  and  bent  liis  ear,  to  catch 
The  poet's  tones,  and  garments  of  the  light  — 
'Twas  idleness —  his  heart  was  far  away  ;  — 
Some  sorcery  touch  had  sent  his  spirit  out 
As  some  wild  bird,  beyond  his  will ;  —  he  was 
No  longer  master  of  himself.     Unmanned, 
He  willed  to  be  at  rest,  in  calm  accord 
With  nature's  musical  tranquillity. 
He  read  his  book  to  chase  away  his  doubts, 
And  questionings,  rebellions  of  his  heart 
Against  his  destiny,  as  it  was  writ 
For  him. 

But  there  are  times  when  books  and  songs 
Of  poets,  heroic  utterances  of  great 
Good  men,  the  prophecies  of  seers,  alike 
With  nature's  winsome  beckonings  to  glide 
Into  her  aromatic  shades  ;  do  fail 
To  seize  the  soul  and  lull  it  to  repose. 

There  is  no  time  in  all  our  davs  when  Fate 
Is  more  severe,  than  when  the  heart  first  feels 
The  pulses  of  its  love  awake  and  thrill 
To  ecstasies,  to  see  the  black  word  ''  No" 
Steal  out  upon  the  frontlet  of  the  sky. 
As  a  decree  in  iron  writ,  to  sound 
Itself  forever  in  the  ears,  and  be 
The  chord  of  melancholy  in  any  mood 
Of  joy  ;  and  hear  it  whisper  in  the  ear, 
That  erst,  would  list  to  heavenly  harmonies ;  — 
"  Thy  love  will  be  a  pain  forever  more ; 
The  years  may  come  and  go,  and  come  and  go; 
This  vision  in  thy  eyes  will  hover  there. 
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Through  weary  days,  through  long  dark  nights,  in  health, 

In  sickness,  in  din  of  street,  in  calm 

Of  verdurcd  fields  or  on  the  trackless  deep ; 

Where  e'er  thy  feet  may  go,  thy  vision  goes  — 

'Twill  hover  in  the  daisies  o'er  thy  grave, 

'Twill  be  to  thee  a  pain  forever  more." 

And  so  this  quiet  sabbath  mom,  he  strove. 
From  the  desert  plain  of  his  poor  life,  to  drive 
The  illusion  that  so  tortured  him  —  his  books. 
And  these  sweet  gifts  of  nature,  air  and  sun. 
And  verdured  beauties,  failed  to  seize  and  hold 
His  thoughts.     The  outward  peace  inclosed  a  soul 
In  storm  ;  —  emotions  rolled  and  beat,  within 
Against  gray  rocks,  then  burst  in  white  foam  clouds. 
From  which  deep  mists  arose,  and  dulled  his  sky. 
In  all  his  turbulence  of  soul,  he  thought. 
That  come  what  might,  of  passions  bufletings. 
He'd  find  a  peaceful  harbor  in  his  books ; 
In  the  sunny  caves  of  nature's  luxuries ; 
Or  in  the  warm  embrace  of  ancient  haunts, 
Which  had  inwove  themselves  with  all  his  thoughts ;  — • 
But  his  poor  heart  had  slipped  its  anchorage ;  — 
These  ancient  stays,  and  buttresses  of  rock. 
Could  not  confine  the  sea  that  swelled  its  waves 
And  broke  their  narrow  limitings.     The  heart, 
In  battle  with  the  brain,  will  break  and  crush 
It  down  :  will  twist  its  fine  environments 
For  strength,  as  spider  threads  are  twist  and  snapped 
That  chance  between  the  eagle  and  his  prey. 

The  one  great  truth  of  life  he  had  not  learned ; 
'Twas  this  :  —  there  is  a  shore  sun-lit,  and  calm. 
Whereon  the  storms  that  beat  our  lives,  will  break 
And  die  ;  —  where  thunders  shaking  wave  and  air 
In  fell  confusion,  dare  not  cross  the  broad 
White  sands  but  fade  to  whispers  —  faith  in  God 
That  He,  to  his  beloved,  giveth  rest. 

These  sylvan  solitudes,  this  ancient  mill. 
This  Sabbath  morning,  voluble  with  hymns 
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Of  praise  from  a  thousand  tongues,  made  silence  deep, 

So  that  the  beatings  of  his  heart  were  heard 

Across  the  meadow  to  the  hill,  and  back 

Again  in  painful  echoes —  here  there  was 

No  rest  for  him  —  he'd  crush  that  Sabbath  out, 

And  call  for  the  din  and  dust  of  work  in  field, 

In  shop,  or  in  the  snarling  street ;  as  though 

The  hollow  voice  of  petty  cares,  could  shout 

Such  loud  alarums  in  his  ear,  they'd  drown 

The  undertone  of  pain  his  heart  gave  out. 

The  true  man  sees  tlie  right,  he  knows  not  how, 

But  for  his  eyes,  the  dim  earth  fogs  are  pierced. 

By  one  small  beam,  unerring  in  its  aim ; 

As  by  instinct  he  seizes  it,  is  led 

Far  up,  and  out,  to  clear  smooth  seas  —  the  heart 

In  correspondence  with  the  truth,  in  love 

With  it,  will  gravitate  to  its  own  home. 

And  find  its  peace. 

And  yet,  'tis  ordered  here, 
By  accident,  or  ill-adjustment,  fate. 
Or  slight  afifinities  that  hint  repose, 
That  we  find  thorns  when  flowers  promise  fruit; 
That  our  poor  hearts  must  bleed  in  spite  of  truth. 
And  right,  and  lofty  purposes  ;  —  as  though 
The  spirit  of  evil  brooded  everywhere. 
And  lynx-eyed  watched  o'er  every  plan  of  life. 
And  at  the  weakest  point,  put  in  the  knife. 
Between  the  sinew  and  the  bone,  whence  we 
Must  limp  and  stumble  to  our  goals.     We  dare 
The  sun  in  some  high  aim,  and  gather  force, 
Concentrate  all  our  moral  power,  and  means. 
To  this  one  aim,  a  pebble  in  our  path 
Upsets  the  foot,  we  fall  as  Satan  fell 
Nine  days  from  heaven,  and  break,  perchance,  to  rise 
No  more ;  —  where  is  the  blame?  —  not  in  the  man, 
Who  dared,  and  who  was  slain  ;  —  as  well  condemn 
The  traveller  upon  some  deed  of  mercy 
Bent,  struck  down  by  a  white  shaft  from  the  cloud. 

That  we  may  fail,  is  never  to  be  thought;  — 
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We  may  succeed ;  all  eye,  all  ear,  all  arm 

To  achieve  success  we  must  put  forth  ;  —  we  must 

Not  stand,  and  doubt,  for  cowards  only  doubt. 


XXII. 

At  last, 
In  wild  despair,  he  flings  his  useless  book 
To  earth,  and  cries,  "  O  Mother  Nature,  come 
To  me,  dispel  this  cloud,  abate  this  fire 
Consuming  me,  if  to  thy  heart  I  call 
In  vain  for  human  sympathy,  where  can 
I  turn  ?     This  woman  grows  into  my  life, 
As  color  into  the  rose ;  the  thought  of  her, 
My  daily  food,  her  image  follows  me. 
Will  not  away,  but  follows  with  a  smile ; 
And  follows  me  with  soft  sweet  w^ords,  and  makes 
The  hours  musical  with  rhythms  of  love ;  — 
And  these  exalt  me  with  rare  dignities 
Of  feeling  and  of  thought ;  and  yet,  I  know 
It  will  all  come  to  naught,  for  to-morrow  she 
Will  go  away,  will  set  her  face  away 
F'rom  me,  and  look  for  love  to  other  eyes. 
And  then,  perchance,  all  thought  of  me  will  pass 
From  out  her  mind  forever  and  ever  more. 
Ye  woods,  and  hills,  fair  fields,  and  running  streams, 
If  not  in  thee,  where  can  I  find  a  rest 
And  comfort  for  a  bruised  heart?  I  may 
Pursue  her  as  a  phantom  of  delight, 
And  win  some  smiles,  but  I  do  know  that  she, 
Whose  touch  has  taught  me  what  I  am,  how  deep 
And  strong  is  the  music  in  my  soul. 
Has  waked  the  golden  morning  on  my  hills. 
Is  with  me  but  a  day  —  and  she  will  go 
And  leave  to  me  a  life  of  solitude  ;  — 
I  shall  not  find  another  to  take  her  place  — 
And  so  embrace  me,  woods,  and  fields,  and  streams, 
And  fill  my  heart  with  sweet  tranquillity. 

A  footstep  startles  him  —  '*  What,  here?  "  a  clear 
Cold  voice  spoke  out,  and  broke  the  spell  that  bound 
His  wings,  and  held  him  struggling  on  the  earth  — 
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''  In  yonder  house  of  God,  not  in  this  wild 

So  redolent  of  rank  decay,  they  look 

For  you.     The  boy  who  dreams  in  solitude. 

Spuming  religious  needs,  will  end  in  dreams ;  — 

The  world  wants  work,  that  sanctified  by  faith. 

And  faith  in  man,  or  faith  in  God,  is  not 

The  child  of  solitude." 

These  words  aroused 
The  boy,  he  saw  it  was  his  friend,  with  whom 
Full  many  an  hour  he'd  held  high  words  of  wise 
Discourse,  when  age  dropped  pearls  to  youth,  and  youth 
Did  seize  and  wear  them  in  his  crown  of  love. 
''  What  brought  her  guardian  here,"  he,  thought,  "  he  sees 
Her  vision  floating  here  before  my  eyes  —  , 
My  eyes  telltale  my  thoughts,  and  guilt  haf  tinged 
My  cheek  with  crimson  —  must  I  lie,  and  say 
I  came  to  read,  or  came  to  drink  this  day's 
Deliciousness  from  nature's  golden  cup  ? 
But  he'll  detect  the  lie  —  the  master  force 
That  rules  the  heart,  will  flaunt  its  banners  in 
The  face,  and  so  declare  its  cause.     Love  won't 
Be  hid  —  you  cannot  leash  it  as  the  hounds, 
Nor  buy  it  as  gold  within  the  hoarded  pot. 
Sweet  secret  waiting  the  owner's  spade  ;   nor  slip 
It  like  the  diver's  pearl  in  covert  cheek  ;  — 
Perennial  fire,  it  blazes  all  along 
The  battlements  of  eve  and  brow,  and  from 
The  tremulous  finger  tips,  and  lights  one's  path 
Like  torches  in  the  night." — The  boy  knew  this, 
And  dared  no  ventures  on  the  bubbles  lies, 
And  quietly  replied,  •'  I  came  for  rest ;  "  — 
Then  fell  to  thrumming  music  on  his  hands, 
And  peering  for  leviathans  in  the  clouds. 

*'  Arthur  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  —  they  tell 
Me  vou  and  Anastasia  love  —  is  this 
The  truth  ?  " 

•'  Suppose  we  do,  or  do  not  love ; 
Suppose  she's  all  the  world  to  me,  and  I 
To  her.^  — 'tis  nothing  to  the  world,  we  break 


434  BY    '^"^    ATLANTIC. 

No  laws,  we  but  obey  the  law,  to  love ;  — 
If  God  bas  set  our  hearts  in  harmony, 
The  iron-fingered  world  shan't  twist  the  strings 
To  discord,  where  He  meant  a  unison." 

''  Tut,  tut !  my  boy,  your  spirit  leaps  too  quick, 
As  though  a  thorn  had  stung  its  nettled  sides ;  — 
Let's  talk  —  calm  words  abate  unholy  Rames, 
And  clothe  us  with  humility  and  strength. 
She  is  well  born,  ancestral  honors  crown 
Her  name,  and  great  broad  acres  hold  her  up ; 
She  has  been  nurtured  in  the  lap  of  ease. 
And  her  quiet  mind  has  drank  in  truth,  and  she 
Has  given  days  to  books,  and  nights  to  dreams 
Of  poesy,  and  striven  for  learning's  bays ;  — 
And  since  she  saw  you  plucking  violet 
And  rose,  within  the  coverts  where  she  walked, 
And  sporting  in  the  same  delights,  her  heart. 
Off  worldly  guard,  treads  in  your  paths —  and  you, 
Will  you  let  love  fly  in,  where  Learning  opes  the  g^tes, 
And  steal  a  woman's  heart,  where  thought  is  bent 
Upon  the  stars ;  and  let  her,  thoughtless,  slip 
Niagara  to  social  death  and  blank 
Oblivion  ?  " 

*'  What  mean  vou,  sir?"  flew  out 
The  roused  boy's  lips  as  he  sprang  to  his  feet, 
W^ith  challenge  and  defiance  in  his  tones ; 
"  You  measure  me  bv  that  base  standard  which 
The  world  accepts,  the  base  and  common  world. 
I  am  not  rich,  and  if  I  were,  it  would 
But  weight  my  spirit  to  the  earth  with  dross ;  — 
The  unconditioned  man  alone  is  free ; 
(invoked  to  these  broad  fields,  I  still  have  bread, 
And  drink  from  them  full  quafts  of  nature's  sweets, 
The  careworn  man  who  ploughs  them  knows  not  of; 
And  as  for  rich  ancestral  honors — can 
You  trace  mine  to  the  hangman's  knot,  or  know 
The  niches  my  father  carved  in  fame's  broad  arch  ! 
You  do  not  know  them,  sir —  suppose  they  were  kings. 
Would  I  more  roval  be,  when  rovaltv 
Is  nature's  stamp  ?  —  the  base  degrees  conferred 
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By  parchments,  bear  for  me  no  charm  —  the  Lord 
High  Chancellor  who  bears  my  seals,  lives  in 
My  heart,  and  when  he  stamps,  '  pure  gold,'  on  thought 
Or  deed  of  mine,  I  am  content." 

*'  But  you 
Would  not  despise  the  speech  of  men,  as  good 
As  you,  and  stand  self-crowned,  where  they  would  mock 
Your  vanity?  —  the  general  good  is  gauged 
By  the  general  sense ;  if  all  ci*y  '  fool '  to  you. 
Or  say,  '  beware,'  —  or  call  upon  you  '  halt,' 
Of  what  rare  stuff  are  you,  to  flout  their  words, 
And  fly  into  the  teeth  of  their  keen  sense. 
As  though  you  were  a  god  among  us  men  ? 
This  is  presumption,  sir,  the  empty  puff 
Of  vanity  that  may  be  pricked,  then  shrink 
To  nothing  beneath  the  feet  of  those  despised." 

"  But  love,  sir,  knows  no  law  save  its  own  will ;  — 
It  comes  as  comes  the  mellowing  southern  wind 
Among  our  hills,  and  softens  them  to  flowers ;  — 
It  comes  as  comes  the  trailing  shadows  o'er 
The  seas,  which  steal  upon,  absorb  the  eye, 
Encompass  us,  and  hold  us  in  their  spell : 
Then  pass  away,  departing  from  the  sight 
As  day  into  the  night.     Who  sends  it  me? 
This  woman  was  not  born  at  my  sweet  will, 
And  dropped  from  yonder  fleece  of  clouds,  to  seize 
And  tangle  my  poor  wits  and  send  me  loose 
In  stubble  flelds  to  graze  on  thistles  —  -  why 
This  blame?     Can  I  say,  '  heart,  be  dumb  as  stone?' 
And  will  it  cease  to  feel  because  I  tell 
It  to,  as  you  command?     The  pulsing  seas 
Will  throb  in  tides,  for  God  has  set  the  lines. 
The  impulse  given  —  man  cannot  bind  the  tides." 

*'  But  see,"  the  old  man  said,  "  this  woman's  heart 
Must  throb  until  the  end,  and  would  you  chill 
Its  pulses  with  a  touch  of  ice?  —  call  down 
Harsh  words  to  sting  like  wasps,  or  bring  the  cold 
Averted  eye,  the  social  slight,  to  cross 
Her  path,  because  she  mated  ill?" 


43^  BY   THE   ATLANTIC. 

''  But  I 
Am  rich,  if  thought  be  opulence ;  and  strong 
In  virtuous  purposes ;  and  as  for  fame, 
That  crown  1*11  win,  for  I  do  hold  within 
A  groping  giant  feeling  for  the  light 
And  air,  and  he  may  rise  and  stride  the  earth ;  — 
And  bread  —  that  comes  to  all,  and  will  to  me, 
And  mine ;  —  for  love  to  keep  the  fireside  warm, 
Lies  in  my  heart,  and  she  will  fan  the  flame 
With  all  the  tenderness  of  woman's  love ;  — 
Together,  we  can  fight  the  world,  bear  down 
Adversity,  and  hate,  yea,  destiny. 
Bear  golden  fleece  to  final  seas  of  peace ;  — 
She  shall  be  mine  !  " 

''  But  destiny,  my  boy, 
Inexorable  savs,  '  nay  ; '  —  I  hear  the  word 
Come  whispered  from  the  hollow  mouth  of  time, 
So  delicate  my  heart  alone  can  hear ;  — 
The  why  I  can  not  tell,  but  I  am  bid 
To  tell  you,  '  nay,'  before  your  hope  has  grown 
So  big'  twill  kill  in  wrenching  out  its  roots." 

''  Your  '  nay,'  is  child  of  your  weak  wish  —  do  you 
See  that  great  sun  go  down  the  slope?  —  the  Hand 
That  turns  its  axle  turns  mv  destiny, 
And  swells  the  rising  tides  within  my  heart. 
Which  flow  from  infinite  to  infinite ;  — 
Time's  accidents  may  turn,  but  cannot  check 
Their  course;  they  liear  mc  to  her  heart,  and  her 
To  me,  and  not  apart ;  —  'tis  not  my  hand 
But  her's  that  spreads  the  sails  and  holds  the  helm  ;  — 
Our  sails  are  set  to  meet,  and  as  we  meet, 
The  soul's  perfumes  envelop  us,  new  lights 
Fall  golden  on  our  paths,  and  buoyancy 
Light  wings  our  feet,  and  glories  never  seen 
By  us,  exude  and  flow  around  the  world. 
Shall  selfish  circumspection  change  all  this, 
And  dash  it  out,  and  call  it  but  a  dream?  " 

"  Look  down  upon  that  gray  old  floor,  there  lies 
A  golden  spot  of  sun,  the  slow  earth  moves, 
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And  shadows  come  to  blot  it  out,  and  then 

It's  but  a  dream,  ilhision  of  the  past, 

A  trivial  thing,  a  momentary  delight. 

And  none  but  fools  could  build  a  hope  on  such 

A  flimsy  base." 

''  But,  sir,  that  light  came  through 
The  rifted  roof,  within  its  source  there  lies 
Perennial  light ;  —  tear  down  these  cold  gray  walls 
And  1  will  stand  forever  in  its  beams; 
Your  world-wise  sense  is  chain  of  gossamer 
And  cannot  bind  to  base  utilities, 
Love's  wings  first  fledged  for  upper  seas ;  —  go  tell 
The  ripples  in  a  rising  wind,  they  shan't 
Be  waves  ;  the  fleece  white  clouds  whose  long  lines  flow 
As  streamers  from  the  summits  of  the  pines 
They  shall  not  herald  coming  storms ;  or  tell 
The  Amazon  to  stav  its  tide,  because 
Perchance,  they'd  stop  a  drowning  baby's  breath." 

''  I  plead  for  life,  for  hope,  for  full  ripe  days,  — 
Therein  I'll  be  the  most  I  can ;  be  all 
My  heart  can  prompt,  brain  think,  or  hand  achieve;  — 
No  man  can  wrestle  with  the  world,  unlock 
Its  triple  bars  of  steel,  break  in  and  take 
Its  fortresses,  unarmed  with  woman's  love." 

"  Your  frenzy  whips  your  weak  philosophy 
To  headlong  speed,  but  grant  the  force  of  love, 
That  truth  is  pleading  in  your  words,  you  must 
Be  blind,  as  love  is  blind,  to  feel  that  you 
Can  reach  and  pluck  tlie  pippin  from  the  bough 
That  hangs  the  nearest  to  the  sun  ;  — you  live 
In  lower  shadows,  take  tlie  lower  fruit 
That  dangles  daily  within  your  common  reach. 
Be  humble,  boy,  —  dare  not  the  prince's  prize. 
Or  you  will  fall  nine  days,  forever  lost." 

"  My  spirit  mocks  your  words,  — they  pass  as  loose 
Winds  idling  through  your  prickly  thorn  —  the  stamp 
Of  royalty  God  places  in  the  heart ;  — 
Your  pride  of  lands,  ancestral  honors,  are  low 
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And  shallow  accidents  of  time ;  —  they  fade 

To-morrow  to  cobweb  walls  and  weedy  fields, 

Where  thrive  the  spiders,  and  vermin  of  the  earth. 

Who  feels  the  equal  of  your  prince  can  dare 

His  deeds  —  and  know  you  this,  when  I  meet  her, 

I  stand  unawed,  save  bv  her  womanhood. 

Ancestral  jewels  hanging  on  her  neck. 

Are  but  barbaric  tinsel  to  my  eyes ;  — 

I  see  them  not,  but  my  full  spirit  flows 

To  meet  her  spirit  flowing  out  to  me, 

As  two  young  rivulets  will  blend  their  tides* 

Inferior  am  I  ?  —  she  has  no  thought 

O'er-topping  mine,  her  rosy  finger  points 

No  light,  nor  shade  of  dclicatest  hue, 

Of  blossoms  in  the  field,  nor  in  the  sky, 

That  my  keen  sense  reflects  not  back  to  her ;  — 

When  by  her  side,  her  grace,  and  dignity 

Of  mien,  though  touched  by  pride  of  wealth,  is  matched. 

Yea,  over-matched,  by  pride  in  my  poor  heart, 

That  lifts  my  low  born  brow  to  front  the  sky;  — 

This  inner  sense  proclaims  the  truth ;  I  stand 

Upon  it,  and  here  defy  the  man  who  dares 

Impeach  my  patent  of  nobility." 

"  But  I  command  "  — 

''  Command,  sir,  if  you  will, 
My  love  is  not  the  bubble  of  a  child's 
Delight,  to  be  snapped  out  by  a  finger  touch. 
'Tis  weighty  with  its  force,  as  yon  great  stone 
That  under-props  the  corner  of  the  mill ; 
Beware  the  shapes  it  may  take  on,  it  may, 
Bewitched,  arise  with  poor  respect  for  age, 
And  crush  you  with  an  elemental  force. 
Youth  hath  its  own  prerogatives,  one  is 
To  love,  to  pour  its  full  strong  tide  along 
The  channels  God  has  cut." 

XXIII. 

And  so  they  talked,  the  boy,  the  man ;  the  one 
A  simple  shallop-shell,  with  full  hot  winds 
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To  nil  his  sails,  and  hurl  him  on  the  rocks;  — 
Pleading  God's  will  to  excuse  his  passion's  blind 
And  inconsiderate  force  ;  as  though  his  own 
Forethought  and  reasoning  mind,  were  lulled  in  sleep, 
And  he  a  helpless  instrument  in  hands 
Of  iron  ;  —  the  other,  cool,  subdued,  and  wise. 
Forgetting  the  mellow  days  when  he  was  young. 
And  played  the  fool,  as  all  young  men  will  play. 
Was  putting  sense,  wise  saws,  and  family  pride. 
Judicious  judgments,  all  utilities 
We  worship  in  the  temple  or  the  street, 
A<i;ainst  the  poor  boy's  love. 

The  granite  rocks. 
So  plain  and  palpable  upon  the  shore, 
Tliey  seem  the  fixed  decrees  of  fate,  are  but 
The  children  of  the  chaffing  sea  —  they  are. 
To-day,  — to-morrow,  by  the  subtle  waves. 
They  are  ground  to  sand ;  the  sea  alone  lives  on, 
The  same,  unchangeable  forever  more ;  — 
And  so  the  common  baser  things  with  which 
Men  build  their  fortresses  of  strength,  to  gird 
Themselves  against  the  attack  of  time  and  fate. 
Must  fade  before  the  eternal  laws  of  love. 
Flowing  forever  from  the  hands  of  God. 

The  genuine  love  of  one  poor  heart,  has  more 
Of  power  to  build  another  to  the  skies. 
Adorned  with  virtue's  fairest  ornaments, 
A  monument  of  calm  delight,  than  all 
The  gold  of  Ind ;  —  ancestral  pride  may  hedge 
Divinitv,  but  time  demands  that  truth 
Shall  flow  forever  on,  to  give  new  life. 
Freshen  impulse,  to  meet  new  men,  new  things. 
That  strive  for  full  development,  and  grope, 
Or  fight,  for  that  sweet  air  God  meant  for  them. 
And  yet  old  men,  who  should  be  wise,  are  dulled 
And  narrowed  by  their  baser  sense  ;  they  live 
For  food,  for  clothes,  for  house,  for  lands,  as  though 
The  world  was  tuned  and  keyed  to  vulgar  use ; 
And  love's  young  cry,  to  them,  is  feebleness. 
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The  trumpet  of  a  winged  dream,  which  comes 

And  goes  with  silly  sorrowings  in  its  path. 

But  it  may  come,  as  messenger  of  peace ; 

Of  new-made  force  ;  abiding  strength  ;  a  voice 

Mellowed  to  sing  sweet  songs ;  an  arm  sinewed 

To  cut  and  can'e  out  freedom  for  the  oppressed ; 

An  eye  to  see  those  far  decrees  in  which 

Arc  writ  the  nation's  destinies;  a  tongue 

To  guide  the  unwary  in  the  paths  of  peace ; 

To  speak  the  hallowed  sympathy,  which  lifts 

The  stricken  one  to  life,  and  love,  and  hope. 

It  is,  in  man's  strange  destinies,  a  force 

However  checked,  or  turned,  that  will  come  back, 

Take  up  its  course,  tread  on,  and  bear  the  heart 

To  its  final  peace. 


And  what  is  love?     It  is 
The  harmony  of  law  ;  the  agreeing  air 
Of  morning  with  the  mellow  throats  of  birds; 
The  weaving  music  of  the  waterfall. 
With  the  slender  willows  dipping  to  its  brink  ;  — 
It  is  the  dancing  sunbeams  on  the  hill, 
Tlic  cooing  of  the  doves;  the  stalwart  sun 
That  whirls  tlie  planets  in  their  even  leash;  — 
All  things  that  live,  are  touched  to  harmony  with  all; 
Man  only  mars  by  his  conceits.     There  comes 
From  Athens  and  from  Rome,  up  from  their  stones. 
Crumbled  and  eaten  by  decay,  a  still 
Strong  voice  that  spans  the  centuries,  to  tell 
That  love  slow  built  their  glories  up,  to  shine 
Perpetual  domes  of  light  —  that  love,  as  one 
Pervading  force,  joined  hand  to  hand,  to  fight 
The  earth-born  powers,  that  law  might  reign,  and  build 
The  fortunes  of  the  state ;  send  forth  the  songs 
Of  Homer  making  musical  the  high 
Wide  arch  of  centuries  ;  advance  the  clear- 
Eyed  eagles  of  puissant  Rome,  to  lead. 
To  herald  to  the  world  her  thoughts  still  live, 
And  still  are  sovereign,  in  art,  in  law, 
In  the  sweet  touches  of  Apollo's  lute. 
That  hold  the  entranced  ear. 
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What  won*t  love  do? 
The  mailed  Antony  suspends  the  tide 
Of  war,  and  folds  his  banners  in  his  tents, 
And  makes  Rome  wait  his  dalliance  in  love's 
Deliciousness;  —  the  boy,  made  mad  with  it, 
Will  wander  lands  and  seas  for  gold  to  bring 
And  lay  an  oflering  at  her  feet ;  — will  stand 
Clear  eyed  and  bold,  where  carnage  reeks  the  ground, 
And  volleved  thunders  shake  the  air,  to  win 
A  laurel  for  his  brow  and  one  sweet  smile 
From  the  girl  that  lives  beneath  the  peaceful  elms ;  — 
Nay  more,  the  heart  as  honest  as  the  day  » 

In  all  things  else,  will  tamper  with  the  wrong; 
Will  use  the  dagger  or  the  torch  ;   will  jump 
The  brink  of  time,  to  the  fathomless  abyss. 
Where  blank  Oblivion  broods  eternity  ; 
Before  his  passion  will  be  balked. 

The  next 
Day  came,  and  common  duties  called  ;  and  yet, 
\w  interims  of  toil,  a  music  filled 
His  ear,  a  voice  spoke  in  clear  tones  and  soft, 
And  silken  threads  revealed  themselves,  which  bound 
Him  hand  and  foot;  he  could  not  think,  nor  go 
Away,  unchain  himself,  again  be  free; 
Hut  touched  to  finer  issues,  all  his  davs 
Were  rich  in  a  golden  tyranny,  that  bound 
And  yet  made  free  his  spirit,  high  to  climb 
The  lifting  hills,  to  meet  the  morning  suns. 

But  Fate  inexorable  will  have  her  wav ;  — 
There  stood  the  church,  the  little  temple  raised 
To  God,  a  white  and  sacred  house  where  men 
Were  wont  to  pray,  and  women  mourned  their  dead: 
And  maidens  in  white  veils  put  on  the  wreaths, 
And  breathed  their  vows  of  love;  and  wMicn  the  man 
Of  God  dispensed  the  lightnings  of  His  wrath 
To  stuV)horn  hearts. 

One  summer  morn,  the  sun. 
Low  in  the  east  crept  up,  and  warmed  the  sky,  — 
Let  fall  a  full  round  day  upon  the  world. 
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Mirrored  with  all  things  beautiful ;  the  birds, 

Whose    matin  songs  were  closed,  sang  low 

Occasional  notes ;  and  glanced  quick  wings 

From  dusty  street,  from  house-roof  tree,  to  hedge 

Or  rose  bush  by  the  garden  wall ;  —  the  flies. 

In  social  knots  buzzed  in  the  air ;  the  long 

Wide  village  street  was  glistening  in  the  sun. 

With  little  creeping  clouds  of  dust  that  came 

And  went,  with  farmers  in  their  wains;  —  a  low 

Hum  filled  the  air,  of  distant  thunder  tones. 

That  came  from  the  grinding  wheels  of  the  village  mill ;  — 

And  clink  —  clank  —  clink  —  from  anvil,  and  from  sledge, 

Startled  the  ear,  as  the  blacksmith's  sinewed  arm 

Wrought  with  an  iron  force  his  iron  work,  — 

And  there  was  peace,  that  in  the  valley  lay. 

And  'round  the  village  stretched  the  level  fields, 

And  green  grass  grew,  and  tall  com  shook  its  silk 

In  covert  tufts,  in  the  shadows  of  the  leaves ;  — 

And  distant  hills  climbed  up,  where  cattle  grazed ; 

And  on  the  summit  towered  the  tall  straight  pines, 

In  loving  commerce  with  the  doming  blue. 

But  that  still  air,  the  singing  birds,  the  fields, 
The  valley,  did  not  feel  the  thrills  of  doubt. 
And  fear,  that  shook  two  trembling  hearts. 
As  with  the  cruel  voice  of  destiny. 

The  summons  came  that  they  must  part ;  —  two  streams 
Must  flow  through  parting  valleys  to  distant  seas ;  — 
Two  hearts  in  the  morn  of  love,  which  came  to  them 
At  first  a  beam  of  light,  an  ecstasy, 
A  strong  enchantment,  then  a  great  sea  tide. 
O'er  flowing  all  the  world  with  glimmering  gold  ;  — 
But  then,  thev  saw  the  wide  circumference 
All  rimmed  with  gray,  the  gray  turned  black,  crept  on, 
A  narrowing  circle  to  their  feet ;   and  then. 
All  black,  it  parted  in  deep  mid  wave,  and  down 
They  sank  engulfed  ;  —  the  light  of  this  fair  world 
Had  gone  —  as  though  the  gods  in  mockery 
To  send  them  to  a  deeper  hell,  at  first 
Had  made  them  walk  the  fields  of  Paradise. 

And  is  it  strange  weak  man  in  agony 
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Will  crv,  half  dazed,  and  shake  his  lists  in  wrath 

At  the  evil  spirits  of  the  air,  when  they 

Will  work  their  will  and  tear  his  heart  in  twain, 

And  mock  his  writhings  on  their  truckle  bed 

Of  fire  ?  —  or  like  another  Satan  rise, 

And  with  puissant  arm,  and  wing,  rebel 

Against  high  heaven,  fluttering  from  far  black  seas, 

A  myriad  winged  new  host,  to  aid  the  deed ;  — 

So  cruel  seems  the  destinv  of  man. 

« 

It  was  a  trivial  thing  —  ''  She  must  go  home  *'  — 
But  in  these  words,  they  saw  the  possible ; 
The  finite  shattering  through  the  infinite, 
A  trivial  fact,  to  wedge  itself  between 
Their  hearts,  and  split  their  world  in  twain. 

A  thin  white  cloud  of  dust  came  up  the  street. 
Trailing  a  shadow  in  its  track  ;  —  it  came 
To  where  he  stood,  and  paused  —  expectant  there 
He  stood,  and  watched  the  cloud  and  glittering  wheels, 
'•  I  go,"  she  said,  *"'  and  y.ou  remain,"  and  there 
Was  that  in  her  sweet  tones  that  thrilled  him  through 
And  through  ;  a  tenderness  and  a  touch  of  gloom  ;  — 
And  he  put  out  his  hand,  with  parted  lips 
That  moved  but  could  not  speak,  —  *'  Good  bye,"  she  said, 
And  then  her  voice  was  choked  with  huskiness  ;  — 
'^  Farewell,"  said  he,  confused  he  knew  not  what 
He  said ;  —  he  dropped  her  hand  and  took  one  look 
Into  her  eyes,  one  long  last  loving  look, 
Then  flew  from  sight ;  —  her  carriage  rolled  away, 
The  glittering  wheels  then  faded  in  the  north ; 
Her  face  was  set  up  towards  the  chilling  north  ;  — 
And  would  it  turn  again  to  the  sunny  south, 
And  shine  for  him  once  more —  forever  more. 
Beneath  the  shadows  of  those  hills,  and  in 
The  bubbles,  shimmering  on  the  river's  brink? 

XXIV. 

This  boy,  —  for  he  was  but  a  boy,  —  who  late 
Had  been  a  giant,  where  the  mill,  the  fields, 
And  the  still  morn,  sun-crowned  and  beautiful. 
Had  sphered  his  spirit  with  their  sympathy,  — 
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To  the  river  fled  ;  beneath  the  butternuts 

And  elms,  and  tore  through  branches  and  thistles,  mad 

To  find  his  small  white  hands  could  not  pluck  up 

The  mountains  by  their  roots ;  —  that  sunny  days 

Were  obstinate,  and  would  not  come  at  his 

Command  ;  —  that  clouds  in  black  battalions  rose 

And  trooped  across  his  skies  without  his  will. 

The  soft  voiced  river  spoke  to  him,  he  would 

Not  hear  ;  —  the  slender  branches  of  the  elms 

Did  move  themselves  in  dances  on  the  winds, 

He  would  not  see  them,  but  ran  and  walked,  and  leaped 

The  rivulets,  that   tangled  through  the  brush 

To  the  river's  tide,  until  the  tempest  in 

His  veins  had  spent  itself;  —  he  then  lay  down 

Upon  the  bank  and  went  to  sleep  —  poor  fool  — 

But  all  are  fools,  —  we  will  be  merciful. 

She  rode  away,  and  did  her  pulses  ebb 
And  flow,  in  fever  heat  and  winter  chill?  — 
In  heat  of  love,  and  chill  of  cruel  fate?  — 
And  did  her  heart  rebel,  and  feel  tiie  chords 
Silken  and  red  with  love,  draw  back,  and  bid 
Her  linger  yet  awhile  upon  the  books, 
Among  the  flowers  skirting  that  sweet  stream, 
So  musical  to  both  their  hearts,  and  taste 
The  honey  dew  upon  the  lips  of  love ! 

The  vision  came  to  her,  and  it  must  pass,  — 
The  ecstasy  convulsed  her  fnime,  a  thrill 
Of  young  delight,  as  mellow  summer  winds 
Will  shake  the  aspen  leaf,  went  through  her  heart, 
A  golden  morning  limned  the  east,  but  black 
Clouds  came,  and  shut  down  over  all  the  world 
To  her. 

""  And  why,"  she  thought,  '*  should  I,  so  young 
And  loving  these  good  things  God  made  to  love. 
And  striving  with  ail  my  will  and  feeble  force 
To  walk  within  His  shining  lines  of  light. 
To  climb  his  ways,  be  lured  here,  or  there, 
By  some  pure  beam  shot  thwart  my  path,  to  find 
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A  gulf  beneath  my  feet,  wherein  I  sink 

And  utter  helpless  cries  with  none  to  save? 

The  world's  a  cheat,  and  life  a  farce,  to  end 

In  tragedy,  —  all  men  are  fools ;  and  we 

Poor  women  play  the  second  part  in  all 

Their  acts,  mere  slaves  to  their  caprice ;  — and  they 

Are    seconded  by  nature's  forces,  time, 

Blind  fortune,  and  the  Fates  —  we  float  up  here,' 

Down  there,  like  dry  leaves  in  the  winds,  the  sport 

Ofa  witch's  will." 

"  When  first  I  came  to  this 
Good  valley,  one  beautiful  day  in  spring,  the  sun 
Rode  high,  and  let  his  soft  light  fall  o'er  wide 
Green  fields ;  and  hills  rose  up  on  either  side. 
To  exclude  the  world,  the  loud  rough  world  from  this 
Fair  spot;  the  robin  sang,  and  bobolink 
Let  fall  a  shower  of  silver  notes  from  out 
The  air,  and  flow  the  meadows  with  his  song. 
New  faces  came  to  me,  all  radiant 
With  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  and  set  themselves 
Sunward  ;  —  I  joined  the  throng,  and  climbed  with  them, 
Obedient  to  the  spirit  of  the  day. 
In  quest  of  truth  ;  —  and  it  was  pure  delight. 
Companioned  with  my  mates,  to  bend  the  ear 
To  nature's  harmonies,  with  tranced  eye 
To  look  upon  her  beauties,  plunge  far  down 
And  grasp  the  jewels  in  her  mines ;  —  to  hunt 
The  elusive  laws,  suspending  suns  in  their 
Embrace,  and  tinting  wing  of  humming  bird. 
And  pulsing  through  the  stars,  —  in  brooks,  in  flelds. 
In  delicate  shadows  gliding  o'er  the  hills, 
And  in  the  life  that  coursed  along  my  veins 
1  saw  deep  mysteries  —  and  I  would  solve. 
That  I  might  know  the  why,  the  whence  ;  unlock 
The  whitherward  of  all ;  —  but  in  my  young 
Pursuits,  and  in  hot  blood,  he  came,  and  touched 
I'he  whole  with  crimson  light,  increased  my  power 
To  see,  to  know,  to  feel,  to  solve  grave  doubts ; 
And  lent  me  wings  to  dare  the  sun  ;  —  of  all 
The  mysteries  surrounding  me,  he  stood 
Tlic  deeper  t  mystery,  and  greatest  power." 
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*•  But  now,  I  go  —  shall  I  return?  —  will  he 
Seek  me,  or  will  the  chord  be  snapped,  and  we 
Two,  twain,  wander  irriguous  lonely  paths, 
And  drag  out  slip-shod  lives?     If  Fate  would  draw 
Her  curtain,  give  a  glimpse  of  what  she's  writ 
For  me,  'twould  ease  my  cumbered  heart  —  perhaps 
The  world  is  fair  as  fancy  painted  it : 
Perhaps  the  crimson  light,  which  his  deep  love 
Shed  o'er  my  days,  that  now  sinks  back  to  shade. 
May  flow  again,  as  full,  and  sofl,  and  sweet. 
As  summer  shower  clouds  at  eve  about 
My  feet,  and  follow  them  forever  more. 
The  prophets,  in  the  Bible  days,  went  forth, 
Unkeyed  the  future,  visioned  as  divine  ;  — 
And  faith  in  them,  gave  millions  to  content. 
The  same  Omnipotence,  did  He  but  will, 
Whose  vision  sees  the  sparrow  fall,  might  draw 
The  veil,  and  guide  me  in  the  certain  way." 

They  met  once  more,  the  Sabbath  filled  the  air 
With  sanctity,  and  worshipers  were  hushed 
And  still  in  a  country  church ;  and  she  came  in. 
With  one  that  Fate  determined  she  should  wed  ;  — 
And  Arthur  saw  her  shadow  in  the  door ;  — 
A  tumult  seized  his  blood,  he  fought  for  life, 
A  strong  stern  conflict  for  his  self-control. 
His  heart  beat  quick,  his  lips  his  white  teeth  bit 
In  agony  of  soul  to  hide  his  pain  ;  — 
The  earth  whirled  round  and  day  grew  dim,  he  reeled 
And  clutched  upon  his  seat ;  by  force  of  will 
He  set  his  blood  in  ice,  and  forced  a  calm ;  — 
She  saw  him  not,  nor  felt  his  presence  there. 
But  sat,  and  bowed  her  head  in  prayer;  then  like 
A  decorous  woman,  worshipped  God  in  fear 
And  reverence. 

She  did  not  know,  the  wild 
Confusion,  fluttering  dissonance  of  blood 
Her  presence  made  for  one  within  that  church  ;  — 
He  did  not  fill  the  room,  and  testifv 
To  her,  that  he  was  there  ;  — the  Sabbath  hour 
Had  that  of  holiness  within  itself. 
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That  dwarfed  all  other  sense,  and  she  was  filled 
With  that ;  the  weaker  essence  of  mortal  love. 
In  that  deep  hour,  did  not  pervade  her  soul ;  — 
The  waves  that  lashed  his  ship,  were  lulled  and  still, 
Touching  the  eternal  rock  on  which  she  stood. 

A  mutual  friend  within  the  pulpit  stood ; 
He  knew  the  tumult  tossing  in  one  heart, 
Its  agony  awoke  in  him  response, 
His  sympathy  was  testified  in  voice 
Subdued,  in  mien  of  deeper  reveience;  — 
And  in  his  prayer  words  dropped  like  honey  dew 
To  sweeten  pangs  that  must  be  felt,  endured ; 
And  turn  the  heart  with  human  passion  rent. 
To  find  its  peace  in  love  that  would  not  die, 
But  fill  it  as  the  aroma  fills  the  rose. 

The  trembling  boy  drank  in  the  words,  and  saw 
A  meaning  in  them  others  did  not  see ; 
Then  knew  the  holy  man  of  God  was  deep 
In  tender  pleadings  for  his  soul,  to  aid 
And  succor  him  from  out  the  black  abyss 
Down  which  wc  fall,  when  love  departs.     And  yet, 
Though  willing  to  uplift  his  hands  and  plead 
For  strength,  the  Arm  Divine  was  far  away; 
It  did  not  come  as  near  as  human  love ; 
It  did  not  drop  true  manna  in  the  heart 
To  fill  its  void  —  and  he  did  sin,  perhaps. 
In  cherishing  the  shadowy  thought,  that  love 
Divine  could  never  fill  the  human  heart 
Like  human  love  —  abstractions  will  not  feed 
The  soul,  that  feeds  with  lip  to  lip  alone. 

XXV. 

When  human  love,  the  essence  of  our  lives. 
Is  pressed  hard  out  our  hearts,  and  they're  left  dry 
As  summer  dust,  can  Holy  W'rit  retouch. 
And  re-cement  the  fragments,  till  they  rise 
Illumined  in  the  perfect  man,  with  deep 
Strong  crimson  currents  in  his  veins?     To  that 
W^e  turn  for  consolation  when  our  hope 
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Is  gone,  but  not  to  make  the  dead  alive, 
Religion  of  despair  and  not  of  hope, 
The  plank  of  safety  in  the  wreck  of  life;  — 
No,  no,  it  is  the  sun  upon  the  sea 
Of  life,  the  full  free  favoring  gale  that  fills 
Our  sails,  so  that  we  ride  the  uneasv  waves 
With  lofty  prows  and  steady  helms  to  port, 
Where  life's  rich  argosies  find  rest. 

A  boy  with  heart  upon  a  woman  set 
Is  blind ;  the  church,  and  prayer,  observances 
That  lift  the  common  mind  to  God,  to  him 
Arc  sounding  brass  with  twice  its  emptiness. 
The  essence  of  their  strength  he  cannot  feel. 
So  filled  are  his  ^oung  veins  with  mortal  blood. 
So  covetous  of  its  food  —  the  mind  supreme. 
The  woman  fades ;  the  muddy  vestures  which 
Enwrap  the  earth  fall  to  the  earth  ;  the  face 
Of  God,  and  His  eternal  peace  is  limned 
In  everything. 

The  immortal  vision  blind, 
He  saw  only  her  —  another  stood  where  he 
Should  stand  ;  another  listened  with  still  ear 
To  those  low  tones  and  soft,  of  confidence 
And  love,  so  musical  to  him  ;  —  she  bowed 
In  reverential  worship,  not  alone, 
Companioned  with  her  mortal  love,  her  heart 
Was  full ;   but  he  in  solitude  of  heart 
Was  chilled  in  tlint  still  Sabbath  mom  —  the  love 
Beaming  from  the  sacred  desk,  had  no  warm  rays 
To  melt  the  frost-works  closing  him  as  in 
A  shroud.     The  spirit  unsubdued,  rebelled; 
He  spoke  no  word,  but  in  his  heart  he  breathed 
A  malediction  for  the  fates  that  bound 
Him  thus,  in  sight  of  heaven  and  yet  barred  out. 

Forgetting  the  Sabbath  morning,  full  of  wrath, 
A  still  white  wrath,  as  marble  in  the  face. 
Consuming  fire  for  the  heart,  he  rose 
And  strode  forth  from  the  church,  all  faces  turned, 
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And  what  saw  they  ?     A  stranger  sick  —  a  face ; 
Youthful,  but  knit  and  set  in  pain  ;  and  he 
Who  in  the  pulpit  stood  saw  more ;  —  he  saw 
A  mortal  in  the  morn  of  life  struck  dumb 
To  read  its  destiny  in  these  cold  words  — 
"  Henceforth  a  shadow  falls  across  thy  track, 
Forever  following,  and  forever  more 
A  shadow  to  thy  departing  hours."     He  stood 
And  paused  in  speech,  and  for  a  moment  clung 
With  a  quick  convulsive  grip  to  his  sacred  desk ; 
But  did  not  raise  his  eves  from  oft'  his  book : 
He  saw  the  river  of  black  water  flow 
That  bore  the  boy,  resistless  as  the  winds, 
From  out  the  church,  and  into  coming  years; 
It  ran  along  the  vision  of  his  mind. 
He  could  not  raise  his  eyes  to  see  its  waves ; 
But  in  his  heart  he  said,  ''  I  pray  thee  God 
Be  merciful  to  him." 

But  where  is  she? 
The  buzz  of  reverence  caught  her  car;  she  raised 
Her  eyes,  a  flush  suflTused  her  face  at  first, 
And  then  the  warm  blood  flew  back  to  her  heart ; 
Her  cheek  grew  pale,  but  she  sat  down  and  looked 
Into  black  space  before  the  window's  arch,  — 
As  a  marble  statue  sat  she  still ;  —  then  came 
The  rush  of  thoughts  to  her,  old  dreams  came  back. 
Pictures  of  earth's  young  glories  came,  that  he 
Had  touched  to  life,  who  fled  the  door —  and  he 
Who  fled  the  door  to  be  away  from  her. 
Had  taken  her  as  a  girl,  and  from  the  vale 
Wherein  siie  lived  of  every-day  desires, 
Led  her  far  up  upon  the  mountain  peaks 
And  bid  her  look  at  earth,  and  sun,  and  stars, 
And  let  them  grow  within  her  heart,  as  grew 
And  deepened  human  love  that  there  must  g^ow, 
To  fill  her  perfect  womanhood.     At  once 
The  vision  of  the  school  came  back,  with  hours 
Of  her  sweet  emulation  to  achieve 
The  golden  truth  ;  —  the  river  flowed  again 
Before  her  vision,  with  more  than  mortal  light 
Resting  upon  its  banks  to  charm  her  life; 
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And  hours  of  that  still  joy  wherein  the  heart 
Lifted,  is  filled  with  perfect  peace,  were  there ; 
And  he  the  old  time  sorcerer,  who  made 
Them  rich,  then  flew  from  her  as  from  a  wind. 
With  only  poison  in  its  breath. 

What  should 
She  do?  —  an  idle  query,  —  she  sat  still, 
While  her  poor  brain  was  filled  with  images. 
And  her  poor  heart  raged  as  a  sea  in  storm ;  — 
"  But  list."  she  said  to  them,  ''  betray  me  not, 
And  let  him  go ;  I  worshipped  him,  but  now 
Tis  meant  that  I  should  worship  none  but  God ; 
And  yet,  the  auriole  that  crowned  him  then. 
Still  crowns,  departing  with  him  as  he  goes ;  "  — 
And  while  she  looked,  with  a  firm,  and  steady  gaze. 
Into  blank  space,  her  inner  eyes  still  clung 
To  him,  'til  he  faded  out  of  sight. 

The  man 
Of  God  went  on,  she  heard  him  not;  the  fire 
Of  her  first  love  had  seized  her  heart,  and  fixed 
Its  pulses  in  a  case  of  stone,  all  keyed 
And  colored  to  the  early  spell  when  he 
First  broke  upon  her  vision,  as  the  sun 
Breaks  on  the  world  when  storms  have  passed.     She  had 
She  thought,  all  eyes  upon  her  bent,  to  read 
The  visions  passing  in  her  mind,  but  no, 
Niagara  might  pour  her  floods  to  plough 
The  deep-cut  channels  of  her  heart  —  her  face 
Should  not  betray  the  tumult  there  —  and  he 
Who  sat  with  her,  of  ordinary  clay. 
Unconscious  of  the  secret  in  her  heart. 
Sat  still  and  listened  to  the  word  of  God ;  — 
He  little  knew  the  truth  that  shook  three  hearts 
Beneath  that  roof. 

And  so  it  is,  at  times, 
In  outward  calm,  absorbed  in  deep  repose. 
All  things  seem  peace ;  —  but  destiny,  with  hands 
As  viewless  as  the  winds,  but  strong  as  iron, 
Will  slowly  gather  in  her  sightless  lines, 
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And  bind  the  unconscious  victim  to  her  wheel,  — 
One  turn,  he  wakes,  he  sees —  in  pale  despair 
Goes  down,  and  leaves  but  a  cry  behind. 

He  left 
No  cry  to  fret  cold  ears ;  his  cry,  suppressed, 
Burned  in  his  heart  with  ten-fold  pain  —  could  he 
Have  sounded  on  the  morning  wind  his  pain, 
And  let  his  passion  out  in  sobs  and  tears 
His  flying  steps  would  slacken  speed  —  but  he 
Must  go,  must  drink  the  woodland  path  in  haste. 
Must  blot  her  image  from  receding  skies, 
'    Must  put  that  church  below  the  horizon's  verge. 

And  plunge  within  the  woods,  and  friendly  shades;  — 

Vain  thought,  in  nature's  solitudes  there  is 

No  balm  for  the  wounded  heart ;  beneath  cool  skies, 

By  sounding  cataracts  and  running  streams, 

Diversion  tickles  fancy  into  life  — 

Her  wings  soon  tire,  and  like  the  pale  white  moth 

Of  eve,  she  scuttles  to  her  hiding  place 

For  rest. 
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He  sought  the  pines,  whose  spiral  tops 
Did  kiss  the  morning  sun,  and  steal  its  gold ; 
And  fell  prostrate  upon  the  resinous  bed 
Whose  odors  scented  all  the  shades.     As  well 
Have  sought  the  cliffs  that  bound  the  seas,  to  stay 
Their  floods,  as  this  deep  shade,  whose  hollow  voice 
Is  raven-winged  and  sombered  with  a  woe. 
In  delicatest  whisper  slipping  through 
The  leaves;   or  in  the  giant  tones  that  roll 
In  floods  before  the  northern  blast ;  —  down  by 
The  sounding  sea  we  stand  awe-struck  and  still. 
And  listen  to  the  voicing  Infinite ; 
Before  this  voice,  all  fancies  of  the  brain. 
And  deep  heart  loves,  and  passion  fires,  and  wild 
Ambitions,  sink  from  sight  and  leave  no  trace ;  — 
This  is  the  Absolute,  thev  finite  are ; 
The  passing  shadows  of  a  summer  field, 
riie  children's  babble  in  a  noisv  street. 
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Confusion  to  the  thought  —  the  deep  sea  voice 

Drowning  all  lesser  music,  fills  the  dawn 

Of  day  with  a  sovereign  mastership  of  sound, 

As  organ  notes  cathedral  arches  fill ;  — 

No  less  pine  woods  have  their  own  voice,  at  which 

The  twitter  of  the  beechen  leaves  are  light 

And  trivial ;  when  we  list,  they  wrap  the  soul, 

Suhdue  it  into  harmony,  and  fill 

It  with  the  grandeur  of  sea  tones ; 

As  though  the  Infinite,  there  too,  had  ta'en 

Her  pines,  and  hollowed  them  to  organ  pipes, 

To  sound  His  power  amid  the  listening  hills. 

And  yet,  there  was  another  infinite. 
Shoreless,  and  deep,  within  that  troubled  heart ;  — 
Upon  its  verge  there  had  set  sail,  white  hopes 
Sufiiised  with  rose  tints  from  the  morning  sun, 
But  cold  winds  came,  and  wafted  them  away; 
And  one  by  one  they  sank,  and  left  a  waste 
Of  dreary  waters —  what  could  he  but  sink 
And  leave  an  infant's  wail,  to  die 
Upon  the  silent  air? 

The  pine  woo<ls  voiced 
Themselves  in  sighs  that  swelled  to  deep  strong  tones, 
Or  died  in  muffled  whispers  —  what  heard  he  ? 
Her  voice  in  silvery  tenderness  of  sound 
Beneath  the  sycamore  shades,  by  the  river's  brink, 
Telling  to  him  how  fair  the  wild  rose  bloomed, 
How  musical  the  waters  were  ;   how 
Some  new  young  truth,  eluding  inquisition 
In  the  shadows  of  the  ferns,  had  thrilled  her  soul 
And  winged  it  to  the  God  who  made  them  all. 

And  now  these  tones  are  still  forevermore, 
Only  the  memory'  of  a  music  in  his  ear, 
With  something  more  than  mortal  in  the  notes ; 
Had  he  but  trod  the  fields,  a  simple  boy, 
Or  brushed  the  dust  from  the  daisies  in  the  street 
With  a  wayward  foot,  with  only  summer  dreams 
That  haunt  the  plowboy's  thoughts,  or  in  his  hours 
Of  idleness,  had  whistled  to  the  swift- 
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Winged  swallow  foraging  for  her  need  of  straw 

To  twine  licr  nest  beneath  the  hanging  eaves,  — 

Companioned  with  these  simple  things,  he  might 

Have  slumbered  in  content  —  but  in  that  school 

She  came,  and  waked  a  new-born  energ\'. 

And  filled  his  world  with  music  and  with  dreams ; 

And  touched  the  groves,  and  hills  and  streams  with  fine 

Enchantments,  binding  truth  as  in  a  spell. 

This  vexed  a  keen  desire  to  flame  and  burn 

His  heart ;  —  it  must  be  fed,  or  it  would  turn. 

Consume  itself  to  cold  gray  ashes.     Why 

Should  Fate  make  sport  of  him.'*  —  he'd  done  no  wrong. 

Parental  love,  obedience  to  law. 

Kind  words,  and  honest  industries  bv  which 

Men  thrive,  and  youthful  enterprise  to  fill 

The  arches  of  his  days  full  starred  with  rich 

Bright  thoughts;  and  decorous  of  mien,  and  grave 

With  reverence  where  the  word  of  God  was  spoke, 

Mindful  of  these,  his  life  was  simple,  just. 

But  she,  who  touched  him  to  these  new  delights. 
Who  taught  him  how  sublime  a  thing  was  life. 
What  ecstasies  might  thrill  the  soul,  what  songs 
Could  warble  to  the  winds  from  out  its  deeps, 
Had  clipped  all  this  away,  and  dropped  him  down 
To  lie,  as  dead,  on  a  shoreless  bra^sen  sea. 
With  not  a  ripple  nor  a  sound,  to  break 
The  horrid  stillness.     God  alone  could  lift 
Him  up,  and  breathe  into  his  soul  again 
The  sweet  young  air  of  morning  on  the  hills, 
Where  his  father's  cattle  grazed,  where  the  robins  sang 
Full  throated  and  melodious  in  the  spring. 

He  was  but  mortal,  —  hate,  fire-eyed,  let  fall 
A  drop  of  bitterness  deep  in  his  heart. 
And  touched  gray  cuitcs  on  his  ashen  lips. 
And  sent  convulsive  finger  grip,  to  clutch 
The  resinous  needles,  and  scatter  them  in  wrath. 
The  testv  humor  of  his  blood  made  him 
Pour  on  her  brow  anathema,  where  once 
i  fc  twined  the  roses  with  her  raven  hair. 
She  had  unlocked  Pandora's  box,  and  poured 
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The  mad  confusions  in  his  blood,  when  but 
For  her,  his  fine  keen  veins  would  bound 
A  smoother  velvet  crimson  tide,  all  sweet 
In  youth's  deliciousness.  —  She  came  a  beam 
Of  morning,  bound  on  the  brow  of  eve ; 
She  went,  and  left  him  tangled  heart  and  brain, 
A  blind  halt  cripple  for  the  coming  years. 

He  said,  "  My  tangled  feet  are  chained,  I  can 
Not  set  the  plow  in  furrow,  walk  the  street. 
Nor  stand  in  the  rank  and  file  of  life,  to  fight 
Its  battles  with  my  truths,  but  a  cloud 
Will  cover  me,  and  weakness  foil  my  deeds 
Of  their  high  purpose ;  and  in  the  end 
1  must  lie  down,  a  man  who  lived,  but  for 
No  good." 

"  Is*t  in  my  stars  her  spirit  had 
Her  birth,  and  did  she  come,  Hell-sent,  a  breath 
Fouled  wnth  a  curse,  by  evil  spirits  brought 
To  hover  o'er  mv  cradle,  breathe  into 
My  face  in  tender  infancy,  the  seeds 
Of  this  my  destiny  ?  " 

"  I  should  have  thought  — 
Hut  is  my  reason,  coarser-fibered,  dull 
Of  car  and  eye,  to  that  fine  realm  where  love, 
With  fingers  trailing  light  and  music,  wears 
Her  robes  to  garniture  the  world,  and  will 
Not  see  the  fatal  threads  inwoven  in 
The  central  fibre  of  the  robe?  —  it's  called 
Man's  crown  ;  'tis  set  upon  his  head,  that  point 
The  nearest  God  ;  and  yet  the  spirits  black 
That  hover  in  the  lower  vales,  where  the  heart 
Wanders  to  scent  the  rose  and  eglantine. 
Tangles  the  feet,  and  rolls  the  crown  in  dust." 

'^  And  yet,  I  should  have  thought;  with  coarser  sense 
Have  weighed  the  plain  conditions  of  her  life. 
And  set  them  o'er  'gainst  mine ;  and  then  'twere  plain 
Mv  wooing  her  were  follies'  ruin  ;  — and  yet 
I  did  not  woo,  I  did  not  think  of  love ; 
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I  fashioned  no  high  purpose  in  my  heart 

To  win  her  hand  —  I  only  thought  of  truth, 

Pursued  it  in  the  woods,  or  in  the  stars, 

In  the  river's  breathing,  or  the  thunder's  tones ; 

And  one  bright  day,  —  or  shall  I  call  it  dark  ?  — 

She  dropped  down  by  my  side,  illuming 

My  path  in  wildest  wanderings. 

With  a  sweet  soft  silvery  light,  that  made 

The  world  a  fairy  land  of  dreams ;  and  forms 

Which  had  before  been  but  mechanic  force. 

Dealing  with  rocks  and  woods  and  things  of  use, 

Leaped  into  living  energies.     So  lured. 

My  heart  unconscious,  took  new  habitudes ; 

All  sense,  all  sight,  all  energy,  to  grasp 

WMth  sovereign  power  this  new-born  realm,  and  be 

Sole  master  of  its  wealth,  with  her,  my  queen. 

Regnant  and  beautiful,  to  reign  with  me." 

^'  So  lured,  and  so  impelled,  here  now  I  lie 
Broken,  subdued,  a  helpless  feeble  man ; 
And  e'en  these  very  pines,  whose  tall  straight  forms 
Leap  high  into  the  vast  blue  dome  above, 
Do  moan  most  piteously  at  this  poor  wreck." 

*'  And  here  are  shadows  trailing  through  the  sky 
Obscuring  the  sun ;  they  have  no  shape,  they  float. 
Now  here,  now  there,  and  now  are  gone ;  and  then 
The  sun,  clear  limned,  sends  down  effulgent  beams, 
Their  fancies  clouding  me,  must  pass  ;  they  come 
As  vapors  from  the  deep  morass,  and  till 
My  day  —  I  will  be  master  of  myself. 
And  I  will  think,  my  reason  shall,  supreme. 
Devise  the  sword  of  force,  to  hew  me  out 
To  light  and  freedom.     Man  was  never  born 
To  lie  and  rot  beneath  a  cloud  ;  to  fall. 
And  shrink,  as  parchment  in  the  fires,  before 
His  passion's  heat,  they  drag  him  to  the  dust. 
And  yet  they  are  not  born  of  his  own  will. 
They  live,  essential  essence  in  the  blood. 
The  demon  touch  is  in  each  crimson  drop. 
And  tugs,  with  all  its  native  force,  to  drag 
That  drop  adown  its  fiery  channels.  —  Soul, 
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The  elder  and  the  better  brother,  wills 

The  crimson  tide  shall  seek  the  channels  cut 

By  that  clean  beam  the  reason  follows  up 

To  man's  pure  sovereignty  o'er  himself,  in  which 

Alone  lies  dignity  and  peace." 

XXVII. 

At  this, 
Arthur,  exhausted  with  his  passion^s  force, 
Arose,  and  sought  the  sunlight  through  the  pines; 
With  this  resolve,  the  winds  were  solace-toned. 
And  the  muffled  whispers  of  the  pines,  that  came 
In  busy  choruses  around  his  head, 
Had  healing  music  in  their  airs.     His  face 
Was  pale,  and  furrowed  with  the  lines  of  pain. 
And  on  moist  cheeks,  the  dew  of  vanished  tears 
Had  left  faint  trace  :  — with  nervous  eye  he  swept 
The  woods  to  find  the  sun ;  then  turned  his  steps 
To  leave  the  resinous-odored  shades ;  and  stand 
Unbared  of  brow  fresh  in  the  light,  as  in 
Baptismal  fonts  like  this,  whose  crystal  waves 
Surge  out  through  space,  and  beat  this  narrow  world 
And  break  in  myriad  hues,  on  leaf,  and  tree. 
On  flow'ry  fields,  and  on  the  purple  hills. 
His  weaker  passion  fires  must  go  down, 
Go  out,  and  leave  him  basking  in  the  sun. 
Uplifted  to  its  light  and  rest. 

The  shades. 
Contending  with  the  sun  in  woods ;  the  night, 
Whose  transient  sceptre  chases  day  around 
The  world,  have  magic  force  to  double  ills 
That  baffle  us ;  to  arm  our  fears  four- fold. 
To  frighten  when  they  cannot  kill  —  the  night ; 
By  slumberous  touch  will  close  the  wxary  eyes, 
And  dull  the  edge  of  reason  ;  then  will  fly 
The  big-eyed  owlets,  vampires  of  the  mind, 
And  fan  the  shadowed  midnight  air,  to  shapes 
Alive  with  evil  fortunes  —  our  scarred  hearts, 
Trembling  before  these  troops  of  sorrows,  shrink 
And  cry  for  coverts  of  pure  day,  when  things 
Adverse,  will  fade,  as  reason  mounts  her  throne. 
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A  few  steps  on,  he  stood  upon  a  slope, 
Full  in  the  sun ;  below,  a  spring  issued 
In  crystal  bubbles  from  the  bank,  and  flowed 
A  winding  murmuring  rivulet,  down  through 
A  sloping  field  of  grass ;  —  the  buttercups 
Sprinkled  thin  gold  ;  and  purple  violets 
In  simple  modesty  proclaimed  themselves. 
The  robin  sang  his  song,  and  oriole 
Scattered  the  opulent  light  from  golden  wings ; 
While  at  his  back,  the  tongued  woods  told  their  tales ; 
The  air  around  was  bright  and  musical 
With  joyful  light  and  sounds  —  he  folded  arms, 
And  stood,  with  face  uplifted  to  the  sky, 
And  drank  the  sunbeams  as  they  fell  in  floods ; 
The  querulous  shadows  fled,  the  storm  was  past. 
And  peace  upon  the  waters  spread  her  wings. 
The  sun  is  life,  is  hope,  is  strength  ; — its  clear 
White  beams,  poured  deep  within  the  soul,  will  chase 
The  phantoms  of  despair  to  their  black  caves, 
Restore  the  soul  to  mastership  of  self. 
Upon  its  beams,  the  poor  wrecked  heart  may  cling 
And  climb  from  nether  ruin  up  to  peace 
And  rest.  —  The  pure  sunlight  is  the  white  sail 
Spread  by  God's  hand,  to  waft  us  to  His  throne. 

The  green  grass  grew,  and  spread  the  carpet  wide ; 
The  water  ran,  and  filled  its  channels  full ; 
The  birds  sang  free,  as  happy  in  their  songs ; 
The  buttercup  and  violet  drank  in 
The  sun,  and  breathed  in  delicate  coloring; 
The  butterflies  flashed  fitful  wings,  and  in 
The  grass,  the  tiny  insect  life,  swarmed  free ;  — 
All  things  were  busy  with  their  joys,  and  all, 
Instinct  with  life,  fulfilled  their  destines. 

He  too,  had  wings  to  fly  beyond  the  Ind, 
To  Arctic  suns,  or  plunge  in  tropic  shades, 
To  lay  himself  beneath  the  Parthenon 
Sombered  with  ivy,  and  the  tooth  of  time ; 
So  sweep  the  continents  and  seas  in  quest 
Of  knowledge  and  of  power —  his  mind  was  wide. 
New  things  delighted  him  —  could  he  but  know 
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The  mysteries  of  human  life,  the  rise 
And  fall  of  nations ;  know  the  power  the  great 
Men  used,  to  sway  the  millions  to  their  will ; 
Or  read  great  books,  and  solve  the  mysteries 
Of  thought,  he  could  then  blot  his  narrow  care, 
And  heal  himself,  and  build  a  work  of  use 
To  men. 

He  had  read  books,  and  in  their  words 
He  had  found  hope,  and  wisdom  found ;  and  fire 
To  light  his  latent  energies,  and  warm 
And  mould  the  world  as  pliant  to  his  wish ; 
Sweet  hooks,  so  voluble  of  tongues,  to  tell 
The  tales  of  heroes,  lives  of  saints;  and  hold 
And  calm  the  uneasy  heart  with  balm,  so  soft, 
So  full  of  rare  strange  odors,  which,  distilled 
In  the  white  crucible  of  genius,  lived 
Rare  grains  of  musk,  and  scented  centuries 
And  made  them  sweet. 

This  fine  and  delicate  sense 
He  had,  and  cherished  it  as  a  third  eve. 
Another  window  for  the  soul,  through  whose 
Stained  panes,  all  flushed  with  blue,  and  green,  and  rose. 
The  outer  ether  poured  its  essences. 
All  strained  aud  filtered  from  the  grosser  world, 
That  his  poor  soul  might  swim  in  seas  Elysian. 

To  this  fine  sense,  the  field,  the  sun,  the  soft 
Low  music  of  the  running  streams,  the  birds 
Flashing  their  gilded  plumage  in  the  light. 
The  teeming  myriads  in  tiie  tangled  grass. 
All  made  appeal,  and  stirred  to  life  and  love; 
And  like  an  exhalation  from  a  rose, 
It  flowed  around  his  heart,  and  softened  it; 
A  sweet  intoxicant,  it  cleared  the  eye 
And  gave  new  thrills  to  every  pulsing  vein  ; 
The  pallor  left  his  cheek,  the  crimson  came. 
And  that  deep  chest,  that  had  been  racked  with  sighs 
And  sobs,  the  first  dark  heralds  of  despair. 
Arose  and  fell  as  even  as  the  tides. 
Restored,  and  master  of  himself,  the  mind 
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All  regal  with  its  crown  and  robes,  took  seat 
Upon  its  throne,  and  bid  all  passions  still. 

"  Knowledge,"  said  he,  "is  power,  I  will  be  free 
As  this  pure  water  sparkling  in  the  sun ; 
Or  as  this  humming-bird,  with  filmy  haze 
Of  wings,  and  needle-bill  to  choose  its  honey 
Where  it  will ;  in  the  hot  life  of  towns, 
Will  grapple  with  the  sinewy  crowd  of  men 
Who  wrestle  for  the  glory  and  the  gold 
Crowning  the  fittest  brows ;  — or  I  will  sail 
Wide  seas  and  boisterous,  beneath  the  line, 
Or  up  due  north,  where  frozen  airs  bite  sharp ;  — 
Or  east,  and  wander  curious-eyed  amid 
The  ancient  cities,  consummate  flowers  of  time." 

XXVIII. 

"  The  treasures  nearest  these  our  hearts,  may  fly 
And  leave  us  desolate,  as  some  lone  column 
In  the  desert  waste  ;  — but  this  wide  world 
Is  full  of  vestiges,  proclaiming  hopes 
Cjone  out  in  night — mine  is  the  common  lot. 
The  long  rich  valley  of  the  Nile,  once  teemed 
With  populous  cities ;   Learning  spread  her  page 
Of  riches;  Art  created  stately  piles; 
The  priests  led  millions  to  their  altar  fires ; 
And  kings  forced  Labor's  tribute  to  build  their  tombs ;  — 
For  ages  men  then  strove  to  conquer  time. 
To  build  for  eternitv,  but  thev  all  foiled ;  — 
Now  here,  now  there,  a  solitarv  shaft 
Proclaims  the  temples  of  Palmyra,  Thebes;  — 
And  in  their  shadows  lies  the  lion  at  noon ; 
Or  from  its  top,  the  vulture  hunts  her  prey. 
Her  kings,  her  queens,  her  priests,  her  myriads. 
Dissolved  in  undistinguishable  dust. 
Have  left  the  faintest  trace  that  once  they  were ; 
That  once  these  temples  shone  in  richest  light, 
That  once  her  learning  drew  the  Grecian  sage ; 
That  arts  now  lost,  once  gave  her  mastery 
O'er  mountain  quarries,  and  her  mines  of  gold ; 
The  skill,  the  taste,  to  shape  her  ornaments  of  gold, 
And  cai*ven  gems,  as  with  a  fairy's  touch." 
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And  SO  this  mad  youth  reasoned  to  himself: 
"  Still  more — see  Greece,  or  time's  ideal  of  her. 
Now  dead  as  all  the  glories  of  the  Nile, 
Buried  among  her  valleys  and  her  hills ; 
She  lingers  as  a  lambent  flame  at  eve. 
Disputing  empire  with  both  night  and  day, 
Loyal  to  neither;  —  why  should  her  high  pride 
Of  spirit  thus  be  trampled  in  the  dust? 
Must  all  things  die?     Must  all  things  have  an  end? 
Her  temples  linger,  shreds  on  the  robe  of  Time 
Almost  w^hipped  out  to  dust  and  silence  ;   men. 
Whose  genius  gilded  her  name,  went  down  in  war; 
Or  drank  like  dogs  the  forced  and  poisoned  cup ; 
Her  liberties,  so  boastful  of  their  good. 
As  making  all  men  free  and  no  man  slave. 
Died  in  the  hell  of  internecine  strife. 
If  men  can  build  for  the  eternities 
Why  not  the  Grecian?  —  they,  if  any,  stole 
Promethean  fires  from  Heaven  ;  lamps  like  theirs 
Should  burn  forever ;  but  they  flicker  now. 
Dim  stars  on  the  vanishing  edge  of  years.     All  toil 
Of  her  great  men,  who  sought  eternal  truth 
To  find  sure  base  for  all  their  work ;  the  arms 
Of  her  cohorts,  that  flashed  their  victories 
From  Nile  to  India,  Russian  snows  far  South 
To  the  Persian  Gulf;   her  cities  beautiful 
In  living  art.  all  these  have  passed  away ; 
And  so  the  hopes,  and  labors  of  men  fade. 
And  so  will  fade,  'til  that  great  day  of  compt, 
When  all  good  thoughts  and  deeds  will  have  their  due.** 

''  To  shed  this  cloud  of  sorrow  from  my  soul, 
And  send  me  lighter  footed  through  the  fields, 
1  will  do  work,  will  think,  and  will  achieve 
Some  high  ideal  with  hand,  or  tongue,  or  pen, 
Though  all  I  do  will  pass  as  summer  rain ;  — 
ril  toil,  not  that  the  world  will  bless  me  for't. 
And  not  that  riches  come,  nor  fame,  but  that 
This  inward  flame  and  torture  of  myself, 
This  mortal  gnawing  of  the  mortal  heart,. 
May  have  one  pang  the  less ; — the  outer  strife 
May  (lull  this  delicate  um^t  ?i^\f^  to  be 
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Like  stone,  and  feel  not,  —  thanks  to  Him  who  rules, 

There's  not  an  ill  to  which  poor  human  flesh 

Is  heir,  but  he  has  sent  all  antidotes, 

To  heal,  and  soothe  to  sweet  forget  fulness." 

"  But  hold,  I  have  another  thought,  can  I 
Go  back  to  that  fair  vale,  so  beautiful, 
And  filled  with  the  soft  radiance  of  her  soul? 
The  old    school    room,    though    stirred   with    whispering 

tongues 
Counting  the  pages  of  the  books,  to  me 
Will  be  as  dumb  as  death  ; — at  summer  noon. 
When  day  full-lipped,  and  warm,  imprints  his  kiss 
On  every  bubble,  every  leaf  and  flower 
That  lend  enchantment  to  the  river's  bank  ;  — 
I  will  go  court  their  beauties  as  bf  old 
Though  she's  not  there,  they  may  turn  ashen  pale 
To  me ;   for  her  sweet  presence  gilded  them. 
And  tinct  them  with  supernal  charms. 
At  eve,  I  may  forsake  the  street,  and  spend 
An  idle  hour  among  the  ferns,  beneath 
The  thorn  whose  golden  apples  tempt  my  touch  — 
As  well  perhaps,  seek  fragrance  by  the  Sphinx 
On  desert  sands,  as  odors  for  me  there ;  — 
For  whore  she  went,  the  sweet  sunlight,  and  all 
The  fragrance  of  the  fields,  went  trailing  in 
Her  robes  as  charmed  to  follow  her,  and  left 
A  flat  stale  waste  behind." 

"  Not  there  is  peace, 
For  memory  hath  power  to  conjure  up 
The  dead  and  make  them  speak  to  me,  and  put 
Within  their  eyes  the  soul  of  life  again;  — 
And  yet,  phantasmal  they  do  cheat  my  heart, 
And  lure  me  once  again  to  sympathies. 
To  loves,  to  intellectual  delights 
That  are  but  phantoms  of  realities. 
And  so  thev  lure  to  torture  me,  as  false 
And  hollow  as  November  winds,  and  twice 
As  chill.     And  this  I  can't  endure.     I  will 
Away,  and  with  new  faces  and  new  scenes 
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Attracted,  I  will  muse  in  pastures  new, 
And  seek  forgetfulness  in  change." 

1  ime  is 
A  mirror,  set  in  many  sides;  to-day 
The  winsome  laughing  eyes  of  children  fill 
Its  face,  as  free  and  light  as  any  wind 
That  trails  its  azure  garments  o'er  the  seas ;  — 
To-morrow,  full-hrowed  men  with  iron  face 
And  iron  wills,  with  sword  in  hand  and  shield, 
Are  hewing  fortunes  out  of  stubhorn  fates. 
This  magic  mirror  glasses  them  again 
To  all  the  world,  who  laughs  to  see  false  hopes 
So  fret  the  blood,  and  whip  it  into  foam. 
Visions  of  the  cities  thronged  his  brain,  where  men 
Strong  willed,  with  mad  ambition's  fires,  and  deep 
And  cunning  subtlety  of  thought,  fought  wild 
To  shoulder  up,  and  seize    the  crowns  of  gold. 
And  what  could  he,  a  simple  boy,  with  dreams 
His  only  wealth  ;  with  no  more  strength  in  his 
Small  arms,  to  battle  with  the  cities'  greed, 
Tlian  one  weak  rush  to  stay  the  ocean's  tide ; 
But  he  liad  hope,  and  will,  and  who  can  tell 
The  limits  of  a  young  boy's  power,  who  thinks, 
And  has  a  growing  thought  with  growing  strength? 
Who  builds  into  his  manhood's  deeds,  the  dreams 
Of  youth?     But  he  resolved  to  cut  the  line. 
This  most  delicious,  strong  and  silken  cord. 
And  fly,  and  add  his  thin  pale  face  to  that 
Wide  throng  of  seekers  after  gold  and  truth. 
That  pulsates  daily  through  the  city's  heart ;  — 
He  might  relight  Hope's  fire,  perchance  might  find 
His  power,  and  grapple  with  the  mighty  ones, 
And  find  that  thev  were  mortal  like  himself. 

XXIX. 

October  came,  the  rare  ripe  month,  whose  suns 
Are  mellowed  like  old  wines,  and  fragrant 
With  the  musk  of  orchards  dropping  red  and  gold. 
One  morning  Arthur  rose,  and  saw  the  sun 
Creep  up  and  pinnacW  the  eastern  hills 
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With  soft  magnificence —  the  apple  trees 

Were  cumbered  with  their  mellow  fruit,  but  he 

Could  riot  in  their  sweets  no  more ;  —  he  must 

Away,  far  out  into  the  sounding  world, 

And  leave  his  brothers  and  his  sisters,  who 

With  him,  all  their  young  days,  had  romped  and  played 

In  the  clover  blooms  that  filled  the  orchard  shades. 

He  gave  a  long  and  lingering  look  —  he  knew 

It  was  the  last; —  the  little  light-eyed  brood 

Which  followed  him  their  elder  brother,  must 

In  all  the  years  to  come,  go  out  to  pliiv, 

And  mingle  voices  with  the  meadow  larks 

And  bend  the  apples  in  the  clover  beds. 

Full  ripe  and  mellow  from  the  bending  boughs; 

Their  light  hearts  burdened  with  the  thought:  *'  We  wish 

That  Arthur  would  come  back,  but  he  will  come 

No  more."     He  saw  the  parting  of  the  ways 

Had  come,  that  ere  the  sun  had  climl)ed  far  up, 

His  parting  kiss,  would  send  him  voyaging 

To  another  sea,  and  leave  them  in  their  turn. 

When  young  ambitions  waked  in  them,  to  set 

Their  sails  to  other  quarters  of  the  globe, 

To  battle  with  the  wind  and  wave,  as  best 

They  might,  then  sink  from  sight  forevermore. 

The  hour  came — the  tearful  mother  sat 

Her  face  within  her  hands.  — *' And  it  has  come 

To  me,  to  part  with  him  my  first-born  love; 

To  bear,  to  rear,  to  love,  and  then  to  leave ;  — 

'Tis  only  this,  to  let  the  tendrils  strike 

Deep  root  within  the  heart's  warm  blood,  then  grow 

With  time,  full  sapped  with  crimson  of  the  heart, 

Till  all  the  woman  hangs  upon  their  strength. 

And  then,  strong-pinioned,  this  my  bird  will  fly 

And  tear  those  tendrils  from  their  verv  roots. 

I  sink  in  sorrow,  myself  am  all  dissolved 

To  the  feebleness  of  unsubstantial  dust. 

With  my  strong  boy,  my  spirit  goes  —  what's  left, 

Will  be  the  ghost  of  what  I  was.  —  'Tis  true, 

The  mother's  made  to  fruit  in  growing  love, 

And  then  to  die  in  plucking  off  that  fruit. 

Must  their  warm  natures  give  sweet  life,  for  this.^  — 

That  when  the  life  is  full,  and  filling  her 
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With  joy,  it  shall  be  be  wrenched  away?  — If  we 
Must  bear,  and  rear,  leave  out  the  love  and  pain, 
Thy  glory  cannot  shine,  that  mothers  weep  !  " 
The  reverent  father  gathered  around  his  flock 
And  knelt  in  prayer  to  bless  the  parting  one : 
'*  Arthur  is  going,  let  us  read  the  word 
Of  God." 

The  Bible  lay  upon  the  stand, 
Within  the  window  where  the  sunbeams  came 
At  eve,  and  shed  their  opulence  of  gold 
Upon  the  well  worn  covers  of  this  Book 
Of  books,  as  blessing  it,  and  its  deep  love 
Of  holy  words,  of  promises  and  hopes 
To  fortress  this  poor  man  in  his  hard  fight 
As  hand  to  hand  with  Fortune's  naked  steel. 

At  morning,  and  at  eve,  for  all  his  days, 
This  bov  had  seen  the  flock  called  in,  to  hear 
Him  reail,  ami  hear  him  pray,  with  low  bent  brow 
And  soft  and  solemn  words,  that  God  would  bless 
*'  Our  children,"  lift  them  to  His  light,  and  make 
Them  dutiful  and  reverent  to  the  end ;  — 
To  hear  him  render  thanks  for  life,  for  love, 
For  the  Brotherhood  of  man,  and  Fatherhood 
Of  God  in  this  our  liberty-loving  land ; 
For  mercies  never  failing  to  the  heart ; 
Until  this  familv  altar  stood,  a  fane 
As  sacred  as  those  by  the  prophets  reared, — 
And  no  oblation  poured  of  oil  and  wine, 
Could  make  more  sweet  this  family  worshipping. 

From  homes  like  this  the  men  and  women  go, 
Shining  through  all  the  battles  of  their  days; 
Deep  in  their  hearts  a  reverent  spirit  reigns. 
For  God,  for  Truth,  for  Charity  and  Love; 
Such  homes  are  flower-gardens  of  the  gods;  — 
Though  thorns  may  lurk  beneath  the  leaves,  and  in 
The  lower  shadows  serpents  crawl,  this  is 
But  human  ;  — still  the  flowers  will  bloom,  and  in 
The  air  the  fragrance  of  their  virtues  will 
Prevail,  and  testify  maw  \s  tvot  lost. 
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A  home  wherein  the  Bible  is  not  read, 
Wherein  the  family  altar  is  not  reared, 
Is  not  a  home  —  the  soil  is  ready,  craves 
Its  natural  food  of  lies,  deceits,  of  words 
Flashing  distempered  jars,  of  selfishness. 
Of  family  confidence  betrayed,  of  fraud 
And  treachery,  and  breach  of  faith  whereon 
A  fond  and  loving  heart  may  hang  all  hopes 
Of  life,  the  love  of  children  turned  to  hate 
By  falsehood  whispered  in  confiding  ears ; 
And  black-lipped  perjuries,  whose  words  are  death, 
And  neighborhoods  all  set,  foul-tongued, 
To  suck  the  life  and  batten  on  some  heart 
Trembling  to  see  its  treasures  torn  away. 
As  tigresses  will  torture  limb  from  limb 
The  helpless  infant  fallen  at  their  feet. 

Not  poets  with  all  their  melodies,  nor  calm 
Slow-speeched  philosophy,  nor  science  keen 
And  subtle  in  her  various  questionings. 
Nor  all  the  bland  amenities  of  life 
Where  wealth  and  culture  meet,  can  go  deep  down 
And  sweeten  and  uplift  a  home,  and  set 
It  to  the  harmonies  of  God's  pure  truths. 
Wherein  the  Bible  is  not  dailv  read 
And  prayer  breathes  not  the  incense  of  the  soul. 
And  never,  since  He,  the  Master  of  us  all. 
Pale  in  Gethsemane,  poured  out  His  soul, 
Has  father  bent  his  knee  more  reverentlv 
For  son,  and  called  for  Him  who  doeth  all 
Things  well,  to  guide  that  son  in  paths  of  truth 
And  usefulness,  until  his  mission  was 
Complete. 

XXX. 

Though  years  may  pass,  and  son  go  forth 
Absorbed,  and  dazzled  by  the  crowns  the  world 
Exalts  to  those  who  conquer  in  the  race ; 
In  warm  still  mornings  of  the  sunmier  days. 
In  the  quiet  winter  eve,  or  in  the  hall 
Where  upturned  faces  listen. to  his  speech; 
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Or  in  deep  woods  where  zephyrs  breathe,  or  on 

The  trackless  deep  before  the  viewless  winds, 

His  inner  vision  sees  that  bending  brow,  , 

His  still  ear  hears  his  father's  earnest  tones, 

And  by  the  consecration  of  that  sacred  hour, 

His  deeper  soul  sloughs  oft'  the  selfish  world, 

Rises,  free-winged,  and  like  an  eagle  cuts 

The  sky,  above  the  fogs  and  fears  that  blind 

And  tangle  weaker  ones  in  the  lower  vales. 

Who  gathered  in  this  little  scene?     No  prince 
Was  there,  nor  princess  of  the  blood  ;  nor  one 
Renowned,  nor  one  who  had  done  manxllous  things 
To  charm  the  public  ear ;  —  they  were  a  poor, 
And  to  the  world,  a  common  group  —  but  in 
Their  hearts,   were    hopes,  and    in    their    thoughts    there 

dwelt 
Visions  of  sweetness  and  of  power  fit 
For  gods  ;  there  sensibilities  as  keen 
As  ever  trembled  'neath  a  silken  robe. 
And  thoughts  that  circled  suns  in  scope,  and  wills 
To  seize  on  truth,  and  use  her  force  to  bend 
The  world  —  in  these  young  minds  there  were  the  gifts 
Of  the  fine  eye  to  see  the  subtle  light 
Bathing  forest  and  field,  or  fused  through  souls 
Inspired  to  dominate  their  times;  — the  gifts 
Of  speech  so  sweet  with  honeyed  phrase,  and  full 
Of  deep  strong  eloquence,  that  men  might  list 
And  say  this  man  is  marvellous-tongued,  and  rich 
In  wisdom  ;  gifts  of  music  which  in  soft 
Still  hours,  could  unburden  all  the  heart 
And  lull  it  with  the  zephyr's  melodies ; 
And  gifts  to  stand  Sphinx-visaged  'gainst  the  wrong 
Seductive,  or  armed  with  Michael's  energies  of  war 
To  crush,  when  mortal  energies  were  weak. 

They  had  no  gold,  nor  worldly  power,  but  still 
A  tone  and  spirit  issued  from  that  home 
That  softened  rougher  richer  men,  and  made 
Them  bend  the  knee  —  pure  force,  in  these  our  lives 
Is  but  the  breath  of  God  ;  it  lies  in  sweet 
Xisses  of  children,  love  of  bouest  hearts ; 
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Rebuke  of  wrong  in  the  face  of  honest  men ; 
Lives  in  obedience  to  law,  and  in 
The  delicate  lips  unused  to  vulgar  speech ; 
*In  gentle  dignity  of  mien,  in  days 
Of  honest  toil,  and  nights  of  virtuous 
Repose.     If  these  are  power,  that  little  home 
Stood  like  a  rock,  shone  like  a  star;  and  broad 
Rich  acres  mellow  with  their  wealth, 
In  all  that  valley  wore  a  finer  gold, 
Borrowed  from  the  virtues  of  that  humble  home. 


The  mother  wept  her  quiet  tears  —  the  boy. 
With  lip  firm  set,  and  eye  on  vacancy 
Struggled  to  still  the  throbbings  in  his  heart. 
This  warm  sweet  circle  of  his  home,  in  which 
He  lived,  from  which  he  drew  the  breath  of  life, 
The  inspirations  of  his  growing  mind. 
The  love  that  filled  the  fibres  of  his  heart. 
His  food  for  thoughts,  and  gold  to  meet  his  needs  ; 
The  narrow  battle  fields  to  test  his  strength 
As  boy,  and  give  the  promise  of  the  man ;  — 
He  saw  them  fade  to  things  of  memory. 
As  he,  confronting  life,  must  meet  his  fate. 
And  build,  in  self-suppression  and  in  tears, 
In  shadows  lengthening  as  his  day*  went  on, 
In  hope  deferred,  in  silence  build,  as  in 
The  sea  the  coral  builds  his  house  of  pearl 
Amid  scant  beams  of  light,  and  with  the  storms 
Trailing  confusion  on  the  waters  o'er 
His  head. 

A  few  words  said,  and  some  hot  tears 
Brushed  out,  he  passed  the  door;  and  as  he  went 
He  plucked  a  rose  leaf  from  the  bush  beneath 
The  window,  but  decav  had  rimmed  the  leaf 
With  faded  gold  ;  he  tossed  it  down,  and  brushed 
Another  tear  away,  and  a  shadow  came 
And  for  an  instant  dimmed  his  soul's  clear  sky ;  — 
He  touched  the  drooping  lily  buds  beside 
The  path,  whose  glories  had  gone  by  with  soft 
And  radiant  summer;  passed  without  the  gate, 
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Then  stood  his  own  free  man  on  life's  highway, 

To  do,  to  be,  or  be  undone  —  but  He 

Who  doeth  all  things  well  did  not  unroll 

The  pages  of  the  years  to  come,  so  he  went  forth 

In  hope. 

And  who  can  tell  that  day's  imprint 
Upon  his  soul  ?  —  late  in  September,  field 
And  forest,  ripe  and  rich  had  gilded  grain 
And  fruit ;  the  autumn  airs  were  redolent 
With  apple  flavors ;  peach  and  plum  had  put 
Their  silken  robes,  of  blue  and  gold,  around 
Their  sweets,  amid  the  ripened  leaves;  — the  birds 
Were  chary  of  their  songs,  subdued  and  still 
In  mciHtations  for  their  southern  homes. 
The  air  was  pulseless,  and  the  sun  filled  all 
The  azure  dome  with  mellow  haze,  and  laid 
Warm  beams  within  the  dusty  road.     He  looked 
Up  at  the  eastern  hill,  above  whose  top 
The  morning  chariot  of  the  sun  had  blazed 
Upon  the  world  so  long  to  him,  the  great 
White  symbol  of  immortal  power;  and  felt 
Henceforth  that  hill  must  a  shadow  be  to  him, 
Peopled  with  naturf^'s  elemental  forces. 
The  woods,  the  winds,  the  light,  the  shades  in  which 
He  saw  primeval  footprints  in  the  rocks, 
And  scented  odors  of  decaying  leaves 
As  ancient  as  the  earth  that  bare  the  trees ; 
These  forces  upon  that  sunlit  hill,  had  been 
To  him,  companions  garrulous  of  God. 
This  hill,  though  but  a  narrow  shoal  of  time 
Stood  there  —  his  argosies  wide-sailed  and  rich, 
Floating  down  the  stream,  and  freighted  with 
The  hymning  melodies  of  nature's  peace. 
Her  potent  laws,  diverse  in  deed,  and  yet 
All  moving  to  the  rhythmic  touch  of  one 
Whose  finger  cannot  know  discord,  were  wrecked 
Upon  its  sides;  —  and  he  had  plundered  them 
In  solitary  days,  and  packed  them  in 
The  garners  of  his  mind,  as  wealth  to  him, 
Surpassing  all  the  treasures  of  the  Ind. 
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And  no  more  would  he  sit  beneath  the  bloom 
Of  orchards,  looking  on  that  hill  as  piled 
By  hand  divine,  a  ladder  to  the  skies ; 
On  whose  wide  rounds,  and  sure,  he  could  climb  up, 
And  lay  his  finger  tips  upon  the  stars ; 
Or  stand,  and  twine  the  first  young  beams  of  morn, 
\V  ith  the  silken  curls  that  played  upon  his  brow. 
He  would  not  let  it  go,  he  looked  again. 
And  once  again,  to  steal  its  shadow  to 
Himself,  a  temple  radiant  with   light; 
And  carry  it  with  him  out  into  the  world  — 
Into  the  years  to  come,  to  be  his  own ; 
A  shrine  to  which  to  sacrifice ;   a  rich 
Memento  of  thought's  first  flights  to  wonderlands ;  — 
The  gold  mine  of  his  youth,  wherein  he  delved 
And  found  young  truths,  sweet  songs,  fair  dreams. 
An  earthly  paradise,  his  selfish  soul 
Had  seized  as  his  alone. 

XXXI. 

So  sacred  will 
Become,  some  broad,  green  field,  some  rugged  hill 
Shaggy  with  trees  wind-twisted,  lightning-rent; 
Or  bending  with  their  weight  of  thick,  green  leaves;  — 
Some  little  stream  all  silver-tongued ;  or  copse 
Wherein  the  struggling  sunbeams  touch  the  earth 
In  golden  spots;  or  in  a  wider  scope 
Some  range  of  mountains  tossing  to  the  sky 
Their  billowy  peaks,  as  seas  their  broken  waves 
When  winds  high  carnival  hold  upon  the  deep ;  — 
To  the  young  mind  just  breaking  out  of  night 
Into  the  morn  of  life,  and  on  these  spots 
Finding  its  first  strong  footing  in  the  world, 
To  love  it,  and  from  them  fly  to  those  high  realms, 
Where  poesy,  philosophy,  and  dreams 
Center  their  thrones,  and  rule  the  world  of  mind. 

God  made  the  world  for  man,  man  for  the  world, 
And  to  the  mind,  all  round,  and  sweet  of  tone, 
The  world  is  beautiful ;  this  mind  will  see 
In  the  golden  mandrake  fruiting  in  the  shade 


470  BY   THE   ATLANTIC. 

Of  deep,  thick  woods;  or  in  the  star-lit  daisy 

Crowding  in  the  dusty  road  ;  or  in 

The  pine  who  sends  his  columned  cone 

Far  up,  a  pillar  to  the  arch  above ; 

Or  in  the  torrent  rushing  from  the  hills 

And  rending  granite  rocks  to  carve  its  bed ; 

Or  in  the  soft  green  fields,  on  w^hich  the  day, 

The  sovereign  queen  of  all  the  world,  spreads  out 

Her  emerald  robes ;  or  in  the  ocean's  wide 

Expanse,  whose  mighty  heart  beats  in  the  tides ;  — 

That  they  exist  in  harmony  with  it  — 

Yea  more,  that  in  their  forms,  and  in  their  voice, 

A  beauty,  and  a  tone  of  music  lies 

An  inspiration  to  uplift,  expand 

And  stimulate  the  soul  to  be,  achieve 

Fit  destinies  for  these  our  mortal  lives. 

When  friends  forsake,  and  slander  fills  the  air 
With  viper  tongues,  and  wealth,  a  gilded  dream, 
Vanishes  as  mists  upon  the  eastern  hills ; 
When  books  that  whisper  to  us  wise  men's  thoughts. 
Pall  on  the  ear;  and  when  the  voice  of  men 
Declares  the  world  all  hollow  as  the  air;  — 
A  walk  beside  the  bank,  or  in  the  field 
Bespangled  with  the  buttercups;  a  plunge 
Deep  in  the  woods,  where  every  leaf  is  tongue 
Of  woodland  harp  strung  with  a  myriad  strings, 
A  seat  upon  a  bank  of  violets. 
Whose  purple  vests  outshine  the  silken  robes 
Apparelling  the  queen  ;  the  morning  airs 
Replete  with  odors,  and  with  songs  of  birds;  — 
All  have  a  ppwer  to  open  wide  the  gates 
Of  the  sad  heart,  and  in  its  vestibules 
Spread  light,  and  balm,  and  incense  sweet,  and  fill 
Its  chambers  with  a  tone  so  musical. 
So  full  of  heavenly  harmonies,  he  will 
Forget  the  breaking  surge,  and  whirling  winds 
That  mix  confusion  on  his  mortal  shores, 

We  wander  —  Arthur  walked  the  road,  and  tears 
Betrayed  the  tumult  in  his  heart,  as  one 
By  one,  familiar  things  passed  by,  and  said 
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To  him,  in  voices  audible,  '*  farewell;  "  — 
And  yet,  he  knew  that  each,  in  years  to  come. 
Would  have  its  own  sweet  language  for  his  heart. 
And  keep  on  telling  tales  to  him,  of  bright 
Companionship  when  he  was  young. 

A  great 
Farmhouse  bevond  the  orchard  stood,  in  which 
A  little  nervous  man  was  lord  of  all ;  — 
He  dropped  his  acres  out  of  thought,  and  came, 
And  spoke  with  him,  and  took  him  by  the  hand, 
^Vnd  looked  a  moment  into  his  eyes,  to  read 
'I'he  hope  and  power  that  in  them  lay,  and  said 
*'  You  go,  remember  God  is  just,  and  lie 
Wi41  let  you  reap  just  as  you  sow  — but  no. 
You  need  no  chiding,  give  you  health,  and  years 
Will  bring  you  wealth  and  fame  ;  —  Tve  watched  you  long 
And  seen  the  vaulting  impulse  based  on  power 
To  do,  and  will  to  do,  the  right;   God  bless 
And  help  you  on  your  steep  rough  path,  there  lies 
In  yon  wide  world  some  millions  needing  aid 
So  see  the  truth  ;   read  books,  read  men,  and  search 
With  subtle  eye  the  inner  springs  that  guide 
And  shape  their  destinies,  then  you  may  help 
Their  lame  conclusions ;  —  speak  the  honest  thought 
Lying  next  your  heart,  for  that,  if  true,  will  live; 
And  though  crushed  down,  will  reassert  itself 
A  thousand  times,  imtil  'tis  crowned  as  king;  — 
Avoid  the  brawlers  in  the  public  ways ;  they  talk 
Of  politics,  philosophies,  or  cant. 
And  win  cheap  praise  from  shallow  minds:  avoid 
The  social  cliques,  who  weigh  the  outer  world 
By  standards  that  their  vanities  erect, 
Thus  missing  the  liberal  heart  and  mind,  and  truth  ;  — 
Of  this  beware,  the  clamor  of  the  crowd 
To  hang  this  guilty  man,  crown  that;   for  green- 
Eyed  jealousy,  and  hate,  and  passion's  force. 
Will  sweep  communities  as  fire  the  plain. 
And  leave  cold  embers  in  their  track ;  —  and  still 
Note  this,  the  man  who  always  speaks  to  please, 
Will  lie  to  compass  him  a  selfish  end  :  — 
A  friend  who  chides,  with  searching  and  just  words, 
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Embrace  and  bind  as  comfort  to  vour  heart ; 

With  keen  inspection  search  the  weakest  spot, 

For  moral  strength  will  break,  at  the  weakest  link  ;  - 

Who  anchors  love,  and  confidence,  with  fool 

Or  knave,  will  hazard  all  upon  a  thread ;  — 

Of  none  speak  ill,  let  faults  of  friends  and  foes 

In  thy  white-chambered  silence,  die — the  taint 

Of  Satan  in  the  blood,  steals  down  the  race 

And  breaks  its  coverts  now  and  then,  to  pain 

The  heart  of  him  who  bears  the  taint,  as  well 

As  friends  and  foes  —  and  if,  perchance,  thy  heart 

Is  sad,  and  time  hangs  heavily,  and  hopes 

Go  out  in  night,  and  friends  betray,  there  are 

The  woods,  sweet  woods,  the  silver  glinting  shades, 

In  their  soft  aisles  a  thousand  tongues  will  speak 

To  you,  in  sympathy,  and  soothe  you  with 

Their  music  breathing  from  every  limb  and  leaf. 

And  these  with  love  of  truth,  and  the  wide  realm 

Of  books,  can  comfort  you,  in  company 

With  treasures  garnered  from  all  ages  down. 

Of  poet's  fancies  and  wise  thoughts,  to  tell 

To  you  how  man  will  emulate  his  God  ;  — 

And  finally,  let  come  what  will,  be  just 

To  all,  and  to  thyself  be  just,  then  when 

The  final  curtain  falls,  thy  heart  will  go 

In  peace." 
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These  words  did  comfort  him,  for  in 
The  spirit  prompting  them,  he  saw  a  fiiend ; 
And  in  this  man,  within  whose  eve  his  vouth 
Was  spent,  knew  him  as  he  well  knew  himself; 
And  praised,  and  wished  him  well ;  perchance  he  might 
In  the  wide  world,  and  its  sharp  battlefields. 
Find  comrades  in  his  work  to  give  his  heart 
Good  cheer  and  strength,  and  touch  his  parched  lips 
With  water,  when  fainting  came,  and  dying  hopes. 

Then  on  he  trode,  with  smiles  to  lighten  tears, 
And  swept  the  dusty  daisies  in  the  street 
W^ith  rapid  foot  —  he  gave  the  swallows*-nests. 
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So  many  summers  peopled  with  a  brood 

Of  purple  winged  delights,  high  in  the  eaves, 

A  lingering  look,  and  bade  his  swift-winged  friends 

Good-bye ;  —  the  meadow  with  its  softer  growth 

Of  deepened  green,  to  chide  the  summer's  scythe, 

Declared  that  new  life  always  springs  from  death. 

And  said  to  him,  ^'  the  dead  hope  left  behind 

Will  soften,  sweeten,  lighten  the  years  to  come;  *'  — 

And  his  heart  took  the  meadow  with  it  there ;  — 

Beyond,  the  river  bent  to  shadows  'neath 

The  hill ;   he  paused  a  moment  and  stood  still 

And  listened,  to  hear  once  more  its  music  tones; 

Whispers  so  voluble  of  truth,  and  rest, 

And  power,  that  he  had  lent  his  ear  to  them 

In  gala  hours,  and  in  hours  when  pain 

Had  come,  and  cut  him  as  a  sword  ;   he  would 

Fain  catch  their  tones  again,  and  bear  them  with 

Him  as  he  went ;  and  blend  them  with  the  chords, 

The  silver  chords  that  bound  his  heart,  as  songs 

Live  in  the  reed  that  waits  the  Master's  touch  ;  — 

But  he  heard  not :  —  a  solitary  lark 

Rose  from  the  grass,  and  shook  his  music  out 

So  easily,  he  knew  no  pain  was  in 

That  heart.     Then  came  the  village  street,  and  he 

Saw  eyes  of  curious  friends  in  every  door. 

And  each  one  said,  '^  There  goes  the  dreaming  boy, 

His  sea  of  bubbles  will  explode,  and  leave 

Him  stranded  on  the  world's  wide  beach  of  wrecks; 

More  muscle  and  less  brain  ;   more  sense  and  less 

Of  airy  nothingness,  and  he  might  win. 

Poor  boy,  he  goes  to  see  how  hard  is  life. 

That  all  is  not  sweet  love,  and  confidence. 

And  truth,  and  honest  fame,  and  honest  work 

Of  honest  men  — we'll  let  him  live  and  learn." 

Not  one  said  this,  but  so  he  thought  they'd  speak 
If  words  unbidden  broke  the  silence  with 
The  truth.     He  knew,  as  well  as  they,  before, 
Lay  visions  beautiful  and  full  of  power 
To  win  his  steps  —  this  way  to  fame,  to  place. 
To  suppliant  knees  and  fawning  smiles ;  and  that, 
By  slow  and  dim  degrees  to  ruin's  gulf. 
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Embrace  and  bind  as  comfort  to  vour  heart; 

With  keen  inspection  search  the  weakest  spot, 

For  moral  strength  will  break,  at  the  weakest  link  ;  — 

Who  anchors  love,  and  confidence,  with  fool 

Or  knave,  will  hazard  all  upon  a  thread ;  — 

Of  none  speak  ill,  let  faults  of  friends  and  foes 

In  thy  white-chambered  silence,  die  —  the  taint 

Of  Satan  in  the  blood,  steals  down  the  race 

And  breaks  its  coverts  now  and  then,  to  pain 

The  heart  of  him  who  hears  the  taint,  as  well 

As  friends  and  foes  —  and  if,  perchance,  thy  heart 

Is  sad,  and  time  hangs  heavily,  and  hopes 

Go  out  in  night,  and  friends  betray,  there  are 

The  woods,  sweet  woods,  the  silver  glinting  shades, 

In  their  soft  aisles  a  thousand  tongues  will  speak 

To  you,  in  sympathy,  and  soothe  you  with 

Their  music  breathing  from  every  limb  and  leaf. 

And  these  with  love  of  truth,  and  the  wide  realm 

Of  books,  can  comfort  you,  in  company 

With  treasures  garnered  from  all  ages  down, 

Of  poet's  fancies  and  wise  thoughts,  to  tell 

To  you  how  man  will  emulate  his  God  ;  — 

And  finally,  let  come  what  will,  be  just 

To  all,  and  to  thyself  be  just,  then  when 

The  final  curtain  falls,  thy  heart  will  go 

In  peace." 

XXXII. 

These  words  did  comfort  him,  for  in 
The  spirit  prompting  them,  he  Siiw  a  friend ; 
And  in  this  man,  within  whose  eve  his  vouth 
Was  spent,  knew  him  as  he  well  knew  himself; 
And  praised,  and  wished  him  well ;  perchance  he  might 
In  the  wide  world,  nnd  its  sharp  battlefields, 
Find  comrades  in  his  work  to  give  his  heart 
Good  cheer  and  strength,  and  touch  his  parched  lips 
With  water,  when  fainting  came,  and  dying  hopes. 

Then  on  he  trode,  with  smiles  to  lighten  tears, 
And  swept  the  dusty  daisies  in  the  street 
W^ith  rapid  foot  —  he  gave  the  swallows'-nests. 
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So  many  summers  peopled  with  a  brood 

Of  purple  winged  delightsi,  high  in  the  eaves, 

A  lingering  look,  and  bade  his  switt-winged  friends 

Good-bye ;  —  the  meadow  with  its  softer  growth 

Of  deepened  green,  to  chide  the  summer's  scythe, 

Declared  that  new  life  always  springs  from  death, 

And  said  to  him,  ''  the  dead  hope  left  behind 

Will  soften,  sweeten,  lighten  the  years  to  come;  '*  — 

And  his  heart  took  the  meadow  with  it  there ;  — 

Beyond,  the  river  bent  to  shadows  'neath 

The  hill ;   he  paused  a  moment  and  stood  still 

And  listened,  to  hear  once  more  its  music  tones; 

Whispers  so  voluble  of  truth,  and  rest. 

And  power,  tliat  he  had  lent  his  ear  to  them 

In  gala  hours,  and  in  hours  when  pain 

Had  come,  and  cut  him  as  a  sword  ;   he  would 

Fain  catch  their  tones  again,  and  bear  them  with 

Him  as  he  went ;  and  blend  them  with  the  chords, 

The  silver  chords  that  bound  his  heart,  as  songs 

Live  in  the  reed  that  waits  the  Master's  touch ;  — 

But  he  heard  not ;  —  a  solitary  lark 

Rose  from  the  grass,  and  shook  his  music  out 

So  easily,  he  know  no  pain  was  in 

That  heart.     Then  came  the  village  street,  and  he 

Saw  eyes  of  curious  friends  in  every  door. 

And  each  one  said,  "  There  goes  the  dreaming  boy, 

His  sea  of  bifbbles  will  explode,  and  leave 

Him  stranded  on  the  world  s  wide  beach  of  wrecks ; 

More  muscle  and  less  brain  ;   more  sense  and  less 

Of  airy  nothingness,  and  he  might  win. 

Poor  boy,  he  goes  to  see  how  hard  is  life. 

That  all  is  not  sweet  love,  and  confidence. 

And  truth,  and  honest  fame,  and  honest  work 

Of  honest  men — we'll  let  him  live  and  learn." 

Not  one  said  this,  but  so  he  thought  they'd  speak 
If  words  unbidden  broke  the  silence  with 
The  truth.     He  knew,  as  well  as  they,  before, 
Lay  visions  beautiful  and  full  of  power 
To  win  his  steps  —  this  way  to  fame,  to  place. 
To  suppliant  knees  and  fawning  smiles;  and  that, 
By  slow  and  dim  degrees  to  ruin's  gulf. 
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And  he,  as  well  as  anv  silvered  head 

^ 

That  shook  its  silver  in  grave  doubt,  could  see 

That  Fate,  that  morning  tied  her  sightless  threads 

Around  his  teet,  and  led  him  on  ;   he  could 

But  hope,  and  dare,  and  do;  yet  destiny, 

Her  iron  decrees  already  writ,  would,  change 

No  jot  nor  tittle  of  her  record  ;  —  he 

As  blind  as  owlet  at  high  noon,  could  move, 

Free-willed,  in  this  way,  or  in  that,  but  she. 

The  arbitrcss,  would  guide,  unerring  to 

His  fate.     His  splendid  vagaries  of  thought; 

His  fancy  he  could  change  old  faiths,  and  cut 

New  channels  for  the  church  and  state ;  and  build 

Alhambras  out  of  Stonehenge  ;  or  fill 

Again  the  ivy-mantled  towers,  with  fine 

New  light,  and  people  them  with  modern  men. 

Who  ploughed  the  seas,  and  leveled  hills,  and  shook 

The  lightnings  from  their  finger  tips  in  wrath  ; 

Or  with  a  new  found  phrase,  whipped  out  in  night 

Mythologies,  theologies,  and  creeds 

As  ancient  as  the  sun  ;   had  no  more  pith 

And  moment  for  his  time,  than  shadows  falling 

From  the  wings  of  butterflies  on  granite  rocks. 

But  on  he  trode,  a  pale  and  silent  boy  ; 
Pain  at  his  heart,  with  tear  wet  eyes,  and  passed 
Each  dear  familiar  thing;   the  old  red  house 
Sheltering  the  boys  and  girls,  companions  all 
His  days ;  the  store  across  the  street,  where  men 
In  summer  days  and  winter  nights,  did  meet 
As  idle  freemen,  settling  all  with  talk  ;  — 
The  inn,  before  whose  door,  around  whose  fires 
The  travellers  of  the  vallev  met,  and  he 
Who  played  the  host,  a  gentleman  of  rare 
Demeanor,  rich  in  thought  and  anecdote ; 
The  sign  post  in  the  middle  of  the  street; 
The  bufey  tailor  in  his  small  white  shop ; 
The  blacksmith  at  his  anvil ;  and  more  dear, 
Most  sacred  of  all  the  spots  upon  the  street, 
The  white  school  house,  to  him  the  wide  arena 
Coliseum  of  his  Rome,  wherein 
As.semblcd  daily  the  populace  of  his  brain; 
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T(»  Ii<2fhten  the  scenes,  and  cheer  the  charioteers 

Of  his  tlioughts,  in  races  for  the  bays; 

All  these  he  saw,  and  bad  adieu  and  as 

I'he  dusty  road  stretched  far  between  the  hills, 

These  scenes  tugged  at  his  heart  a  lengthening  chain  ;  — 

But  break  thev  must  —  he  must  be  free. 

Then  came 
The  high  abrupt  north  hill,  whose  base  was  swept 
By  the  Conhocion,  classic  stream  to  him. 
Above  whose  top,  night  in  and  out  for  years, 
llcW  watched  the  north  star  jileam  ;   and  made  report 
To  Ursa  Major,^  of  all  the  dreams  that  laid 
Their  spell  upon  his  soul  —  and  all  his  days 
When  tliat  soft  vallev  i)asscd  befc^re  his  eves, 
All  sunned  and  starred,  and  mixed  with  hopes  and  loves 
That  softened  bin)  to  oeace,  or  stirred  his  blood 
To  war  as  he  saw  evening  let  her  curtain  fall. 
That  still  north  star,  and  all  her  circling  suns, 
Would  beam  again  in  power  and  mystery 
Too  deep  for  him  ;  and  still  would  hold  his  eyes 
Enchanted,  in  all  their  circling  s^vecp. 

'Tis  thus 
God  in  his  infinite  power,  will  trail  his  robes 
Begemmed  with  suns  through  all  the  arching  sky  ; 
All  molten  azure  in  the  day,  and  deep 
With  cold  magnificence  at  night,  to  seize 
The  eye,  and  wake  the  trembling  human  heart 
To  feel  a  glory,  for  surpassing  man. 
And  bend  him  deep  in  worship  and  in  awe. 


In  scenes  like  this,  as  common  as  the  day, 
Man  finds  eternal  power  enchanting  him  ; 
The  same  in  bouyant  youth,  the  same  in  age; 
A  constant  and  unfailing  source,  to  wake 
His  inner  thought,  his  better  self;   to  stir 
Profoundest  feelings  to  their  utmost  deeps; 
Aiid  from  the  emotions  moved  ;   re-clothe  himself 
In  his  imperial  robes,  to  be  the  king 
lie  is. 
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The  boy  went  on,  and  walked  beneath 
The  arching  trees ;  —  the  mountain  on  his  right 
Abrupt  rose  high,  and  bathed  its  forehead  in 
The  clouds;  —  the  river  on  his  left  rolled  down 
Its  limpid  waters  to  the  east,  to  meet 
The  sea,  and  murmured  music  as  it  rolled. 
As  boy,  untouched  by  passions  tyrant  rod, 
He*d  walked  there  many  a  lime,  and  gathered  sweets 
Of  thought,  as  beeF  their  honey  in  the  fields ;  — 
But  now  a  shadow  fell  about  his  feet, 
And  some  mysterious  finger  traced,  before 
His  steps,  within  the  shadows  dim,  these  words, 
"  Youth  goes  in  hope,  but  youth  is  blind. ^ 


» 


He  would 

Call  on  the  stream,  the  hill,  the  sombre  woods. 

To  draw  the  rein  upon  his  wandering  thoughts, 

And  nestle  them,  in  musical  shades;  but  they 

Would  fly  far  faster  than  his  feet,  call  up 

The  years  to  come,  and  force  their  secrets  ere 

Their  time.     Provoked  at 'fancy's  flights,  he  hummed 

A  lulla-by,  an  old-time  cradle  song. 

So  often  croned  in  dusky  eve,  to  lull 

His  baby  brothers  to  their  sleep ;  yet  now 

In  forced  heroic  mood,  he  swelled  his  voice. 

And  flung  out  on  the  winds,  and  scared  the  woods. 

With  speech  of  Heniy  in  its  words  of  flame. 

For  "  liberty  or  death.*'  —  'Twas  idle,  all ; 

The  deeper  mysteries  of  life  to  which 

He  went,  insphered  his  soul  and  closed  it  in ; 

They  would  be  felt —  no  fancy  strength  of  his 

Could  seize  his  mind,  and  lift  it  out  to  light 

And  boyish  dalliance  with  the  trees  and  winds :  — 

He  moved  to  destiny  —  her  shadowy  hand 

In  his,  led  on,  she  would  command  his  thoughts. 

"  What  will  it  be,  a  man  of  wealth  and  sought 
For  gold  ?     A  man  of  character,  believed 
Because  in  all  vicisitudes,  he  holds 
All  passions  and  all  wcakuesses^  so  apt. 
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In  fits  and  starts  to  mar  our  symmetry, 

In  due  subjection?  —  Shall  I  seek  the  strife 

Of  cities,  and  from  their  hot  fires  emerge 

Remoulded,  purged  of  dross  and  called  true  steel? 

Or  will  I,  blind  and  feeble-footed,  grope 

In  dark  by-ways,  and  frightened  at  the  sun  ?  *' 

Thus  musing,  on  he  went,  and  passed  the  wood, — 
There  meadows  lay  upon  his  left;  and  up 
The  hill  the  pastures  stretched,  where  cows  and  sheep 
Snuffed  mountain  winds,  and  fed  in  sweet  content;  — 
He  crossed  a  brook,  and  what  saw  he?  —  a  girl, 
A  child,  who  years  before  had  played  upon  that  bank 
With  him,  and  in  the  bubbles  shining  there. 
Had  seen  her  face  and  his  glassed  back,  as  tAvo 
Young  cherubs.     Once  again  they  stood  there,  hand 
In  hand,  young  bubbles  on  the  stream  of  time. 
Hilarious  with  life,  and  hued  in  all 
Wild  fancies  like  the  rainbows  on  the  hills. 
This  child  came  dow^i  to  him  from  out  the  clouds, 
Dropped  down,  and  sphered  his  boyish  steps  with  a  world 
Of  gold  —  had  he  forgot  her  then,  and  did 
He  need  the  bridge,  the  stream,  the  soft  and  sweet 
Music  of  that  pure  stream,  to  bring  her  back 
To  him  in  childish  loveliness,  the  one 
W^hose  delicate  touch  first  drew  the  bolts  and  let 
Man's  fairest  heaven  in  on  his  eyes?     Not  so. 
She  travelled  with  him,  all  his  day.s,  and  when 
The  dewy  nights  came  down,  and  mantled  him, 
And  led  him  in  the  land  of  dreams,  she  was 
With  him,  a  voiceless  angel  lighting  all 
His  steps,  and  guiding  him  all  days  and  nights 
Into  the  sunlit  uplands,  where  men  find 
Their  highest  dignities,  and  sweetest  rest. 


And  can  two  women  reign  in  one  man's  heart? 
He  fiies  for  love  of  one,  and  yet,  there  flies 
WMth  liim  another  trailinjj  robes  of  lijxht 
Along  his  path,  two  queens  o*er  one  small  realm. 
Was  each  a  queen,  or  did  one  reign,  and  one 
Carry  her  robes,  and  shadow  back  again 
The  reigning  graces?     No,  each  had  her  realm 
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In  which  each  was  supreme ;  the  one  was  tall 

And  stately,  cold  and  always  calm,  and  yet 

She  woye  a  spell  about  his  soul,  as  sure 

And  strong,  and  soft  as  twilight  spheres  the  hills ;  — 

Her  yirtues  shone  pure  beams  ancl  steady,  eyes 

Poured  into  his  a  light,  when  first  they  met, 

That  penetrated  heart  and  mind,  to  hold 

Them  prisoners  scores  of  years ;  —  they  seemed  to  ?iyi 

His  fate  in  reyerence  for  the  pure  and  good. 

And  hold  him  in  soft  anchorage,  against 

The  assaults  of  ill ;  — she  was  a  law  to  him. 

An  inspiration  ;   goal  to  reach,  a  prize 

To  win  and  wear;  tliough  as  a  child,  she  danced 

With  him  the  self-same  symphonies  of  youth; 

In  womanhood  she  far  more  stately  grew, 

But  liyed  apart,  in  a  loftier  realm,  and  awed 

Ilim  into  worshipping  —  and  there  she  was 

To  stand,  crowned  with  cold  stars,  a  queenly  form 

And  radiant,  the  patron  goddess  of 

His  life,  to  guide,  protect,  and  bless,  to  the  end. 

The  other  crept  into  his  heart,  a  song 
To  breathe  low  harmony  upon  its  chords : 
As  one  to  shower  kisses  on  his  lij)s 
All  tinct  and  odorous  as  flowers  in  Tune  ;  — 
So  whispers  in  his  ear,  the  lightsome  story 
Of  her  love  —  that  his  two  eyes  were  suns 
By  day,  and  stars  by  night;   and  that  his  yoice 
Was  sweeter  than  Cecilia's  reeds  ;    his  form 
A})ollo  radiant  in  the  morn  of  youth  ; 
His  words  were  scintillating  wit,  and  rich 
With  truths  elusive  as  the  shadows  are,  that  come 
And  go  upon  the  morning  hills  —  as  one  to  play 
Into  his  sober  moods,  such  cordant  airs 
As  zephyrs  breathe  beneath  the  shadowy  pines ;  — 
And  when  his  bouyant  feet  leaped  on  the  hills. 
All  winged  with  morning  beams,  to  flit  about 
I  lis  head,  or  light  upon  his  arm  a  bright 
And  spangled  Psyche,  on  whose  flashing  wings 
New  sunbeams  broke,  and  scattered  green,  and  blue. 
And  gold,  and  made  the  air  ablaze  in  hues 
Outrivaling  the  rainbows  ou  the  hills. 


ANASTASIA. 


479 


The  one  was  pyramidal,  and  tall, 
And  statuesque ;  a  sorceress  who  stretched 
Her  wand  far  long  the  river  of  his  life 
To  point  his  way  to  meet  his  destiny ;  — 
The  other  winged  his  steps  with  daily  love. 
Brought  morning  dews  to  sweeten  on  his  lips. 
And  chased  chance  shadows  ofl'  his  brow  ;  and  smoothed 
The  wrinkled  visage  of  his  daily  cares, 
And  wove  for  him,  thick  velvets  in  the  f(»lds 
Of  night ;  —  so  both  came  down  to  him,  as  sent 
By  one  who  knew  his  needs ;   one  as  a  hope 
Supreme,  to  lure  him  on ;   and  one,  a  sweet 
And  tuneful  strain,  to  flatter  his  slow  steps 
With  constant  melodies  until  the  end. 

In  these  our  lives,  we  live  in  various  moods, 
On  various  planes  of  thought  and  feeling ;  live 
In  each,  complete  and  perfect  hours,  rich 
With  growing  flowers  of  the  heart  and  mind, 
That  come  mysteriously,  and  put  on  shades. 
And  send  out  odors  passing  all  belief. 
And  when  each  starts  to  life,  if  there  be  one 
With  eyes  set  to  our  light,  to  see  as  we 
Do  see,  and  feel  the  thrills  that  fill  our  hearts, 
Who  rise  with  us,  on  easy  pinions  to 
Our  stars;   this  sweet  companionship,  is  life, 
Serenity,  perchance  an  ecstasy, 
A  passion  flowering  in  delight  —  and  we 
Are  set  to  different  kevs ;   and  still,  each  kev 
Has  its  pure  undertone,  in  unison 
With  such  accordant  melodies,  as  own 
Its  leading  mastership,  and  tune  their  throats 
To  make  its  hour  supreme  in  happiness. 

XXXIV. 

To-day,  the  pensive  shadows  lure  us  out 
Among  the  hills,  to  listen  to  the  first 
Pure  music  nature  teaches  us ;  and  as 
We  walk,  with  bending  brow  and  wandering  pace 
The  resinous  pines,  and  chattering  beeches,  cool 
And  limpid  rivulets,  and  silver  falls 
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Of  sunlight  on  the  mosses  tufting  bank 
And  wild  fantastic  root ;  all  steal  deep  in 
Our  hearts,  and  fill  their  solitudes  with  life, 
And  busy  whisperings,  so  delicate. 
So  spiritual,  we  feel  that  heaven  indeed 
Has  fallen  on  us  everywhere ;  as  day, 
In  full  ripe  summer,  closes  in  the  field 
And  wood,  in  silver  and  in  silken  folds. 

To-morrow,  pent  up  passion-fires  break  out. 
And  storm  red  heat  along  our  veins ;   all  sense 
Of  delicacy  and  tenderness  is  lost ; 
All  inward  forces,  set  it  squadrons,  aroused, 
Await  the  bugle  call,  to  storm  the  wall 
And  barrier  of  our  will,  and  force  consent 
To  all  our  wishes — friends  and  foes  alike 
Are  trampled  under  foot ;  —  to  counsel  love, 
And  temperance,  and  charity  in  this 
Hot  hour,  were  whistling  down  the  northern  bla^t, 
Or  slaking  thirst  of  lioness  with  a  drop 
Of  blood.     Not  all  the  caverns  of  the  Alps, 
Or  dark  recesses  winding  mid  the  peaks 
Of  Andes,  fold  more  fierce  mad  storms,  than  hide 
Their  black  and  shagrjjv  brows  in  human  hearts 
To  reason  lost,  to  passion  but  a  slave. 
This  soft-eyed  girl,  as  gentle  as  the  lily  bud 
As  lovers  whisper  airy  nothings  in  her  ear, 
When  touched  by  jealousy,  transformed,  \\\\\  tear 
You  like  a  fury  limb  from  limb,  then  laugh 
To  see  the  ruin  she  has  wrought — this  man. 
To-day,  will  stand  and  haggle  with  the  Jew 
To  turn  the  penny  on  his  side ;  —  but  when 
The  sun  has  set  and  comes  again,  a  bright 
New  day  dawn  on  his  soul,  and  he  will  give 
As  lavish  as  a  king  to  poverty. 
And  give  to  sorrowing  his  deepest  love. 

lie  passed  the  bridge  —  this  shadow  of  the  girl 
Walked  with  him,  making  spiritual  the  hour, 
And  filling  all  the  dusky  way,  with  light 
That  filled  no  eyes  save  his  —  a  little  way, 
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There  opened  on  the  left  a  wide  and  grassy  lane, 

And  at  the  foot,  beneath  the  shadowed  hill, 

An  ancient  farmhouse  stood,  a  modest  house, 

A  quiet  house,  the  windows  were  half  hid 

Jn  rose-bush  and  in  columbine —  to  him, 

They  were  the  portals  to  the  wonderland 

In  which  she  lived,  to  which  she  gave  a  grace 

And  sanctitv,  that  woman  onlv,  pure 

.\nd  gentle,  full  of  delicate  ministerings 

To  childhood  wants,  and  weary  man's  complaints. 

Can  give.     This  day,  that  hour,  to  him,  this  home 

Of  all  the  spots  on  tliis  cold  earth,  seemed  touched 

Hy  God's  forefinger  with  divinest  light;  — 

And  from  thnt  hour,  the  vision  of  that  place 

Has  followed  him  along  the  iron  track 

Of  travel,  filled  his  thoughts,  when  from  the  great 

Ship's  prow  he  watched  the  salt  sea  waves  arise 

And  fall  in  cadence  with  the  winds;  or  when. 

On  mountain  peaks  he  stood  above  the  clouds. 

And  voiced  his  thoughts  within  that  upper  deep 

Where  thunders  play  their  organ  notes  in  sport. 

And  lightnings  glimmer  in  red  robes  —  but  most. 

At  night,  within  his  humble  home,  beneath 

The  student's  lamp,  that  lit  a  widening  world 

To  him,  the  vision  of  that  home  would  come, 

And  call  him  back  to  it  beneath  its  roof. 

To  find  repose  and  peace  he  could  not  find 

In  ancient  halls,  upon  the  seas,  or  in 

The  wiUis  of  gloomy  hills,  or  mid 

The  swift  hot  life  of  cities  where  the  thews 

Of  men  are  knit  in  steel,  hearts  clad  in  steel, 

To  feed  ambition's  greed. 

The  road  was  long. 
The  day  was  warm,  the  youth  toiled  on  —  at  noon 
lie  sat  for  rest  beneath  a  shading  tree; 
And  with  the  rest  reflections  came.      "  And  where," 
Thought  he  '*  do  my  steps  lead  ?  —  I  go,  but  1 
Do  not  return ;"  —  the  boy  who  breaks  the  spell 
Of  early  home,  becomes  a  wanderer; 
Life  bears  him  on,  at  first  with  rapid  step 
And  bouyant  hope,  pursuing  eveiy  prize, 
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Grasping,  with  truculent  energy,  the  thought 

And  levers  of  his  time,  he  strives  to  shape 

The  state's  issues  ;   philosophies  that  mould 

Society  ;   theologies  that  seek 

To  point  the  sure  and  shining  way  to  God ; — 

Yet,  all  this  time  down  deep  within  his  heart 

One  sweet  vision  lies,  his  childhood  home;  and  mid 

All  cares,  and  frets,  and  storms,  and  crowns  achieved, 

In  all  the  lulls  of  energy,  the  wish 

Intrudes,  that  he  may  go  for  final  rest 

To  the  childhood  paradise;   but  destiny 

Savs  No ;  once  harnessed  in  the  chariot  race 

Go  on,  and  spur  all  energy  to  speed ; 

Man's  energies  were  knit  for  war,  not  peace. 

Die  with  the  harness  on  ;   that's  noble  death  ; — 

Only  weak  souls,  blind-eyed  and  faltering 

Will  halt,  turn  back,  and  whimper  for  the  scenes 

That  lav  about  them  in  their  in  fane  v. 


Blind  Milton,  spiritual,  refined,  could  move 
Amid  the  scenes  of  Eden,  with  lofty  pride; 
Yet  with  the  sweet  humilities  of  a  child. 
Its  morning  airs  played  through  his  locks, 
And  bathed  his  brow  as  though  from  spirit-land 
They  breathed  to  do  him  homage ;  yet,  beneath 
His  mild  calm  brow,  the  spirit  of  war  was  throned 
And  from  his  eyes  a  fire  could  Hash,  that  scorched 
The  throne,  and  shook  the  mailt^d  hand  of  power 
With  fear  of  dissolution  ;  —  play  he  did. 
With  dafibdil  and  violet  in  meads 
Of  Eden,  and  yet  transformed,  he  rode  as  knight 
Battling  for  people  'gainst  kings,  whose  trumpet  voice 
Roused  millions  to  fight  for  truth  and  libertv. 


Could  he  sit  down  beneath  a  maple's  leaves, 
Turn  back,  and  sigh  to  be  a  boy  again? 
Throw  down  the  greave,  the  helmet,  plume,  and  let 
The  maimed  and  shackled  millions  fight  to  have 
Their  own,  while  he  unheeding,  spent  soft  days 
In  chasing  sunlight  through  a  summer's  shade  ? 
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Ah  no  —  to  be  a  man,  the  soul  must  burst 
Its  warm  infolding  chrysalis,  and  dare 
The  sun,  and  heat,  and  dust  of  war,  with  wings 
That  move  with  even  poise,  right  on  and  up. 
Until  the  clear  blue  sky  is  reached  —  they  need 
Xo  rest,  no  peace,  until  the  summons  falls 
To  them,  from  the  empyrean  above, 
In  tones  as  soft  as  those  of  lute  at  eve. 
To  fold  their  wings  in  the  eternal  rest. 
These  were  the  thoughts  tiiat  vexed  the  boy  ;   once  more 
He  left  the  shade,  and  plied  his  busy  feet 
Along  the  dusty  way,  and  dreamed  of  war; 
And  as  his  spirit  rose,  the  burning  words 
Of  Henry  leaped  from  oH'his  tongue,  and  songs 
That  cheered  the  hearts  of  squadrons  nursed  in  fields 
Of  blood,  burst  trom  his  throat,  and  shook  the  leaves 
Until  the\  shed  their  summer  dust. 


And  so 
It  is,  great  souls  who  came,  and  fought,  and  passed 
Again  to  the  shadow-land,  have  left  behind 
An  ins]:)iration,  feeling  which,  our  liearts 
Take  fire, and  summon  all  these  energies 
To  move  right  on  with  a  luminous  track  behind. 

Tlie  bov  moved  on  —  the  road  cui'ved  'round  the  feet 
Of  vcrdured  hills,  upon  whose  sides  the  soft 
(irecM  grass  laid  as  a  mantle; — cattle  grazed 
In  herds,  the  farmer's  wealth  ;  and  here  and  there 
The  autumn  stubble  interlaced  with  soft 
Luxuriant  clover,  promised  future  fields 
Of  main,  to  bow  their  heavv-wcijifhted  heads 
In  robes  of  gold  —  sometimes,  the  eye,  cast  up. 
To  see  the  hills  blue  crowned  with  mellow  skies, 
Was  seized  and  held  bv  the  mvsterv  of  woods 
As  yet  a  stranger  to  the  woodsman's  axe ; 
Whose  dim  dominion  of  the  shadows  filled 
The  heart  with  awe,  for  in  these  arching  aisles 
Man  saw  the  sport  of  nature  in  her  woods, 
Of  daintiest  delight  in  wildwood  flowers, 
Of  majesty  in  towering  pines,  of  grace 
In  slender  branches  flowing  into  leaves, 
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Of  agony  in  seamed  and  shattered  rocks, 

Where  lightning  stroke,  and  earthquake  shock 

Had  flashed  their  power.     To  these  his  heart  went  out, — 

He  wished  to  pause  his  weary  steps,  phnige  in. 

Explore  their  mysteries,  and  talk  with  them, 

As  with  familiar  friends;   himself,  like  them, 

An  unsubdued  dominion,  poor  or  rich 

As  culture  plied  her  hand,  and  wrought,  for  use 

Or  beauty,  nature's  gifts  —  thev  lifted  him 

Into  the  air,  with  exaltation,  till 

His  feet  tip-toed  the  earth,  as  in  their  shades 

There  dwelt  repose,  reflection,  poesy. 

And  all  the  finer  spirit  of  our  lives, 

Unsullied  by  the  touch  of  gain,  unburdened 

By  creed,  by  narrow  social  clique,  by  cold 

Disdain,  or  iron-handed  power. 

But  no. 
His  shallow  bark  was  launched,  the  shore  fell  back 
With  its  sweet  certainties  of  field,  of  woods. 
And  flowers,  and  warm  hearth-stones ;  —  his  sail  was  set, 
He  must  move  out  into  the  sea  ;   its  dread 
Uncertainties  must  mount  in  everv  crest 
Provoking  fear  of  the  to  be  ;  —  once  launched, 
His  battle  was  witli  seas,  and  winds,  and  suns^ 
And  sullen  rains;   or  blizzard  storms,  to  live;  — 
The  lingering  loves  must  die,  and  in  their  stead 
The  stubborn  breast,  and  iron  arm  must  work, 
As  men  will  work  who  shape  their  times,  and  frame 
The  thoughts  and  deeds  of  histoiy. 
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